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Book #1

I run a tight ship around here with all five of my girls. But they signed up for it when they agreed to move in with me. And when they break a rule, they get disciplined for it, no arguing, no excuses. And the punishment always fits the crime.


I toss the pack of cigarettes in the garbage with disgust. I can’t believe my girl Charley would even think of smoking cancer sticks. It’s bad enough that my balls have been forcefully filled with so much cum from living with five fertile girls who are all virgins. But now, to learn that one of them has taken up such a vile habit? It’s sending me right over the edge of irritation.

“Who convinced you this was a good idea?” I ask as she sits in the chair with her hands folded in her lap, nervously running her thumbs in circles.

“I—I don’t want to rat her out, Daddy. Then my sister will never speak to me again.”

Quickly covering her mouth, I’m guessing Charley just realized she outed one of her four housemates.

I lean forward, tightly gripping the armrests of the chair. Charley’s long honey blond hair flows over her shoulders, and her brows furrow in concern as she bats her baby blues up at me. I catch a glimpse of her cleavage, and my cock twitches in my pants. Fuck. Charley has always had amazing tits.

“Your sister, huh? Tell me which sister, Charley. Or so help me I will make your punishment unbearable.”

She draws in a deep breath, closing her eyes. “Fine. It was Wanda.”

Wanda? My good girl who was extremely upset when she learned her other sister snuck a few shots of tequila at the neighborhood barbeque? That does not sound like her at all.

“Are you sure, Charley?”

She licks her lips and fiddles with her hands. “Yes, Daddy. I’m sure. But please don’t tell her I told you she gave me a cigarette.”

I straighten myself and start pacing the floor. Charley knows she’s in trouble. But she’s more concerned that the trust she has with her sister Wanda will be broken. And I don’t want that for her, as angry as I am that she has put her deliciously fertile virgin body in harm’s way.

“I won’t tell her, Charley, but you will suffer the consequences for what you’ve done. Now go to your room and wait for me there.”

“Yes sir,” she grumbles before walking off.

I watch her stroll down the hallway, hanging her head. But it’s not the upper part of her body I’m watching. It’s that fine ass of hers. Well hell, she and her sisters all have fine rear ends. It’s one of the reasons I’ve been so frustrated lately. Like working in a candy store when you’re not allowed to sample the merchandise.

Charley and her four sisters have been living with me for nearly a year now. None of them are my daughters, but they are all sisters, non-identical quintuplets, in fact. Apparently, their mother was undergoing fertility treatments when she got pregnant. They had a decent upbringing, but their parents were killed a few years ago when the girls were only seventeen. Now, they’re all nineteen.

I met Charley at a club where she was illegally bartending (having given her employer a fake ID), and she told her me story one afternoon as I sat at the bar and nursed a hangover from the night before with a few weak Bloody Marys. I felt sorry for her, especially when she said she was the only one of the five who was working, and they were all on the verge of losing the home they were renting.

I invited them to live with me, since I have a huge house, but being an attorney, I decided to draw up a little contract in order to establish some rules and order.

The contracts, which aren’t at all legally binding but still give me peace of mind, clearly state what the girls are allowed to do as well as what they are strictly forbidden from doing. Hey, a man’s got to maintain order somehow, am I right? And using drugs and tobacco are right up there at the top of the list. According to the contract, I agree to take care of them, much like a real biological father would. And they agree to whatever forms of punishment I deem necessary, should they break a rule, so long as I bring them no harm emotionally or physically, which I would never do anyway. It was Brennen, the youngest of the quintuplets, who started calling me “Daddy” and they all just sort of … followed suit.

And now, I need to figure out what the best form of punishment is for smoking. I definitely don’t like the idea of making her smoke every single cigarette that’s left in the pack in some attempt at hoping she will suddenly become grossed out by tobacco. After all, that could actually make her sick. So how can the punishment fit the crime here?

Fuck, maybe if I wasn’t so horny I could actually come up with something good. I think I need to have a good jerk so I can think clearly. With my dick bulging in my jeans, and the house empty of everyone but me and Charley, I unzip my pants and tug out my cock. It springs to attention, and all it takes is a quick brush of my thumb to discover a voluminous amount of pre-cum.

It’s a shame I have to rush through a jerk-off session to cure the girl who lives with me of an oral fixation, when the girl with an oral fixation should be taking care of my fucking cock right now.

And that thought alone makes a flip switch in my head.

Why the fuck would I jerk off when I have a perfectly good set of cum suckers in the shape of Charley’s lips right down the hallway? Jesus, I can’t believe I didn’t think of it before. It’s the perfect punishment, and it fits the crime.

I tuck my cock back inside my pants and re-zip, and let me just say that it isn’t easy. Not with the way my blood is pumping with ferocity to my manhood at just the thought of my sexy little girl sucking me bone dry.

She may fight me on this, but hell, she did agree to receiving consequences when she and her sisters moved in with me. And if she even thinks about shoving a cigarette past those pretty little lips of hers, she’ll think twice when she gets a dose of my deep-throating.

When I walk in her room, she’s lying on her bed with her legs outstretched and her ankles crossed.

“You ready to take your punishment, Charley?” I say, feeling my dick throb as I gather my words.

“Not really, but do I have a choice?” she says, turning her head in my direction.

I chuckle. “You always have a choice, princess. But you did agree to follow my rules, so…”

“I know, I know.” She lets out a sigh. “I broke a rule and I deserve whatever punishment I get. Probably worse, knowing you.”

I rub my hands together as she rolls off the bed, thinking about how lovely her lips will feel encasing my throbbing dick when she literally folds herself in half and offers me her ass, fully rounded and looking creamy as all get out, barely covered in a pair of tight black cotton shorts. I feel a pulse of pre-cum seep from my slit as it stretches my jeans, growing bigger and longer by the second.

“Not that I’m complaining, princess, but why are you bent over like that?”

She twists her head and looks over her shoulder in my direction. “Aren’t you going to spank me?”

How adorable that she thinks she’s getting off that easily. “No. Not at all.”

“Well,” she says, standing up and planting her hands on her hips. “What in the world are you going to do?”

I lovingly toy with her long hair. “I’m going to cure you of your oral fixation.”

Raising her eyebrows, Charley is either curious or surprised. “I have an oral fixation? All because I tried a cigarette?”

I shrug and slide the strap of her shirt down her arm. “Don’t know yet. But you sure seem to like putting things in your mouth and sucking. Otherwise you wouldn’t have tried that damn cigarette at all.”

“Daddy!” she exclaims, throwing both hands to her mouth in shock.

“Oh no, princess,” I say, gently pulling her hands down. “You can’t take your punishment if your mouth is covered.”

“What are you talking about?” Her voice is getting higher pitched, and I have to admit I like the little bit of fear I’m picking up on in her change of tone. “Wh-what do I need my mouth for?”

“Well…” I unzip my pants, feeling the throb of my erection as it strains to burst forth. “Since you like sucking things, I’ve got just the thing for you. And it’s much healthier than a cigarette.”

She gasps, moving her gaze down as I take my cock out. “We … we can’t,” she mutters.

“Oh, we can. And we will, princess. Only thing is, Daddy is going to make sure you take me nice and deep.”

Her mouth falls open in the perfect “O” position, like she’s just utterly shocked at my words. I smile and grip her hair with one hand and tug the top part of her shirt down with my other hands, forcing her pretty little titties to peek and pop out at me.

“That’s a good girl, honey. Keep your mouth just like that and get on your knees.”

She licks her lips as her nipples curl up into tight little knots, and that’s her dead giveaway that she’s aroused.

“Well, if you say so, Daddy. I guess I have to take my punishment like a good girl, huh?”

I wink and nod. “That’s right, Charley. Because you broke the rules.”

She nods back at me, then glances down again at my rigid member before slowly dropping to her knees. I keep my fist tight in her hair, and she angles her gaze up at me.

“I’ve never done this before, you know. I’m … probably not going to be very good at it.”

“That’s the beauty of taking my punishments, princess. Just so long as you take them, you are good.”

She batts her eyes at me, and I can’t help but admire the way her hard nipples are poking out and nearly grazing my knees.

“Now open that pretty mouth of yours and let Daddy do all the work.”

When Charley parts her lips, I glide in, watching my pre-cum paint her lips on the way. I feel her tongue as it smooths along the underside of my length, and my balls grow heavier.

“Fuuuuuck,” I moan, pushing all the way to the back of her throat.

Her hands go to my thighs, and her nails immediately start to dig into my flesh as I feel her tonsils strangle the head of my dick. I don’t want to totally freak her out as I get started here, but when I feel the tug and pull of her mouth as she starts to suck, I can tell she’s going to get into it.

“That’s my girl,” I grunt, slowly thrusting my hips back and forth.

When I think she can take it, I push harder, deeper, and get a little rough, causing her eyes to grow wide in fear, which in turn makes me feel all kinds of warm and fuzzy inside. Good. This isn’t supposed to be all fun and games for her. I want to see a little shock and awe. I want her to be afraid. Or at least a little intimidated.

Otherwise it’s not a punishment.

I tighten my grip in her hair and thrust with greater force, until saliva slings from her lips and her nails nearly pierce the skin of my thighs. My nuts swing heavily as Charley visibly gags, her eyes squinting as tears stream from the corners. I can feel how tight the back of her throat becomes once again as she staves off the gag, but then I hear her moan. Or maybe whimper, and I must be a true bastard because that little whimper makes my cock twitch hard inside of her mouth.

“Fuck, sweet pea. I think I might cum in your mouth.”

I wasn’t going to. I was thinking of shooting it on her face. But the way her lips are sliding up and down my shaft, and the way her tongue is caressing the underside of my cock, and the look of fear she gives me as her eyes curl up at me takes me to the edge of bliss.

She quickly shakes her head, pleading for me to change my mind with just a look.

But I just smile down at her and press my hand to the back of her head, holding her steady as my crown squeezes past her tonsils, and I let a hard stream of cum erupt from my balls.

I release a low growl as Charley coughs and gags, pushing against my legs as tears run down her pretty little cheeks.

“Oh baby,” I grunt. “You sure do know how to take your punishment like a good girl. You almost make me think that you like it.”

She should like it. I’m letting her off pretty damn easy, considering what she’s done.

“Now suck away on my cock like you did that cigarette and let your daddy slide down your throat.”

I push deep and hold myself there, and right as I see her cheeks go hollow, I shoot another hard stream of cum. I growl, my balls twitch, and I release a shudder as I empty inside of her. Her body coils as she struggles to swallow all that I give her. But fuck does it feel good.

Heat spreads across my flesh as another load comes out, and she finally taps my leg and shakes her head.

I pull out without feeling as though I gave her all that I have to give, if you know what I mean. I don’t feel like she’s been properly punished. Not the way she should. And that’s when the truly perfect punishment comes to mind.

Taking her virginity, bareback. Totally risking knocking her up.

The thought keeps me hard, and as I grip the base of my shaft and look down into Charley’s pretty baby blue eyes, I feel another load bubbling inside of my sack.

“Did I do good, Daddy?” she asks before wiping her mouth with the back of her hand.

“Yes, princess. You did good. But not quite good enough.”

Her mouth falls open, and she stands up, a frown forming on her face as she crosses her arms.

My little brat.

“What do you mean? You came. I swallowed. What more could I possibly do to make it better?”

With a smile, I lift her top and knead her breasts. “Well, when you smoke, it doesn’t just affect your lungs.”

“Huh?” Charley curls her nose and looks at me curiously.

“The drugs and chemicals spread to your entire system. So for this punishment to be fair, my cock needs to do the same thing.” I brush my thumbs along her nipples and she bites her lip as they turn hard at my touch.

“How, Daddy”

“Pretty easy, princess. Slide those shorts of yours down and bend over for me like you did when you thought I was going to spank your bottom.”

She bats her eyes at me, but her nipples grow more taut. “And then my punishment will be over?”

“Yes, and then your punishment will be over.”

With a casual shrug, she pulls down her shorts and they fall to the floor. I can see her pretty little pussy, shaved to a bald perfection, and my cock bounces in mid-air.

“Don’t spank me hard, Daddy. Just enough to cover the difference from the blowjob.”

Bless her heart. She still thinks I’m going to spank her. She bends over and spreads her legs without me having to ask, and pre-cum seeps from my slit. Oh Jesus, her ass is so fucking fine. So round and curvy.

I grip the sides of her waist and step forward, until the very tip of my crown is hovering at her vertical smile.

“Okay, princess.”

I slip inside of her, completely taken aback at how slick her walls are. Charley gasps and throws a look over her shoulder. And I nearly gasp myself as I realize that sucking my dick must have really turned her on.

“Daddy!” she cries out. “That’s not a spanking.”

“No, but this is.” I give the side of her ass a good wallop and she yelps.

I then bury myself balls deep, groaning at how deliciously tight she is. Tight and wet.

“Oh fuck, princess. I knew you would feel perfect on my dick.”

I don’t waste a second grinding into her, pushing in and out and feeling my balls grow heavier with my seed.

Charley huffs as I let my eyes travel over her perfect body—that slender waist and curvy hips, and her hands white-knuckling as she grips her bedspread. And when her walls grow tighter, wetter, I hear little muffled sounds of pleasure coming from her throat.

“You like the way Daddy fucks you?”

Her head falls down, and she arches her back as I pound her harder. “Yes,” she answers, oh so quietly.

“You going to take Daddy’s seed like a good girl? Even if it means growing a baby in that belly of yours?”

Another whimper, and her pussy clamps down around my girth. Fluid pulses from her gash, and her legs quiver as I drive deep and hold.

“Oh yeah, Daddy,” she whispers.

Her contractions are coming hard, rippling up my cock in sensual waves that tug the cum right from my sac.

“Damn it, Charley. You weren’t supposed to enjoy this.”

“I’m sorry, Daddy,” she whines. “I can’t help but cum on your hard dick.”

I pop another slap on her ass, and it just makes her moan as more fluid spurts from her slit, spraying my cock and balls.

I lose it then, shooting a huge load in her belly that must fill her up completely. And knowing that there’s nothing between my sperm and her eggs, and the potential to make her pregnant is real, all it does is fuel the lust that I feel for her right now.

My body twitches in several hard spasms, and I rock back and forth, watching the flesh of her ass jiggle as I fuck her steadily and empty the entire contents of my scrotum.

When I’m finished, I slip out of her and watch a stream of my cum trickle down the inside of her thigh. Fuck, it’s hot. I could enjoy doing this for a lifetime, to be honest.

And it quickly occurs to me that her sister is also in trouble for giving her the cigarette to begin with.

I plant a few kisses along her back. “I have to go to the office for a while, princess. But tell your sister Wanda I need to have a word with her when I get home.”

Charley stands up and faces me, her pert little titties looking delicious, and her nipples still in hard red points. “Is she in trouble too?”

I tuck myself back in my pants and touch Charley’s face. “You let me worry about that, okay?”

Charley has enough to worry about, seeing as I just came inside of her unprotected. And soon, I will do the same to her sister.


Book #2

In this installment, Wanda has to explain how she talked Charley into trying cigarettes. And her punishment involves not just the man of the house but two of his friends as well.


“What are you talking about, Daddy? I don’t smoke.”

Wanda is giving me the sincerest look of confusion, I can’t help but believe her. But why would her sister Charley lie to me? It was just yesterday I punished her for smoking cigarettes, and she told me that her sister Wanda was the one to give her the damn things to start with.

“I have it on good authority that you’ve taken up the nasty habit. And to be honest, I’ve noticed you coming home smelling like an ashtray on several occasions.”

That last part is a lie, but I’ve got to entrap her somehow. And it seems to work because the sweet girl who lives with me, with four of her other sisters, rolls her eyes and lets out a guilt-ridden sigh.

“You probably smell it on me because I’ve been hanging out with someone who does smoke.”

I slant my eyes at her. “Who is it?”

Wanda fidgets in her seat. This ought to be good. “His name is Cain. I met him at the mall.”

“A boy? Are you dating him, Wanda?”

“He’s not a boy. He’s twenty years old.”

“You didn’t answer my question.”

Wanda knows she’s not supposed to date anyone I haven’t met. In fact, she’s not even allowed to be alone with the opposite sex without my approval. It was one of the rules she agreed to when she and her sisters moved in with me two years ago. I know it sounds harsh, but I want to be sure my girls aren’t going out with some fuckwad who can’t be trusted, or who’s dangerous.

“I wouldn’t call them dates exactly. We bumped into each other while out to lunch a few times, and occasionally I just happen to be at the mall when he gets out of work and we’ll hang out at the Hot Dog Hut for a while, then sit in his car and listen to music. That’s when he smokes, and probably why you smell it on me. And one time, he asked me to hold onto his pack of cigarettes, and I forgot to give them back, so that could be why you found them in my purse. If you found them in my purse, that is.”

That could explain how Charley found them, for sure.

My frustration mounts. And sometimes, when I get frustrated, I get a raging erection. Like right now. But this particular erection can be traced to the sudden possessiveness I feel for Wanda. And picturing her sitting in a car with some asshole puffing away on a cigarette brings out the possessive, jealous bastard in me.

“Did this motherfucker lay a hand on you?”

Her big blue eyes widen. “No, Daddy. Honestly.”

She sounds like she’s being honest, but I see that little twitch in her nose, which lets me know she’s keeping a secret. “Are you telling me the truth?”

I cross my arms and hold her stare.

And she drops her gaze, then bites her lip.

“He didn’t lay a hand on me. But,” she gulps, “I may have laid one on him.”

My hands immediately ball into fists. “How so?” I grit out.

The way her cheeks are blushing from pink to red, I can take a wild fucking guess. She looks up at me, shame written all over her face. “I had never seen one, Daddy. I just wanted to, you know, touch it for one second. And don’t worry. That’s all that happened. I still have my virginity. I didn’t let him take that.”

My pulse starts to race—a mixture of jealousy, arousal, and a dire need to protect, just like a Daddy should, even though Wanda is not my daughter. Not my anything, really, except a 19-year-old girl I’ve been letting live in my home for the past two years and who just happens to like calling me “Daddy.”

A girl I’ve been wanting to fiercely protect—and yeah, maybe fuck—since she was of legal age.

A girl who, like her four twin sisters, looks up to me for that protection.

And it seems I have failed her, somewhere along the way.

“You’re nineteen years old, and you’ve never seen a cock?”

“Mm-hmm, that’s right, Daddy.”

“And this cigarette smoking chump comes along and you decide it’s time to see one?”

“What can I say? He’s really handsome. And I was really curious.”

My spanking hand should be twitching. But it’s not my hand that’s twitching. It’s the hungry monster inside my pants.

“You know you’ve broken several rules, don’t you?”

A pout forms on her lips. “I know. I broke the no dating and no being alone with guys without your permission rule. I promise it won’t happen again.”

“Good girl.” I slide a hand in my pocket and try to rub the head of my cock, thinking about Wanda tugging me like she did Cain.

“So, you’ll be around this weekend. Can he come over for dinner so you can meet him? Maybe give me the green light to go on a proper date with him?”

My blood boils. Give her permission to date this guy so she can do more than give him a handy in the parking lot? Fuck that shit. Her virginity belongs to me. And I’m about to claim that for myself.

“Uh, no. When I said ‘good girl’ I did not mean that all is forgiven. As you know, there are consequences for your actions.”

“I’m grounded?”

“You will be, yes. For your own safety. But for now, you’re going to be served with an immediate penalty, and one that rightly fits the crime, methinks.”

Wanda twists her dark hair around her pointer, looking about as innocent and cute as she is. And that look will serve me well when she’s being punished. “What’re you going to do, Daddy?”

“Since you seem to like using your hands on the opposite sex without my permission, you’re going to use them on me, with my permission.”

“You mean, like a massage?”

“Something like that,” I grin. “Meet me in my bedroom in an hour.”

Her face is hanging with concern when I leave her room, but I have the perfect punishment to inflict on her. And it involves me and two of my closest friends, Ronny and Bill. We’ll see just how handsy she gets with three men at once.

I call them up, and they’re more than happy to oblige. And they get to my house, just in the nick of time. At 6’2”, Ronny is a big guy with lots of hair and a little around the middle. Bill is average sized but has a nice six pack that I think will turn Wanda on. If she’s got a little kinky streak in her, which I have a niggling sense that she does, she might like tugging Bill and Ronny and me at the same time.

And when Ronny and Bill have painted her pretty little face, I will stake my claim by fucking her tight pussy until she’s cumming or crying, one.

“Just do as I say, guys, and remember, she’s not getting fucked by either one of you, but feel free to stick around and rub another one out while watching me take her prized possession.”

“You don’t have to twist my arm,” Ronny says, already getting stiff as the outline of his cock becomes visible through his pants.

“I can’t pass up watching a virgin getting pounded either, so count me in.”

“Good. Maybe this will teach her to listen to the rules that Daddy puts in place.”

“If not, we can always come back,” Ronny jokes, elbowing Bill.

There’s a knock at the door, and before I can answer, Wanda is walking in.

“I thought I heard voices in here, and I see I was right. Are we having guests for dinner, Daddy? Because if so, I need to get more things at the market.”

Oh, that’s right. It’s Wanda’s night to cook. My cock grows a little stiffer, imagining her in the kitchen with nothing but a teeny tiny apron and cum on her face.

“No, sugar. Ronny and Bill aren’t staying for dinner. They’re here for your punishment.”

“What?” Her eyes nervously flit in their direction, and I can see them already tugging at the buttons of their pants, I should have told them to wait for my signal. What anxious perverted fucks they are.

Just like me.

I curl my finger at her and she walks my way, obedient as she is. “You’re going to get undressed, drop to your knees, and give us all a handjob, just like you did your secret beau there. Only this time,” I add, lifting her chin up to me and staring into her frightened blue eyes, “I want you to really put your heart and soul into it.”

“But Daddy,” she says. “What about—”

“Sshhhh,” I interrupt, covering her lips with my finger. “Just do as I say, and I will forgive you of your transgression.”

She lowers her gaze and pauses for a moment, then slips her leggings down her hips. Wanda is a little ample in the rear, but she’s rather flat chested—a nice dichotomy to enjoy while watching her get sprayed in the face with cum.

“But will I get—”

“Shush, honey.” This time I press my palm over her mouth, and Wanda looks a little hurt. But the moment I move my hand away, she’s stripping off her shirt and showing us her pretty little tits.

“Oh fuck,” Bill whispers, unzipping his pants are reaching inside for his fully erect cock. “Look at those nipples.”

Jesus fuck. He isn’t kidding. I look at Wanda’s pert chest bumps and see that her nipples are like saucers. Light pink and flat, they look so fucking cute and delicious.

“I want to cum on those tits,” Ronny mutters. And the way he says it, I can tell he’s hardly aware that he said it aloud.

“You’ll get your chance, my friend. Soon as my girl here gets in position.”

Chewing the inside of her lip, Wanda is clearly a bit nervous. But she isn’t putting up a fight, or even acting as though this is an inconvenience. Or at all humiliating. I’m starting to wonder if this was the right punishment for her at all. Maybe the slut wants to give handjobs to three men.

She looks up at me, and Ronny and Bill move alongside her as I sit on my bed and watch. Her eyes float my way, and I let my gaze drop to her chest, examining her breasts, her belly, and her pretty mound which has the perfect landing strip of hair.

Ronny and Bill hold their cocks next to her face, and she licks her lips, looking from one to the other.

“Do I have too, Daddy?”

I get a little zing of satisfaction at her slight apprehension. “Do you want to take your punishment like a good girl?”

Her teeth sink into her lower lip and she nods emphatically.

“Good. Then show me what you got, sugar.”

Ronny’s cock bobs as she reaches for him, and since he’s a bit more endowed than Bill, I’m not surprised Wanda starts with him. He places his hands on his hips and thrusts forward, right as Wanda blindly reaches for Bill’s dick.

“Oooh yeah,” Bill groans, a long stream of pre-cum hanging from the tip of his cock. It disappears in a hot minute once Wanda gives him a good stroke, smearing it all along his length.

My cock grows harder as I watch her, moving her fists up and down, and moving her gaze back and forth between them, licking her lips like she’d like to do more than just stroke.

But I won’t let her put another man’s cock in her mouth. So if she even tries, I’ll stop her.

Wanda’s nipples turn bright red and grow taut, and when I glance at the floor, I see a small puddle there. Just as I suspected, she’s getting aroused. She speeds up her tugging, and Bill steps a little closer, grinding his hips and moaning that he’s about to cum.

Wanda looks at me, first at my face and then at the tent forming in my pants. “I was going to ask, Daddy, if I was allowed to cum too?”

I feel a rumble in my chest—a growl attempting to escape.

“Won’t that be a little challenging since you can’t exactly touch yourself?”

She shakes her head, uses her thumbs to rub the underside of both Ronny and Bill’s mushroomed heads, forcing them both to moan.

“I don’t need to touch myself to cum. Wanna see?”

“Christ,” I mutter, unzipping my pants and tugging out my cock. “This I have to see.”

I know I’ve sort of let Wanda take over here, but she’s so fucking sexy I can’t help it. And the way she stares at my shaft once I hold it in front of her only makes me want to see her cum even more.

She spits on the tips of their cocks and strokes them furiously, turning both of my friends into stiff, dripping rods of steel. They both thrust and groan, and my girl begins to roll her hips in a sexy circle.

I stroke myself, watching the three of them, and when Wanda throws her head back and lets out a squeal of pleasure, her body convulses softly, her nipples hard as pebbles and her legs quaking uncontrollably.

“Oh fuck…I’m cumming, Daddy.”

Bill and Ronny both shoot their loads within seconds of one another, Bill in her face and Ronny taking hold of his cock to spurt on her pretty tits. I rub the head of my cock, entranced by the girl who calls me Daddy taking cum from two men like the cum slut she truly is.

Her curvy body shivers, and her padded hips jiggle as she finishes stroking the men to completion, huffing over and over as her orgasm reaches its crescendo.

I pick up a towel that I’d brought in here earlier and toss it to Wanda. “Wipe your hands clean, sugar, and give your daddy a tug now.”

She licks her lips, licking away some of Bill’s seed as the two men step to the side, zipping their pants and leaning against the wall to watch me claim the girl I take care of. Wanda then sits up on her knees once her hands are clean and grabs me with an iron grip.

“With me you can use your mouth, but only suck the tip, sugar.”

She looks at me with a hint of satisfaction and still seems to be in a state of arousal with her bloomed cheeks and hard nips. Pre-cum seeps from my slit as she uses one hand to hold my balls and the other to caress my steely length.

“I’ve often wondered what you look like, Daddy, and now I know.”

Fuck. She got just what she wanted when I brought her in here. It ignites something primitive in me—a need to take control, like a switch getting flipped. I grip her hair and wrap it around my fist, and as her pretty pink lips wrap around the head of my shaft, I push all the way to the back of her throat, making her eyes pop wide open.

“You might get a little more than you bargained for, sweetheart.”

“Oh yeah, deepthroat her. She likes it,” Ronny encourages.

Bill simply lets out a groan, and I can tell my buddies are going to need another tug. But by the time I’m done with Wanda, she’s not going to have the energy to do much but lie down and let my cum seep from her pussy.

I give a few thrusts, feeling my balls grow heavier. Wanda is still cupping them in her hand while wrapping her other fingers tightly around the base of my dick. She seems to have no gag reflex, and when her saliva starts slinging all over the place, I have to wonder how many other blowjobs she’s given.

“You’ve done this before, haven’t you, Wanda?” I grit out before tugging myself from her mouth.

“No,” she says, her bee-stung lips glistening with spit and pre-cum. “I swear.”

I can’t help but growl, skeptical about whether she’s telling me the truth. “Get on my bed and lie down. Daddy’s going to check your cherry.”

As she settles on my bed, I get undressed. Ronny and Bill are already stroking themselves, the slick sounds of their hands on their sticky dicks egging me on.

I push Wand’s legs apart as she starts to roll her nipples between her fingers. “I swear I’m still a virgin, Daddy. Honest.”

I press my palm over her lower tummy, then slide a finger inside her slick channel. “You better be telling me the truth.”

She bats her eyes at me, but I move my gaze to her pussy, and her pretty pink clit poking up at me. When I’m met with her tight membrane, I feel a sense of relief.

To reward her, I tell her “good girl” before leaning down and flicking her bean with my tongue. She huffs and bucks her hips, and all it takes is a few more licks and she’s dripping on my comforter.

Since I don’t want to break her hymen with my finger, I slide it into her bottom and she moans, cumming again while squeezing my head with her thighs.

I’m so fucking hard right now, all I can do is groan and suck her clit since she has me trapped between her thighs, driving her delirious.

Once her body settles, and she drops her legs, I climb on top of her and press the head of my cock to her opening, spearing her glistening gash and watching her lips spread wide for me.

“Oh Daddy…” she purrs.

Her eyes roll back into her head as I push deep, breaking through her innocence and making her mine.

I hold her hips and fuck her hard, watching her small breasts bounce slightly. I spit down on her clit and use my thumb to stimulate her while grinding deep, feeling her walls grow tight around my shaft.

“Cum on my cock, sugar. Suck my seed into your pussy.”

“Yes, Daddy. Yesssss,” she moans, arching her back and cumming once again.

Fuck, she’s so tight, and I’ve gotten myself so worked up, it doesn’t take long for me to shoot my load. I can feel it come out with force, and I have a sudden thought of her and Charley both having big bellies, carrying my children.

I grab her small tits and thrust as deep as I can while spurting everything I have inside of her, listening to Ronny and Bill cum again too as they watch us.

Wanda looks at me with so much affection in her eyes, I can’t help but lean down and kiss her lips. She smiles and wraps her arms around my shoulders as our tongues playfully dance.

“Oh Daddy. Brennen said you’d be a good lover. And she was right.”

“Brennen?” I’m caught off guard. Brennen is the youngest of the quintuplets. The sweet, angelic one.

Wanda nods. “She’s the one who taught me how to give a handjob, and she said that she learned it by watching you jerk off.”

Wanda lets out a giggle, but I’ve got mixed feelings about one of my girls acting like a Peeping Tom.

Sounds like Brennen is next in line for my “punishment.”


Book #3

In this installment, Brennen has some explaining to do about her Peeping Tom ways…


“When was the last time you watched me performing private activities, Brennan?”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about, Daddy.” Brennen smacks her gum and pops it loudly a few times as she sits slumped in the oversized chair. Her short skirt is riding up her thighs, and her tight shirt is showing off her pert chest. She’s always dressed a little on the showy side, and today is no exception.

“You know damn well what I’m talking about, missy. Don’t play dumb with me. I’m on to you.”

Brennen is anything but dumb. She even stopped by my place of work to drop off the dry cleaning I’d left at home. She knows Wednesdays are my board meeting days. And despite the fact that she did me a huge favor by bringing in my freshly pressed suit, I still decided to corner her with a few questions as to why she’s watching me jerk off.

I mean, I know why she’s doing it, but I want to hear her say it.

And punish her for it.

“I don’t know why you’re so upset, Daddy. Everybody does it. It’s no biggie.” Brennen pops a few bubbles with her gum, then proceeds to file a very long fingernail of hers. I ought to turn her over my knee.

“Do you do it?”

Her gaze shoots in my direction. “Well, yeah. Duh.”

“Don’t talk to me like that. And sit up.” She’s being awfully mouthy considering she’s one of the sweetest of her five sisters.

“Sorry, Daddy.” She straightens in the chair and tosses her fingernail file back inside her purse before removing a tin of lip gloss.

“How often?”

She smears a generous amount of the red stuff across her lips then rubs them together, glancing up at the ceiling in thought. “I guess about three or four times a week.”

I nod. Sounds fairly reasonable for a young woman. “So answer my question. When was the last time you watched me jerk.”

After dragging her tongue along her upper lip, I presume to taste her flavored gloss, her face blushes. “Um, sometime last week. It was after the big football game. And I’m sorry. I know I shouldn’t have done it, but I heard these noises coming from your room, and I—I just couldn’t resist.”

I remember that night well. I’d just watched my favorite game get killed, and when I called one of my FWBs, she was too busy to have a drink to commiserate with me. What can I say. I let off steam and frustration through sex. And it had been too fucking long since I’d been with a woman. I’d fired up some porn on my phone and gone to town, assuming I’d closed my door all the way. Guess I hadn’t.

Whoops.

“So you thought you’d just peek through the open door and eavesdrop on my adult activities?”

“Well,” she laughs softly, tapping her fingers on the chair. “The door wasn’t open. I just twisted the knob quietly and cracked the door myself. I’ve done it a few times, while I’m being honest here. I guess you should know that.”

“Mm-hmm,” I say, leaning back in my seat and pondering if her confession will allow her any leniency.

I think not.

“Are you angry, Daddy? You know I’m nineteen and still a virgin. I haven’t seen a lot. Or done a lot.”

“I’m quite aware of that, sweetheart. And you know I like it that way.”

She smiles and nods at me, knowing that I respect her virgin status.

Like her four sisters, Brennen isn’t my daughter. But I take care of her, and provide for her, and want only the best. The last two years that she and her sisters have lived in my home and allowed me to support them has fulfilled my need to be a daddy type. But over the last few months, I’ve noticed my needs shifting to something more primal. And since those urges have taken over, I’ve just gone with the flow. And now, those urges to protect, and procreate, are starting to merge.

“So, can I go home now?”

I shake my head. “No, sweetie, you may not. You haven’t technically broken any of the rules in our contract, but you should know better than to spy on someone. And for that, I must punish you.”

Brennen makes a pouty face, and for a split second, I feel sorry for her. But then I think about the perfect punishment, and my dick starts to get rock hard.

“I guess I deserve to be punished. I didn’t exactly respect your privacy, and now, I’m afraid I might have betrayed your trust.”

“You did, just a little. But don’t worry because it will be really easy to win it back once you’ve taken your punishment.”

Brennen clasps her hands together and smiles brightly. “Well good. Whatever you want me to do to absolve me of my crimes, just say the word, Daddy. I’ll do it with bells on.”

I hold back a smirk. “I’m glad to hear that, honey. Because as you know, I like for the punishment to fit the crime.”

She opens her mouth to speak, but then covers it with her hand, thinking it over for a few seconds. “You mean—you want to watch … me?”

The smirk comes out. “Oh, you’ll have an audience all right. And rest assured, I will be there. Right along with a bunch of my board members.”

Whatever was leftover of her smile fades in an instant. “What are you going to have me do? Dance? Sing?”

“You’ll be dancing your hips, and your hands will be dancing between your legs. So yes, dancing will be involved. And …” I pause, suddenly remembering I have a few pairs of jingly bells in my desk leftover from Christmas. They’ll be perfect attached to her nipples. “You mentioned something about wearing bells?”

“Daddy…” she says, her voice whiny and pleading.

“Don’t worry. It’ll be fun.” I send her outside to wait while I get changed into my suit, then when I’m done I meet her in the hallway.

“Come on, sweetheart. Let’s give the board members a little show before my meeting starts.”

Brennen follows me to the elevator, nervously looking around as we exit my office, I’m sure wondering which of my co-workers we pass in the hallway will be a part of this audience. Ten of the other board members are men, and one is a woman a few years younger than me, but she’s on vacation this week. The men are all older, most of them in their fifties and a few in their sixties. I’m the youngest of the bunch. And I happen to know that they all will thoroughly enjoy her show.

Once Brennen is in the boardroom, I tell her to sit tight while I grab a few things. I run downstairs to the gift shop in the lobby and purchase one of their vibrating back massagers with batteries, as well as a lollipop to give her when she’s done, and a small bunch of hair elastics. Even though Brennen is nineteen, she still has that youthful energy and fair complexion, and I think the men would enjoy a little “cheerleader” look in my girl.

Once I’m back, Brennen startles and jumps, tossing a hand to her chest. “Oh thank God it’s just you, Daddy.”

“It is for now, but the gentlemen will be here soon.”

“How many?”

“Eleven including me.”

Her shoulders slump. “Can’t I just go home and, I don’t know, videotape myself masturbating as my punishment?”

I chuckle. “No. And asking to get out of punishment will lead to more severe punishment. You know this, Brennen.”

She lets out a heavy sigh. “I know.”

“Let’s get you looking cute and pretty,” I say, pulling out the hair elastics and twisting her hair into two ponytails on either side of her head.

I cup her face and kiss her forehead. “I’m doing this for your own good. You know that, right? You absolutely must respect the privacy of those you live with. Everyone, really.”

She nods and looks up at me with the prettiest light blue eyes. “Do I have to cum?”

I’m taken aback by her question. Totally wasn’t expecting that. “I think it would be more fun for us if you did, no?”

“Yes, it would.”

“You just focus on bringing your body pleasure while we watch. If you feel embarrassed or ashamed, well, that’s all part of the punishment.”

“Well,” she says, looking around the room. “Where shall I plant myself?”

Just then, the door to the boardroom opens and most of the men filter in, their voices drowning out my fantasies at the moment. A few of them check Brennen out, letting their eyes wander over her body as her curves are on full display in her tight skirt and top. She looks at me a few times, running her fingers through her hair and probably hoping I will let her off the hook.

Once the men are settled in their chairs, I give them the “good news.”

“Gentlemen, thank you for coming to this week’s meeting. Today, I have a special surprise. Brennen, as some of you know, lives with me. And she recently expressed an interest in wanting to perform for you all. I invited her here today to sort of … break the monotony of our meetings.”

“Welcome Brennen,” Paul says, breaking into applause. The other men follow suit, and Brennen blushes at the attention.

I lean close to her, pressing my lips to her ear. “The table is all yours, just as soon as you’re undressed, sweetheart.”

Her eyes grow wide, but while she gets undressed, I open the back massager and put the batteries inside.

“Holy shit. I wasn’t expecting this,” one of the board members says.

“Yeah, this is quite a pleasant surprise,” another echoes.

When I look up, I see my girl is completely naked. She’s trying to cover herself up, but when I gently pull her arms down, her long ponytails kiss the tops of her nipples.

“I don’t know about this,” she whispers. “Are they gonna want to have sex with me? Because you know I’m saving myself.”

“They won’t, sweetheart. Just get up there and show them what they’ll never have.”

Her tongue darts to the corner of her mouth, and her nipples curl into peaks. That’s when I attach the bells to them using small plastic clothespins. She climbs on the table, the jingling sounds bringing even more attention her way. Her breasts hang down, and her round ass is making me hard.

I don’t think I’ll ever hear a bell jingle again without thinking of Brennen.

She folds her legs and sits on them, placing her hands on the tops of her thighs before looking my way, I think for some kind of guidance. A few men shift in place, and I know they must be getting erections looking at my Brennen and her round creamy tits, sexy curves and adorable ponytails, and neatly trimmed pussy.

“Here you are, sweetheart. Don’t keep us waiting too long now.” I pass her the massager and give her a wink.

She swallows nervously, then turns on the wand before sliding it between her legs and holding it against her pussy.

“Oh … oh!” she says as she no doubt feels the vibrations hitting her hard.

I sit down in the chair next to her so I can watch everything she does. And also keep my hand on my cock through my pants, feeling it grow stiff. I rub the crown, feeling it bounce in place, getting harder and harder.

Brennen’s eyes flutter closed as she begins to move the massager back and forth, ever so slowly. The bells jingle lightly a few times as her body begins to shudder. Her hips start to roll and she lets out a few huffs.

Damn, it sure didn’t take long for her to get acclimated to performing for an audience. My dick throbs painfully, and I gently tug at my zipper so I can remove my cock and stroke it a few times under the table.

“Fuck, she’s sexy…” one of the men says.

“One of the sexiest women I’ve ever seen,” another agrees.

Oh yeah, he seems pleased. I can’t help but smile as I casually look his way and see the telltale movement of his arm. He’s jerking off, it’s so obvious. And hell, by the looks of things, most of the men here are touching themselves.

Good.

I look back at Brennen and see that her tongue is sliding along her lower lip, her face contorting in a look of pain mixed with pleasure. The hum of the vibrations blend with the jingling of the bells hanging from her nipples, and as she starts to let out a moan, I notice a stream of fluid pulsing from her cunt.

“Oh yeah,” she purrs, bucking her hips like a little bronco.

She tosses her head back, and a few moans fill the room.

“Fuck,” I mutter, running a few fingers over my crown and smearing around a bunch of pre-cum.

“Oh Daddy!” she cries out. “Oh yes, fuck me!”

Now I’m the one who’s embarrassed. I’ve never told anyone I work with that the girls who live with me call me that. I quickly pull out the lollipop from my pants pocket and rip the plastic off before quickly standing up and pushing it to Brennen’s lips.

“That’s a good girl, Brennen. You can stop now.”

Her body convulses a few times as she is still cumming hard. “Thank you, Daddy,” she says before wrapping her lips around the sucker and tugging it into her mouth.

I fully expect her to stop, to get down off the table and get dressed, but she just holds the massager in place and continues to drip on the table.

But then ger gaze drops and her eyes grow wide. And as I look down and discover that my full erection is hovering above the table, bouncing and throbbing, I feel the heat creep over my flesh.

“Oh Jesus fuck…” I mutter.

Brennen reaches over and grips it, letting her eyes flutter closed and her cheeks hollow as she sucks her lollipop. She starts tugging at my shaft, smearing the drop of pre-cum that’s seeping from my slit.

“Oh fuck yes. I’m so glad I came to this meeting today,” I hear Paul say.

And some of the others immediately start chiming in.

“Sounds like she wants to be fucked…”

“Specifically by her daddy…”

“Do it, Stan…”

Brennen pulls the lollipop from her mouth, leaving her lips bright red. She then lies down on top of the table and spins in my direction. “Yeah, Daddy. Fuck my tight pussy. Please….take my cherry.”

Her blue eyes are pleading with me. I see one of the board members rubbing his forehead, like maybe he’s uncomfortable with all this. But then he mutters a “fuck it” and leans back to unzip his pants.

“Dude, if you don’t want to fuck her, I will.” I recognize Paul’s voice, and a growl creeps up my throat. No one, and I mean NOBODY will fuck my sweet Brennen.

“The fuck you will,” I grit out.

“Daddy…” Brennen begs, spreading her legs and holding the massager to her clit.

I then grab her waist before pulling her in my direction. Her legs immediately wrap around my hips. I reach for the bells and gently remove them so I can look at her pretty, hard red nipples. Fuck, they look so damn sexy.

My cock is perfectly aligned with her pussy. And as I slide into her folds, I feel how tight and wet she is. I can’t fucking believe I let this girl talk me into fucking her in front of my co-workers. But like her sisters, she has some kind of sexual hold over me. I just need to take her, to claim her like a wild animal, showing everyone that she belongs to me.

“Oh fuck,” I grunt as I push deeper.

Brennen’s ponytails spread across the table and she sticks the lollipop back in her mouth as I push all the way in. Her pussy sucks me in like a fucking vortex, and I don’t stop until I’m balls deep.

She releases a moan, and there are a few of those surrounding us. Out of the corner of my eye, I see an arc of cum shooting upward, and the guilty party groaning his apologies right away.

“Sorry, fuck I’m sorry. But I just couldn’t stop it…”

Like I even care, or anyone else in this room. Everyone is jerking off.

My balls grow heavy as I fuck my girl, watching her tits lightly bounce and the flesh of her hips roll as I slam into her. I’ve never fucked in front of a crowd, but the heat that spreads all through me tells me this might be a new kink of mine.

I tighten the grip that I have on her waist and ram into her, rocking the table so hard it glides along the floor a few inches. I focus on Brennen, her face and then her curves, and I start to wonder if her other two sisters have fantasized about me fucking them.

Because that’s what I’m fantasizing about right now. Taking them all, one every single day, until they are all pregnant.

“Fuck,” I grunt. “Daddy’s gonna cum in that belly of yours, Bren…”

Brennen spits the stick out of her mouth, the sucker completely gone, and lifts her head off the table. She wraps her hands around the base of her ponytails and looks at me. “Give it to me, Daddy. Give me your cum. I’ve been waiting for it…saving myself for you…”

With a roar, I slam into her and release my load, hot tingles dancing up my skin from the intensity of it all. My balls twitch with each spurt, and I can feel Brennen’s pussy contracting around me. My cum is already spilling out, or else that’s Brennen squirting a little. Either way, I drive deep and hold myself there as I shoot the last few streams of my seed inside of her.

“Jesus Christ,” I finally mutter once I’m completely empty.

Brennen smiles and rubs her tummy. “I hope you put a baby in there, Daddy. And I’m not supposed to tell you this, but—” she sits up and throws her arms around my neck as I nervously glance around the room, wondering what she will say in front of my legal team.

“Maybe you should wait until we get home, sweetheart.”

She bites her lip and giggles. “It’s okay. I was just going to say that Faith once confessed that she found your porn stash, and based on your interests, you might have a thing for pregnant girls.”

I hear a few snickers around me and immediately clamp my hand over Brennen’s mouth. She just giggles too. And I realize that the girls I live with are just as perverted, if not more so, than I am.

But it seems that Faith and I need to have a chat about her going through my things. And by “chat,” I mean she’s going to have a one-on-one consultation with my cock.


Book #4

In this installment, Faith has a discussion with the man of the house about her snooping. A discussion that ends up with her being taken bareback in more than one place.


“It’s okay to like pregnant women, Daddy. My best friend’s mother has been pregnant three times in the last year, solely to keep her hubby happy.”

I give Faith a quizzical look. “Three times? In one year? You can’t put nine into twelve three times, so unless she miscarried, that’s impossible.”

Faith tosses her blond hair over her shoulder. “Whateves. I’m not the best at math, Daddy. You know that.”

Faith is definitely challenged in the intelligence department. But she certainly nailed my fetish. I sift through my current magazine collection—something I’ve been working on for a few years. And sure enough, nearly half of the issues feature an article on pregnant women with big swollen bellies and the men that love them.

“What made you decide it was okay to look through my closet anyway, Faith?”

Her lower lip juts out in a pout. “To be honest, I was looking for something to spark an idea.”

“For?” I ask, setting down the magazines and looking in her direction. She’s sitting cross-legged, swinging her top leg back and forth while twirling a piece of her hair. A high heel dangles on the tip of her big toe, and I just want to throw her on her back and fuck her senseless.

“Your birthday. I didn’t know what to get you, and Dee was picking on me about it, saying that when you know someone, buying a present for them isn’t all that difficult. So, I noticed you had some magazines up there, but I didn’t know they were porn. I thought they were maybe hunting magazines, or biker type stuff.”

“Biker magazines? Faith, I’ve never had any interests in bikes.”

“I didn’t know,” she says, tossing up her hands in defeat. “A lot of guys keep secrets, you know. I thought they might clue me in on what you like.”

“It’s okay, pumpkin,” I tell her while chuckling. “I believe that your intentions were honest. I have more of a problem with the fact that you told Brennen I have a thing for pregnant women. You drew conclusions based on what you found among my personal items.”

“I’m sorry, Daddy.” She looks up at me with those timid hazel eyes. “So, it’s not true? You don’t have a thing for pregnant women?”

“I find pregnant women to be beautiful, but that’s my personal business.”

Faith bites her lip, and flicks the tip of her hair with her index finger. “Beautiful? Or hot and sexy?”

Faith is getting bold, asking me these questions. She’s navigating through some dark waters. “Why the sudden interest, pumpkin? Is there a pregnant woman you want to set me up with?”

She giggles and uncrosses her legs, spreading them slightly as she places her hands on her belly. “I was just wondering what you might do if one of us got pregnant. Would you scold us? Disown us? Or would it, I don’t know, turn you on?”

Blood rushes to my cock at her line of questioning. I get the feeling her sisters have said something to her about my recent punishments. Charley, Wanda, and Brennen have all been fucked in the last week during a disciplinary procedure, the three of them willingly giving me their virginity. And I’ve taken them all unprotected, my dick spurting extra hard at the thought of knocking each one of them up.

And right now, as I stand here questioning Faith, the nineteen-year-old girl who isn’t my flesh and blood, but who calls me Daddy because I take care of her and her sisters, I am imagining her belly swelling with my seed.

I’m in the mood to mess with her a little.

“It depends on which one of you were pregnant.”

The cute but naughty smile fades from her full pink lips. “What if it was, say, Brennen?”

“Oh, I’d be so turned on.”

Faith squirms in her seat a little. “And if it were Charley?”

I blow out a long breath. “With a body like hers, if she got pregnant, I’d be turned on all the time.”

She taps her fingers on her legs a few times. “And … if it were … me?”

I hold my silence for a few, rubbing my chin and pacing the floor. I glance at her tummy. “I don’t know. Stand up for me.”

She practically jumps up from the chair.

“Lift your shirt.”

Grabbing the lower hem, she lifts it slowly, like she’s afraid of what I will see.

“Turn to the side and stick your belly out.”

With a nervous sigh, Faith turns her body and pokes out her tummy. She’s pretty skinny, so it only ends up making her look maybe four months along. Of course I’m getting hard as a rock, but I like knowing that she’d be willing to play this game all night if I let her.

“Alright, pumpkin. Turn back around and lift your bra, let me see your chest.”

Her cheeks suddenly turn a rosy shade of pink as she tugs up the lower part of her bra. And my blood runs hot as lava when I see her spectacular tits. For the two short years Faith has lived here, I always assumed her chest was smaller than it was. But only because she wears a tight sports bra. Her breasts are bigger than I thought, and her nipples are like two little drops of hard candy.

“Holy fuck,” I mutter.

“Is that good or bad?” Faith asks, her voice suddenly filled with concern.

My cock grows so stiff it starts to press against the inside of my pants. It twitches, begging to be released.

“Well,” I tell her, rubbing my erection. “There’s only one way to find out if you being pregnant would turn me on.”

I pull at my zipper, and Faith’s gaze drops, her mouth parting slightly as she realizes I’m going to be revealing myself to her in seconds.

“Does that mean … are you …?”

“Yes, pumpkin. I’m going to fuck you without protection, and with any luck, you’ll get knocked up by my seed.”

Faith’s nipples grow more taut, but she slowly lowers her shirt and looks at my bedroom door.

“Are you sure about this, Daddy? What if someone walks in.”

I pull my cock out of my pants and walk to Faith, fisting her hair with one hand and using the other to pull her hand to my cock. “Your sisters know better than to come in here when the door is closed.”

Well, at least Brennen knows better now that I’ve taught her to knock before entering.

“If you say so,” she replies.

With her fingers firm around my girth, Faith moves her hand back and forth as I pull her hair and bring her lips to mine. I’ve often thought about how she would kiss, and taste, and I can honestly say she is not letting me down.

Though she is innocent in so many ways, Faith’s tongue swirls around mine in a sensuous dance that amplifies my lust for her. She lets out a soft moan as she tightens her grip around the root and moves up to my crown, squeezing my head until I feel a bit of pre-cum leak out.

I give a good thrust, thinking about her tits and how fun they will be to fuck when she’s pregnant and they’re getting ready to make milk, all lined with veins and heavy to hold.

I use my free hand to slide under her shirt, and since her sports bra is still pulled up, I get a good hold of one of her breasts, pinching the nipple and forcing her to purr.

“My nipples are sensitive Daddy. Be careful or you’ll make me wet my pants.”

“Wet your pants? Jesus…” I can’t help but growl at her words. And now I want to really have fun with her nips.

I let go of her hair and lean down, groping both breasts with my hands and squeezing them together. I flick her buds with the tip of my tongue, and she immediately starts to moan and mew like a young kitten.

I tug one of her nipples past my lips and grab it with my teeth before applying slight pressure, lightly biting the sensitive flesh and feeling it harden against my tongue. Faith responds by huffing and quickening her fist on my cock.

I growl once again and start fucking her hand, so much pre-cum seeping out by now that her handjob is making sticky sounds. Fuck, she’s got me so fucking hard I can tell I’m going to shoot my load with so much force.

“Oh Daddy…” she murmurs. “You’re making me so wet …”

I let go of one of her tits and slide my hand down the front of her pants as I move to her other breast for more nipple teasing.

My fingers crawl to her folds, where I find a perfectly shaved pussy, and by the time I cup her mound, her thighs are quivering. The crotch of her panties is soaked, as if she actually peed in her pants. The way it feels, sticking to the back of my hand, makes my dick bounce and throb in her grasp.

While I sink my middle finger in her opening, she uses her index finger to swirl along my slit, smearing my leaking dick juice all over my mushroomed head.

“Christ, Faith…”

“I told you,” she grunts, dropping down on my hand as she basically tries to ride my finger.

I groan as I push my finger deeper, but when I’m met with her tight virginal wall of resistance, I curl my digit forward and press my palm to her clit, sending a torrent of fluids rushing from her cunt.

She shudders uncontrollably and whimpers, tightly clenching my cock while throwing her other hand to my shoulder as if to hold on for dear life.

“Cum for Daddy, pumpkin. Get that pussy ready for my seed.”

“It’s ready, D-daddy. It’s been rrrr-ready for your baby ever since I found your mm-magazines.” Faith can barely talk, and her eyes are rolling back in her head as I finger her tight pussy to orgasm. More of her warm cum pulses out on my hand, and as her body lowers, I pull out of her because I want my cock, and nothing else, to break through that barrier.

“Good to know. Because I’m about to fill you up with so much cum your body will have no choice but to get pregnant with my baby.”

Through her whimpers, she rubs the tip of my dick, sending a small spurt of cum dripping `out. My balls quiver, and I know I can’t wait any longer.

I yank her pants down and toss her on my bed, pulling her pants the rest of the way over her feet. Giving a quick glance to her pretty pink panties, I can see how drenched they are, and it makes my dick trickle a little more cum. I lean over her and pull her shirt up so I can see her breasts, watch how her nipples harden as I fuck her.

I can see her juices glistening along her bare pussy lips, and all I want to do is sink balls deep.

“I won’t last long, pumpkin. But don’t worry. I’ll be able to go again right away.”

She sinks her teeth into her lower lip but then gives me a look of shock when I grab her by the hips and pull her down the bed. And then I barely get my cock nudged into her entrance before I feel as though I’m about to erupt.

Sliding in is so easy it’s like my cock is a hot knife slicing through butter because she’s so fucking drenched. Faith pulls in a breath and presses her palms to my abs as I sink all the way in. And then I cum inside of her, my chest rumbling as I growl and my head tossed back in a state of complete release.

“Oh Daddy, fuck me and fill me up so I can have your baby.”

I tighten my hold on her hips and pump a few times, then look down at her deliciously sexy body lying before me.

“Fuck, you’re so beautiful, Faith. All I want to do is make that belly of yours big.”

She smiles up at me and begins to lift her hips and drop them, slowly fucking me and driving me wild with her sexy movements. I feel another burst of cum, my balls twitching about as hard as the length of my cock.

Faith’s breasts sway as I begin to move in and out of her, and when I increase my pace, I feel her walls start to grip me, growing tighter the faster and harder I fuck. Her angelic face twists in a display of pleasure, and I spread her legs wider, getting a good look at her swollen folds and hard little bundle of nerves.

With one quick brush of the finger, I touch her clit and she cums, her cunt clenching me tight.

“Oh god, yess! That feels so good…” she moans as she reaches up for her breasts, pushing them together.

I take over that job for her, gripping them so tight that it causes her to squirt a little bit. “That’s my girl, milking her Daddy’s cock for every little bit of his seed.”

“Mmm, I want it alllll…” she purrs.

I bury myself to the hilt and work into a slow grind, and that does it for me. I cum inside of her again, feeling the heat of this orgasm radiate to every part of my body. And the way her pussy looks as I dump my seed in her belly makes me want to give it a lick. I don’t even care that my cum will be dripping out. I just want to fucking feast on her.

I pull out of her and dive in face-first. Her fingers tangle my hair, tugging as she rocks her hips up to meet me. I lap at her clit, flicking it fast and light, every few seconds pausing to watch my cum drizzle out of her like a lazy little river that leads to her bottom. I even use my fingers to smear it around, watching her body respond.

I then use my fingers to push it all back inside, twisting them down to the floor of her vagina before kissing her clit.

“Oooh yeah,” she moans as her thighs begin to tremble.

I can feel my cock still straining to fuck her, twitching and quivering and growing hard as steel between my legs.

“Make me cum again, and then fuck my ass, Daddy!”

Pre-cum spills from my slit. With the way she’s talking to me, I may never want to let her leave my bed.

Using the tip of my fingers, I massage the lower part of her pussy before sucking her clit past my lips. Her hips lift and then her body starts to rock as she cums.

Her warm juices spill over the back of my hand and it just encourages me to get rough. I finger fuck her harder, clamping her clit between my teeth and flicking the sensitive bump of tissue quickly, feeling my cock grow harder by the second. I reach up with one hand and grope her breast then pinch her nipple as she squeals in pleasure.

“Oh gaaaaaahd!”

I growl against her folds, licking and sucking and playfully biting her until I can tell her orgasm has passed. I then bury myself into her pussy, slamming into her with a bit more force than I expected. But it makes us both cum again and I have to wonder just how much cum I have for this wicked girl.

But she did beg for me to take her in the ass, and quite honestly I’m willing to forego a load in the pussy if it means having anal.

I flip her on her side and settle behind her, cupping her breast and placing a few kisses along her shoulder.

“You still want Daddy to fuck your ass, pumpkin? Because that’s where my cock is headed.”

“Yes,” she answers, giving a quick nod before letting her head rest on the pillow. “I’ve wanted your cock in my ass for so long now…”

I groan as I lift her leg up slightly, and thankfully my cock is still fully coated in both of our cum, so all I have to do is rub my crown along her tight puckered entrance. When I do, Faith arches her back to take me in.

I wrap my fingers around the root of my shaft and press into her with a bit of pressure, going slow so I don’t hurt her. But the more I push, the more Faith rocks against me. And within a few minutes, I feel her ring of muscles squeezing over the head and sucking me into her depths.

She lets out a tiny little whimper, but the feel of being tugged inside of her ass makes me moan so loud I drown out any noises she makes.

“Fuuuuuck,” I growl.

“Daddy,” she purrs, “Fuck my ass good. Make me cum again. Please ….”

The way she begs, my god, she sounds so much like her other sisters. I move my hand to her throat and hold it lightly as I thrust my hips. I can’t believe how fucking tight she is, and how hard I am.

Our bodies move synchronously as I fuck her tight little bottom, feeling her breasts brush against my arm as I keep my hand around her throat. And I feel her fingers move to my wrist so she can feel the hold I have on her.

Taking her like this, and knowing she’s making herself extremely vulnerable to me makes it all the more intense.

I grind hard and deep, thrusting a little faster every few seconds. Her body quivers and she moans, and I imagine that she is cumming again even though I can’t feel it.

But thinking that she’s cumming again is enough to send me over the edge. I bite her shoulder hard enough to cause her to whimper, and then I shoot my load inside of her ass. It feels like a torrential spray because it comes out with so much force. I can’t help but growl loudly that she belongs to me and will always belong to me.

“Yes, Daddy, I’m yours,” she says, reaching up and hugging me close to her. “And we’ll keep on fucking like this until I have your baby, right?”

My cock slides out of her bottom, and she rolls over to face me. I stroke her hair and give her a kiss, letting our tongues sweep around one another for several long minutes.

“Yes, pumpkin. I will keep on fucking you until you get pregnant.”

“Good. Because Dee said the other day that she was going to steal you away and keep you all to herself.”

I pull a face. “Is that so?”

Faith touches my cheek. “Yes, Daddy. She said those exact words.”

“Well don’t you worry about that, pumpkin. I’ll make sure Dee knows that all of you belong to me, equally.”

And I’ll use whatever means necessary to prove it.


Book #5

In this installment, the man of the house confronts Dee about her possessive behavior, proving to her once and for all that he is to be shared among her sisters.


When I wake up, Faith is next to me, her little bottom pressing against me. I can’t believe we slept all night like this, with zero interruptions from her sisters.

My cock is already hard as a rock, and I run my hand up and down her arm, feeling her soft skin. She moans as she awakens and rolls over to greet me.

“Good morning. We must have fallen asleep.”

“I guess so, sweetness. And you know what happens when big horny daddies wake up next to their girls?”

“They snuggle, then go make breakfast?”

“Something like that,” I grumble, grabbing her ass cheeks and pulling her to me.

“Ooohhh…somebody definitely woke up in a mood.” Her eyes look bright and hungry. I like seeing this look on her.

“I always wake up in a mood like this. But when I have a gorgeous girl lying next to me, it only intensifies the craving.”

I run my hand up her slinky little top and find her breasts and her nipples, which are hardening at my touch, and I tease them, rolling them softly between my fingers.

“But Daddy, don’t forget you promised to talk with Dee last night. I really don’t want her thinking she can have you all to herself.”

I press my lips to Faith, and she seductively slides her tongue in my mouth. Even first thing in the morning she tastes delicious. “I told you I’d handle it. Now climb up on Daddy and bounce a little, show some enthusiasm for this man.”

She breaks out in a giggle, and that’s right about the time we both hear a knock at the door. Faith gasps and yanks the covers over her head, right as Dee walks in.

“Daddy? You okay? I heard voices.”

“Yeah, fine. And hearing voices isn’t a reason to just walk into my room, little one.”

Her body slumps, and then her gaze moves down the bed, landing right where the large tent is from my erection, then moves a bit more to my right. I notice, out of the corner of my eye, that Faith’s body is clearly visible under the covers.

“Um, who’s that?” she asks, pointing towards her sister.

“That’s really none of your business, Dee. Now why don’t you run downstairs and start the coffee.” I feel a growing agitation at her curiosity, which is really mostly nosiness.

I guess now is as good a time as any to have that talk.

“I didn’t mean to be disrespectful, Daddy. I’m just surprised is all. You’ve never brought another woman here.”

I feel Faith’s hand creep under the covers and grip my cock. Fuck, it feels good.

“Who said I brought someone here?”

Her eyes grow wide and she steps inside the room, getting bolder as she once again moves her gaze over Faith’s body, hidden from view.

“So, you’re not with a woman right now?”

Fingers stroke the crown of my dick and slide over my slit, working a little bit of pre-cum that’s seeped out. The movement under the covers is obvious now.

“Come here, Dee. And let’s have a little chat, shall we?” I pat the bed, and she plants her bottom right near my feet.

“It’s come to my attention that you think I belong to you and only you. Is this a correct assessment?”

Her mouth curls, and she looks away briefly. But then Faith starts stroking my cock, moving her soft fingers all the way down to the root and causing the covers to shift again.

“Um, I don’t really know what you’re talking about, Daddy. I know that you take care of me and my sisters, even though you’re not our real father, and I know that I care about you.”

I nod, then feel Faith start to fondle my balls. I groan and thrust upward, and Dee looks at my cock, her face looking more and more surprised.

“Yes, I do take care of you and your sisters. Very good care. And it’s important that you know I love you all equally.”

“I know, Daddy.”

“Do you?” I ask, feeling Faith stroke me harder and faster as the tips of her breasts brush my arm under the covers. Jesus, you’d have to be blind or stupid to not see what’s going on under here.

“Well, I do, but … if I’m being completely frank, I do kinda wish it was just me and you.” She reaches over, putting her hand on my foot and squeezing it tightly through the thick comforter, right as Faith tightens her grip on the base of my shaft. “Maybe I should show you what I mean.”

Dee’s hand slips under the comforter and starts to slide up my leg, and I know I should stop her, but fuck. The feeling of both Faith and Dee’s hands on my body flips a carnal switch inside of me that I can’t just shut off.

Dee, Faith, Charley, Wanda, and Brennen have all been a part of my life, and lived with me, for the last two years. And I know that since they’re all only nineteen years old, they’re a little young to take on the responsibility of motherhood. But I’ve fucked all of them except Dee in the last week, and now that Dee is in my bedroom and getting ready to grip my erection while Faith jerks me off, I want to take her bareback too. They’re not my daughters, not my flesh and blood. So what’s wrong with wanting them?

Nothing is wrong with wanting five girls to carry my babies at once. Yeah, it’s a bit much. It’s totally selfish. But there’s nothing wrong with wanting it.

But wanting it and actually going through with it are two separate things. And since I’m willing to take a few risks and knock up these 19-year-old girls who live with me, I’m obviously a selfish bastard.

Dee’s hand is working its way up my leg. She’s got a sly look on her face, her pretty blond hair resting above her shoulders and her dark brown eyes sparkling like diamonds. I can see down the front of her shirt as she bends over, digging her fingertips into my thigh.

“Let me stop you right there, doll.” I press my hand over hers through the covers. A hand that’s now mere inches from her sister’s.

“What’s wrong, Daddy? You don’t want me at all?”

I pull the covers down, revealing her sister lying there, her fingers tight around my shaft. The smile fades from her lips, and she crosses her arms.

“Well. I should have known.”

“Hi, sissy,” Faith says, being her usual sweet self. “We can both have him. Want a lick?”

Faith actually angles my cock towards Dee, but her sister is having none of it. I see Dee’s jaw clench tight, and her face turns red.

“Whatever she does for you, Daddy, I can do better.”

“Excuuuuse me,” Faith snaps, sitting up in bed and staring her sister down.

“It’s true, and you know it. I’ve sucked a lot more dick than you have.”

“That’s not something to be proud of, Dee.”

“Maybe not for you, but if a man is going to choose a girl based on what she can do with her mouth, he ought to choose me and not you or any of my other dumb sisters.”

Faith gasps and gives me a sharp look, but I’m one step ahead of her.

“All right, that’s quite enough,” I bark, holding my hands up to both of them.

Dee huffs and stands up, planting her hands on her hips. “You’re going to have to choose, Daddy. Me or her.”

I chuckle out loud. “Come again, doll?”

“I mean it.” Dee juts her chin out. “You can have me—someone who will give you whatever you want: oral, anal, deepthroating, you name it. Or, you can choose someone who is incredibly stupid and inexperienced.”

“I’m not stupid,” Faith grits out. “And thankfully, I’m not a slut like you. And by the way, Daddy. You should know that Dee isn’t really our sister. She was adopted a year before we were born.”

“What the—is that true, Dee?”

She wears a look of defiance. “Yep, it is. And I’m glad I’m not blood related to them. Bunch of snobs.”

“We’re not snobs! We have tried to treat you the same, always.”

“Girls! I said that’s enough. Now Dee…” I point my gaze at her then stand up, my erection still prominent and proud and pointed to the ceiling, despite my anger right now. “We’ll address this whole adoption thing later on. But for now, you should know that I’ve never allowed a woman to dictate who I spend my time with, who I fuck, and who I love. And I’m sure as hell not going to start now. If you want to be a part of my life, you’ll do as I say, not the other way around.”

She narrows her eyes at me, and I can tell she’s struggling with frustration and jealousy. I’m about to fix that right now.

“Fine,” she finally says.

“Good girl. Now get on your knees and show me just what you’ve learned with that slutty mouth of yours.”

“Daddy,” Faith whispers. “You’re just giving her what she wants.”

Dee drops to her knees with enthusiasm, and I look at Faith. “I’m aware, princess. But I just want to see what her mouth can do.”

Faith clicks her tongue and lies back on the pillows, and I’m getting a bit of a jealous vibe from her as well.

“I won’t let you down, Daddy,” Dee answers, her dainty fingers wrapping around my throbbing shaft.

Her sultry lips encase my crown as her eyes look up at me, and she uses her free hand to lift her shirt, forcing her tits to spill out. Fuck. Her light pink nipples are hard as little pebbles, and the sight of them makes the blood rush to my cock.

I can feel myself twitch in her grip, and as her lips slide down my shaft, I release a groan from deep inside my chest.

Dee starts bobbing her head and twisting her fist around my shaft. She starts slow but builds up speed, and holy fuck was she right. The girl is a blowjob connoisseur, picking up on little responses my body gives, repeating and perfecting her technique with each suck and grunt.

Saliva drips down her hand, and I’m trying like hell not to blow my wad too fast, but the way her lips feel on my erection I may not have a choice. I watch her tits sway side to side as she sucks me, and when she moves those delicate fingers to my balls, I can feel the cum beginning to erupt from my sac.

“Oh fuck, Dee,” I groan, moving my fist to her hair.

Faith shuffles around on the bed behind me, and I can feel her nervousness. “Save some cum for me, Daddy. Me and my tight little ass.”

Dee doesn’t seem to like that one bit because she lets out this little sound and starts sucking on the tip of my cock, working her tongue over my frenulum in repeated massages that force the cum to erupt from my cock.

“Aaaahhhh,” I growl, tightening my grip in Dee’s hair. She looks up at me and bats her eyes, working her magical fingers on my scrotum while sticking out her tongue to catch the last few drops of my seed. She milks me with her hand, using her thumb to work the underside and sending shudders all through me.

“Was it good, Daddy?”

“Oh fuck yes, my little one. You were right, you know how to suck a cock.”

“I have nice fuckable tits, too,” she adds, leaning back on her knees and pressing her tits together.

Jesus, she does have fuckable tits. But I believe I need to show her that she’s not the only one I want.

“Maybe I’ll check those out sometime, but right now I need you to go stand in the corner and wait for me to fuck your sister.”

Her jaw drops, then she mumbles, “she’s not my sister.”

And then I hear Faith let out a victory laugh.

“I don’t want to stand in the corner. I’ll go to my room. Just … let me know when you’re done,” Dee argues.

“You will listen to me and go stand in the corner.” I point to the other side of the room, and Dee makes a face as she walks in that direction. Faith sticks her tongue out, and I can’t help but wonder if there’s always been this tension between them and I just wasn’t aware of it.

More than likely it’s the fact that I’ve started fucking them that Dee has become territorial, and maybe feels a little hurt that she was last in line. Especially if she was adopted. Maybe she feels like an outcast.

“Faith, baby, get on your hands and knees and show me what I like.”

“Mmm,” she purrs. “I’ll show you what you like so you can give me what I like.”

Faith wiggles her bottom at me, and I grip the sides of her hips, watching her forbidden rose pucker and relax, like it’s blowing me a kiss. Directly ahead is Dee, her back to us as she stands in the corner, waiting patiently so far.

Funny, she has no idea what she’s waiting for. And yet, there she stands.

I spit on Faith’s rear end, leaving a big glob running down her slit. Dee tosses a look over her shoulder when she hears me, and I snap my finger.

“No peeking, young lady. You just stand there and wait your turn.”

Faith leans back to me and smiles as she glances my way. I grip my erection and catch some of my spit that’s slipping down, then push inside of her tight little hole. She immediately arches her back and releases a long moan of pleasure as I press in deeper.

“Do it, Daddy. Fuck my ass like you own it,” she begs.

Dee shakes her head, then leans against the wall, crossing her arms and tapping her foot on the floor. But for now, I will focus on Faith and her gorgeous asshole that’s giving me a little resistance right now.

“Relax, baby. Let Daddy in.”

I reach around the front of her and fondle her breasts, then move to her pussy, softly and delicately rubbing the swell of her clitoris.

“Oooh yeah,” she moans, spreading a little wider for me.

I dip inside her folds and coat my finger in her slick arousal, then move to her bundle of nerves, flicking it softly as I give a firm push.

My dick finally gets sucked into the vortex of her bowels, forcing Faith to let out a huff. I start moving my hips in a circle, feeling the sway of my heavy balls as I continue to stimulate Faith’s clitoris and bring her to orgasm.

Her body shudders, her legs quake, and her ass tightens around my girth with such intensity it pushes me to the edge of my own orgasm.

“Christ, princess. Your ass has got me ready to cum.”

“Mm, good, Daddy.”

Her pale, round globes jiggle hard as I pick up my pace. My balls slap against her pussy lips, and I press my hand to her lower back as I cum in her ass, feeling the blood pump through my veins as hot as coal.

“I can feel you cumming, Daddy. You like looking at my asshole while you fuck it?”

I growl a “yes,” as I deposit several more spurts inside of her, and when I just happen to look up at Dee standing there in the corner, it looks like she’s got one hand down the front of her pants.

And I still haven’t decided if I’m going to fuck her yet. She was a little mouthy.

I grip my cock and pull it out of Faith’s rear end, enjoying the anal creampie that I’ve just left behind, but I’m also loving the fact that my cock just came out of Faith’s ass looking clean as a whistle.

And given the fact that it’s still hard, it’s ready for some titty cleavage.

“Dee, come over here and lie down for me.”

Faith jumps up and gives me a peck on the cheek. “I’ll be right back, Daddy.”

I watch her walk to my bathroom as Dee sprawls herself out across my sheets, narrowly escaping a tiny droplet of my cum that dripped from Faith’s ass.

“Finally, I have you all to myself,” she says, rubbing her pussy through the thin material of her pants.

“For a moment, yes. Now lift your top and let me see those tits of yours. I still have a little cum left for them.”

She bites her lip and pulls up her top. Her heavy breasts spill around her chest, and I cup them in my hands, noticing how soft her skin is.

“You like what you see?” she asks.

“Very much,” I answer, pressing her mounds together and forming as tight a fuckhole as I can.

“Good.”

I relax them for a second, spitting on her chest to create a nice, natural lubrication, and then press them together once again before sliding my dick between them. Dee reaches up and brushes her nipples with the tips of her pointers, forcing them to pucker right there before my very eyes.

“You can get rough, Daddy. Push them together as hard as you can so you can have a good cum on my jugs.”

I do just as she says, pressing them so hard that my cock completely disappears under the folds of skin. It’s like my dick is being swallowed by her ample cleavage, and it feels just like a nice, virgin pussy would.

“Fuck,” I grunt as I start fucking her mounds.

Dee’s face morphs into pleasure, her cheeks turning red, and I imagine she’s playing with herself. I don’t care if she masturbates while I fuck her tits. It’s pretty hot actually.

Faith comes out of the bathroom as I get close to cumming again. I feel my balls graze against the flesh of Dee’s tummy, and when Faith comes over and stands next to me, she turns my head to hers and pushes her mouth to mine, forcing a sensual kiss that sends me over the edge.

Our tongues dance as I shoot my load on Dee’s chest, feeling several hard spurts come out of my slit right as Dee’s tongue flicks the head of my shaft, catching just a little of my seed.

Faith’s hand roams my chest as I empty my balls on her sister’s tits, and by the time I grow soft, Faith’s mouth has moved to my neck, planting little kisses that make me moan.

“I think I’m completely spent now.” I lie down on the bed next to Dee, and she turns her head to me. Faith lies down on the other side, careful to not be anywhere near Dee.

But then Dee sits up, and my cum slides down her front, dipping inside her belly button.

“Well I’m not spent, so I’m going to go to my room and take some pictures of what you left behind.”

With a wink, Dee walks off, her shirt still bunched up around her chest.

“Be sure to send me a few,” I tell her.

She just giggles, which surprises me. I thought she would want me to kick Faith out of the bedroom. But that doesn’t happen. Maybe she just wanted me to use her in some way, to feel included.

“Daddy, can I take a nap in here?” Faith curls underneath the covers, and she looks so adorable, how can I say no?

“Of course, princess. But I have to get ready for work. So I’m going to shower. You have a good nap.”

I kiss her forehead as she smiles up at me, thankful that I have the love of my girl. Now, if only I had the stamina to fuck all five of them every day, life would be pretty damn good.


Book #6

In this installment, in a final act of trickery, the man of the house catches his girls plotting their own revenge by trying to convince him they know a secret to getting him pregnant. He’s not falling for it, though. And in fact, ends up turning the tables on their bodies.


“Brennan! Wanda! I need you girls to get down here, pronto!”

I call upstairs to the five girls who live in my home, then return my attention to the small bottle filled with clear fluid. After watching three drops fall into my glass of soda, I gulp it all down. Hard ‘n Fast arrived a few days ago, and I can’t wait to test it out.

And when I say I can’t wait to test it out, I mean that I can’t wait to test it out on them.

Brennen, Wanda, Dee, Charley, and Faith have been plotting against me for the last week. I’ve eavesdropped on their conversations, listening to them attempt to plan some sort of hoax, whereby they convince me that they’ve found some magical potion that has the capacity to get men pregnant. It’s some sort of test to see who I will pick to be the mother of my child.

It’s pretty hilarious, actually, that they think I would fall for such nonsense. So I did what any respectable man would do in this scenario: I’ve ordered my own “magical potion” which is really a pharmaceutical-grade aphrodisiac. A couple of drops of this stuff and I’ll stay hard for half the day. Which will give me plenty of time to fuck all five of them. I tried it out the other day, just to make sure it worked and wouldn’t have any unpleasant side effects. And aside from making me hungry as a bear the moment the drug wears off, it seems to work real fucking magical, making me stiff as an iron rod for six to eight hours. No matter how many times I came, I stayed hard. It was … amazing.

“Yes, Daddy? You wanted to see us?”

I point to the kitchen table, and all five of them plant their little bottoms down. “I’ve got some good news,” I tell them, walking in a circle around the table. “One of my good friends works for the pharmaceutical industry, and he’s just informed me of a new drug that’s about to be released on a trial basis.”

Brennen and Faith give one another a strange look.

“What is it, Daddy?” Dee asks.

“I’m getting to that, sweet pea. As you are all aware, before you moved in with me, you signed a contract agreeing to abide by my rules, and I made a promise to take care of you. I believe I’ve done that to the best of my ability, taking care of you after your mother died, treating you like my own, even though you aren’t my daughters.”

“We know that, Daddy. And I especially love our funishments when we break a rule.” Charley giggles, eliciting a few scornful glances from her sisters.

“Exactly, princess. And I enjoy those funishments as well. Now, I think you all know I’ve wanted to have kids of my own. And while I am content for any and all of you to carry my children, I think I would like to see what it’s like to experience pregnancy as well. That’s why I’ve agreed to try out this new drug.”

“Daddy!” Charley gasps. “That is so ironic.”

Brennen nudges her hard in the arm, and Charley throws a hand over her mouth.

“Is it ironic? How, baby doll?”

“What she means, Daddy, is that we are happy to support your endeavors to become pregnant.”

“Really?” I answer. “That’s a bit surprising. I thought for sure some of you would be a little resistant to all this. After all, it will change my body dramatically.” I rub my stomach for added dramatic effect, and do all I can to hold back the laughter.

Dee snorts and crosses her arms. “Guys, can’t you see? He’s yanking our chain. Men can’t get pregnant. It’s biologically impossible.”

Faith clicks her tongue. “No it’s not. There have been a few cases where men have claimed to be pregnant, then lost the baby. It was on the news.”

“Oh, well then it must be true,” Dee answers with a roll of the eyes and a bit of snark on her tongue.

“I’m not getting into a debate about the scientific fundamentals. I just need a show of hands. Who wants a shot at becoming the mother of the first known male pregnancy to carry to term?”

Everyone but Dee shoots their hands up in the air as she sits there laughing silently.

“Not interested, huh, Dee?”

She shakes her head, still laughing, then raises her hand. “Whatever, I’ll play along. This is about the most preposterous thing I’ve ever heard of, but it will make for some interesting conversation with my friends.”

I wink at her. She knows. “Good girl. I think it’s wise to let everyone have a fair shot at my cock, and my fertile balls.”

Dee chuckles again while facepalming.

“But Daddy,” Charley says. “If this is totally legitimate, which I’ll agree it sounds far-fetched, and you do happen to get pregnant, then how will we know who the father—I mean mother, is?”

“DNA test, duh!” Faith answers.

“But we all have the same DNA, except for Dee because she was adopted.”

“Let me know when you’re done trying to figure this all out. I’ll be in my room,” Dee says before standing from the table.

“Uh, just a minute, young lady. You’re up to bat first,” I tell her.

“Oh? I get first shot at those fertile balls of yours?” she asks with a clever smirk.

“You know it, darlin’. Now get your pretty little self in my bedroom and make yourself comfie. I’ll be up in a minute.”

When I turn my attention back to the four girls, I can see that Brennen is rubbing her forehead. “Daddy, I’m with Dee on this. Men can’t get pregnant, despite what your friend told you. But … I’m happy to take the concept for a test drive, so to speak.”

She sinks her teeth into her lower lip, and I wink at her. “Sounds good. I’ll send your sister down when we’re finished.”

Faith, Charley, and Wanda are all leaning into one another, as if deep in discussion. It’s pretty cute that they’re all going along with this, probably knowing is B.S. Well, except for Faith. My adorable little airhead. She’d believe just about anything. Besides, she’s the one who’s extremely wired to do whatever Daddy tells her to do.

I head upstairs to my room, and about halfway up, the Hard ‘n Fast starts to work. I feel a surge of blood rush to my cock, making it stretch my slacks.

“Jesus,” I mutter, tracing my fingers over my length and feeling it throb. I can’t wait to fill up all five of them.

When I get to my room, Dee is lying on my bed, staring at her phone. “I’m the only one you haven’t fucked. You know that, right?”

“Does that bother you?”

“Well,” she sits up and pulls off her short-sleeve sweater, revealing her large breasts. “Maybe just a little. But I have to wonder if it’s bothered you?” She sinks to her knees and crawls along the floor, making my dick pulse out a little pre-cum.

“Why would it have bothered me?”

She shrugs. “Guilt? I don’t know.”

Dee reaches up and tugs my belt loose, and I let her have this control over me. I really want to see what she will do when I’m not bossing her around.

“I don’t feel guilty about my choices when it comes to you girls. You all seem happy and healthy.”

Keeping her eyes up at me, Dee unzips my pants before freeing my cock. “I think it’s pretty cute—and convenient—that you came up with the same lie that my sisters did.” Her tongue flicks the tip of my dick, and out comes more of my pre-cum, drizzling on her pretty pink tongue.

“Convenient? Perhaps. I don’t know how cute all this is.”

A soft laugh escapes her lips. “Probably not as cute as me kneeling in front of you to suck your cock dry.”

“This is true,” I growl as her lips slide over my mushroomed head.

I get a good grip on her hair, and she massages my frenulum with her tongue for several minutes, making my balls twitch. She then tugs me loose from her mouth before using her pointer to trace teasing circles around my slit.

“Let the record show that I had nothing to do with their plans to fool you. I just want your cock. Though it would be hilarious if you got preggo.”

I growl as she sinks down my length, making my cock disappear like magic.

“Jesus Christ. My cock wants you too, baby. My cock wants you really bad.”

Fuck, I remember how talented Dee is at blowjobs. Better than any one of her sisters, I gotta say. As the saying goes, she could suck the chrome off a trailer hitch.

I pull her hair into a cute little ponytail using only my hands and begin thrusting my hips, watching my length disappear then reappear. Dee bobs her head, turning it side to side while pumping her fingers along the root. So much saliva drips out that it slings around in the air, and when Dee sees it, she just moans.

Her lips then sink all the way down to the root, and that’s when I grab the back of her head and push, holding my cock to the back of her throat until she starts shaking her head and tapping my outer thigh.

I give her a brief reprieve, but my balls are heavy and throbbing, and I’m in need of a release. I start to tell her to get on the bed so I can fuck her senseless, but then I remember: I’m an endless fountain of cum since I took the Hard ‘n Fast, so I can cum in all of her holes if I want and still have plenty for her sisters when their time comes.

Groaning, I grip her hair and pull it to either side of her head, holding onto her like she’s nothing but a pair of handlebars as I pump my shaft in and out of her hot, tight, wet little mouth.

She moans and bats her eyes up at me as I get closer, feeling my cum practically boiling before it begins the journey of traveling up and out of my cock.

My flesh grows hot, and I growl at her, watching her tits sway to and fro, her pretty pink nipples hard as pebbles.

“Hope you like a nice warm, thick load, baby. Because I’ve been saving this up, just for you.”

She purrs as I release, using her tongue to slither along the underside of my shaft and milk me for all I’m worth. I drive deep, feeling her tonsils grip me like a vice, and spurt more of my seed into her mouth. I can feel the hard contractions as she swallows, and it makes me want to push deeper.

“Fuuuuuck, that’s good, baby…”

Dee manages to swallow all that I give her, and when I let up, the little blowjob connoisseur starts bobbing her head up and down again, and within a few moments, I’m spurting my second load in her mouth, groaning loudly at each pulse, each burst of my seed.

She wipes her mouth with the back of her hand and stands up before taking me by the hand and pulling me to the bed. She’s an assertive little one, but I don’t mind.

Let’s see what she’s got.

After pushing me on the bed, Dee strips off her pants, and unlike the last time, thank the heavens, I get a good look at her pretty bald pussy. Fuck does she have a pretty little gash.

“You like what you see,” she says, running her small fingers over her pussy lips.

“I’d be lying if I said ‘no’.”

“Good. And luckily for you, I can’t get pregnant by what you’re about to do.”

“Oh? What’s that, little girl?” I stroke my dick. It’s still hard as a rock and ready to launch more cum, just like a rocket ship.

“This.” She crawls along the bed and over the length of my body, gliding her bare pussy over the length of my dick. She then straddles my face, and I immediately take in her scent, musky and mild. “Now, unless you’re taking some wild medicine that puts sperm in your saliva, you can lick my little clit all you want, risk free.”

I hold back a chuckle because I don’t want to spoil the mood. But the minute I grab onto Dee’s jiggly round globes, she lowers her pussy to my face. I dart my tongue out and slurp away her juices, probing her entrance with my tongue and fucking her soft and easy.

“Ooh yeah, Daddy. Tongue fuck me like that…”

My cock twitches and a small amount of pre-cum oozes out. I replace my tongue with several of my fingers, entering her tight hole as my tongue moves to her clit. Fuck, it’s so hard and slick, and the way she’s grinding herself on my face only makes my dick turn into a throbbing rod of steel, ready to burst.

The only thing I notice, that I don’t like, is the lack of hymen. Dee better not have fucked anyone else, or there will be hell to pay.

I suck on her clit and force her to cum right there on the spot while fucking her cunt with two fingers. Her legs tremble and her body shakes as she rides my face. And with no warning, cum shoots from my cock and lands on my abs and chest as it twitches in mid-air. I growl and thrust upward several times, anxious to once and for all be buried to the hilt inside of my girl.

I reach up to her breasts and give them a squeeze. “Where is your cherry, Dee? I don’t feel it.”

She huffs, and I torture her a little more, pinching her nipples while flicking her clit.

“I—mmmm—I, um, have a dildo, Daddy. I use it all the time.”

“While thinking of me, no doubt,” I clip out, pressing my fingers to her nipples while simultaneously tonguing her bundle of nerves.

“Oh no doubt, Daddy. No doubt,” she moans.

Dee rolls her hips a few times, and I suckle her little pearl for several more seconds, and it sends her into another orgasm, making my cock throb in anguish.

“Okay, that’s it,” I finally say, flipping her over on her back and mounting her.

She gasps but then a smile comes across her face as I spear her pussy with the head of my shaft.

“I gave you the upper hand for long enough, baby. Now Daddy’s taking what he wants.”

She bites her lip and her eyes roll back in her head as I go deep. I grab her thighs and spread them wide, forcing her little clit to pop out. I spit on it and rub it with my thumb while fucking her, watching her tits roll in a wide circle.

I speed up, ramming into her with enough force to push her body steadily across the bed. Dee grips the comforter as her head starts to fall over the edge of the bed. But I won’t let her fall.

I grab onto her hips and hold herk as tightly as I can, mashing my fingers into her soft flesh as I grind deep inside of her, feeling the force of my cum as it jets out of my dick and sprays her walls.

“Damnit,” I groan, pausing long enough to spit on her clit once more and rub circles along the bump of tissue.

“Fuck, Daddy, that’s so good …. Right there… I’m gonna cum…” she purrs.

I feel her walls grow tighter and it feels so fucking good it tugs another few jets of cum from my shaft. I shudder all over and give a few hard thrusts as the both of us orgasm in synchrony, Dee moaning wildly and writhing in ecstasy as I watch her body respond to me, my cock, and my finger.

I pull out of her and roll her over, taking her from behind as she lies flat on her belly. Groans climb up her throat, and the second I hear how turned on she is, I just want to grind deeper and deeper.

I keep her pinned to the bed by wrapping my fingers around her wrist and fucking her senseless, feeling her ass roll against my hips. I sink my teeth into her shoulder as I cum, and I could almost swear that my dick grows harder the longer I fuck her.

But I have this sudden urge to lie back and let her do the work for a while.

I slip out of her pussy and roll over. “Baby, it’s time to ride me, reverse cowgirl. Show me what that ass can do.”

“All right,” she answers, flashing me a mischievous smile before mounting me backwards. “But be warned, I can go a long time.”

“Good. I like to fuck for a long time.” I swat her ass and she pushes up with her legs. As she slowly lowers herself, her cunt grips the head of my shaft before sinking all the way down.

“Gaaaaahhhhd,” I groan, watching my dick disappear.

As she starts riding me, I touch her ass, feeling her flesh jiggle. Some of her fluids leak out, running down my balls and soaking the bed. I’m sure some of it is my cum, but I like to think that Dee is so turned on that she’s turned into a leaky faucet.

“Oh Daddy … oh fuck,” she grunts, rising higher and falling harder down the length of my dick.

“That’s it, baby. Don’t stop. You’re riding Daddy’s cock so good.” I grab onto her ass, then slide my hands up to her hips, helping her fuck me with all that she’s got.

Her pussy suddenly squeezes my shaft, and I feel the convulsions of her vaginal walls, right as the cum shoots from my rigid cock. I can’t stop the loud roar that comes from my mouth, and Dee is almost as loud as I am. I wouldn’t be surprised if one of her sisters barges in here to make sure we are okay.

If she is okay.

And holy fuck, I think I must be filling her to the hilt because my spunk just seems to keep coming out and keep coming out, like there’s no end. Shit, I make a mental note to put this Hard ‘n Fast on some kind of monthly autoship so I never run out.

“Daddy,” Dee says, tossing a look over her shoulder. “Your dick is so good, I just have to try it in all of my holes.”

“I was going to suggest it if you didn’t,” I edge out, getting ready to put her on her hands and knees so I can own that ass. But she doesn’t give me a chance.

Before I can say a word, Dee leans forward just a little and grips the root of my shaft, pointing it at her rectum with scary precision.

“Damn, baby. You know what you’re doing?”

“Oh yeah,” she purrs, swallowing my dick like her ass was custom made for it.

Christ, she must have been training herself for this. I’ve never been with a woman who can take a dick up the ass in one push like that.

And I find it hot as fuck.

Dee releases a long moan and leans back before riding my dick. Her tight little asshole is squeezing me so fucking hard I can hardly stand it. My balls contract, and heat floods my veins as another orgasm creeps up.

“Goddamnit to hell, Dee. If I’d have known your ass was this fuckable, I’d have taken you to start with and every day since.”

“Yeah … yeah … yeah…” she grits out in forced grunts as she bounces up and down.

I sit up and bunch the pillows behind me so that I can reach around to the front of her and fondle her tits while she ass-fucks my cock.

I pinch her nipples, I stick my fingers in her mouth, and I grip the flesh of her hips tightly as I cum over and over. I’ve not had this many orgasms since my college days, and I swear I wouldn’t trade this for anything in the fucking world right now.

Dee rides my dick like she’s a trained rider on a bucking bronco for the next half hour. I lose count of how many times the both of us cum, but I will say this: my dick finally goes limp before I can even have a shot at her sisters.

We collapse side by side on the bed, the both of us breathing hard as we stare up at the ceiling.

“Are you really going to go through with this plan of yours? To keep fucking me and my sisters and try to knock us all up?”

“Of course,” I answer, rolling over to face her and placing my hand on her belly. “I’m the man of this house, and what I say goes.”

She turns her gaze at me, this serious look on her face, and I’m sure she’s about to curse me sideways.

But no. Dee just smiles and says, “Good. Because I for one can’t wait to have your baby.”


Breaking Daddy’s HUGE Rule
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The Man of the House had one rule: never EVER go into his special room. But one day I got curious and had to sneak a peek. And would you believe he walked in on me just as I was discovering his secret, and having fun with it?

I couldn’t imagine that HE was hiding something so HUGE. And he wasn’t about to let me get away with discovering what I did.


“I mean it. Don’t you dare go in there, Jessie. Daddy has very private things inside that room.”

I could hear my daddy’s words echoing in my brain, and the way he would stand there and shake his finger at me after catching me twisting the locked doorknob to his “special room.”

But he wasn’t home right now. And as I stood in front of the door to that room, noticing that it had been left ajar, I was totally forgetting about that rule. And the possible consequences.

The thing is, my daddy was a cool daddy in every way. He had been raising me since I was ten years old, right after my parents died. Despite not being my “real” dad, Jimmy took care of me as if I were his one and only. Well, in a way, I was. He never had kids of his own. But he sure knew how to make me feel like his special princess.

Except for this one thing, this one room, that was off limits. And I never understood why. Other than my daddy’s need to keep some things “private.”

Well, now that I was nineteen years old, and I hadn’t given this room so much as a second thought in years, suddenly keeping things private became a distant rule of the past.

Why not go exploring, see what my daddy kept hidden past this door? It couldn’t be that bad, could it? What if he was a secret agent? Or sold cosmetics for a living and didn’t want me to know?

I could tell him I accidentally pushed the door open and discovered his secret, tell him it’s no big deal, and we’d have this big laugh about it. Then he’d wonder why he had kept the damn room locked up all these years.

I stood there, sweating it out, until I just decided to give in. I had nothing to lose. Well, nothing but my daddy’s trust. But damn if my curiosity didn’t get the better of me. With only the smallest bit of reluctance, I pushed the door open, practically holding my breath in anticipation.

And what I discovered was all rather anticlimactic.

At the far end of the room was a long shelf with various bottles, clays, and bowls. There was an odd scent in the air, like plastic. Or maybe rubber. It was hard to tell. It looked like some sort of workspace, but what he was making I couldn’t tell. I let my eyes drift around the room, and almost directly behind me, to the left of the door, was a storage shelf. A long curtain spanned across the front, but it was partly open.

I walked up to it and pulled the curtain open and what I saw blew my mind. There must have been a dozen or more monster-sized dildos of various colors and substrates, some with the balls intact, others without testicles. I picked them up, one by one, and studied them up close before setting them down and moving to the next one.

I felt myself getting incredibly turned on at not just the dildos themselves but the details they held, like the veins, and the ridges around the crown, right down to that sexy little flap of skin otherwise known as the frenulum. And with each dildo I looked at, I noticed that there wasn’t anything unique about each one.

In other words, they all looked exactly the same, like they were modeled after the exact same cock.

I sniffed my favorite one, a flesh-colored silicone one that completely lacked a scent, and I dragged my tongue over the indentation at the slit, feeling my nipples pucker. I don’t know why I was so horny all of a sudden. After all, my daddy was obviously using them for something, which should leave me with a lot of questions and perhaps gross me out. But it seemed to have the opposite effect. I knew he dated here and there but I rarely met any of his dates. Was it possible he was gay or maybe bi?

Or he could have been selling them. Wouldn’t that be the shit? To find out my daddy was a dildo dealer?

I suddenly had this weird thought, and so I turned around and saw a trash can resting at the end of the long work shelf. I walked over to it, not knowing what I would find, but what I did find answered some questions.

At the bottom of the trash can were a bunch of broken pieces of dried plaster. I picked one up and saw the gigantic cratered outline of a cock. Like someone had pressed their dick into the plaster.

And everything came together just then.

My daddy was making molds of his cock.

Holy shit. I turned around slowly and wondered if my daddy’s dick was actually that big, or if he had done something to enlarge it. Like, use a pump or something. I’d heard of some women doing that to their pussies. So it seemed logical that men could do it to their dicks.

I had to know because if my daddy was this big, there was simply no way I could go the rest of my life without seeing it in person.

But I was the girl he raised, and there wasn’t a chance in hell I would ever see his monstrous man-meat in person. So what’s a girl to do, but grab a replica of her daddy’s dick and have a little fun with it.

I walked back over to the shelf and grabbed my favorite dildo, then slipped off my shorts, leaving on my panties. I plopped down on the soft velvety sofa chair and lifted my top and bra, feeling the cool air kiss my nipples and make them hard.

And then I pulled the head of the dildo inside my mouth and pressed a few fingers to my pussy, feeling the slickness of my desire begin to seep from my gash.

“Mmm,” I moaned softly.

And then I struggled to open my mouth wide enough to accommodate the huge toy, but it was difficult as fuck.

“Jessie? What in Christ’s name are you doing?”

My eyes darted open and I threw the dildo aside, feeling my cheeks burn like embers. “Daddy! I … nothing. I just accidentally stumbled in here. I didn’t mean to. I swear.”

Yeah, right. I didn’t mean to pull my shorts down and suck your massive silicone cock. Like he’s going to buy that!

Needless to say, I jerked my top down and jumped off the sofa, darting the few feet to pick up my shorts off the floor and pull them back on as fast as I could.

Meanwhile, Daddy was pacing the floor, and I could tell he was not happy.

“I thought I made it abundantly clear that this room was off limits, Jessie.”

I forced a smile, I guess trying to butter him up. “I know, but the door was open. How could I resist such a top secret?”

He turned his gaze toward the door, as if he might find some evidence of why it had been open. “I don’t know how that’s possible, but it doesn’t matter now. You broke my one rule.”

When he looked at me this time, I saw the face of a man I’d never seen. He was disappointed in me, and a little angry. His square jaw tightened, and he ran a hand over his dark curly hair as if he were contemplating something.

And I felt like the biggest letdown ever. I’ve never known what it was like to disappoint my daddy. I’d always felt as though he were proud of me.

“I’m sorry, Daddy. Please forgive me?” His eyes seemed to drill right through me as he stood there quietly, rubbing his face.

“If it’s any consolation,” I continued, “I don’t think there’s anything wrong with any of this. I think it’s actually pretty sexy. Is this, like, a new hobby of yours?”

God, what an idiot I was. Daddy narrowed his eyes at me, and I could have disappeared, just vanished right there on the spot.

“I’m not discussing any of this with you at this moment. Go to your room and wait for me while I figure out how I will discipline you.”

He could have slapped me in the face and it would have been less shocking.

Discipline me? Daddy had never had to discipline me before. This was a first, indeed. And I didn’t like it. Not one bit. What kind of nineteen-year-old needs to be punished by a man who wasn’t even related to her? And what kind of man wanted to punish a girl who was not his flesh and blood?

But Daddy did pay the bills, and he put a roof over my head. He also met all my basic needs and showered me with love. So I needed to follow his rules. Besides, maybe if I was a good girl now I would be able to redeem myself.

“Yes, Daddy.”

I lowered my head and walked out, heading directly for my bedroom. I fell on my bed and stared up at the ceiling, wondering what sort of punishment he would dole out. Daddy was always fair and impartial, so I doubted his discipline would be anything cruel.

It was almost an hour before he came knocking on my door.

“Come in,” I called out, sitting up and swinging my legs over the edge of the bed.

Daddy came in and shut the door, and he immediately began walking back and forth, practically burning a hole in his shoes as well as my carpet.

“Are you okay?” I asked him, sensing an odd vibe from him.

“Yes. I’m just deliberating on the ethics of my chosen form of punishment.”

Nervous flutters went all through me, and I could feel my palms sweating. “Wh-what is that supposed to mean?”

He flicked his gaze in my direction. “You know me well, Jessie. I’ve always strived to be fair with you. And I do believe the punishment should fit the crime. Always.”

Okay, I thought to myself. That makes sense. But if the punishment fits the crime, that means he needs to break a rule I’ve always had. Or, I don’t know, invade my personal space?

“Okay, Daddy. I’ll do my best to be understanding of whatever you decide.”

He nodded slowly at me, like he was still unsure. “Good. You asked if what you found was a new hobby of mine?”

“Yes, I was curious, I admit.”

He tucked his thumb in his pants. “What you happened to stumble upon was deeply personal to me, and it was something I was hoping to keep secret forever. But since you insisted upon pressing your nose in my business, I will now press something of mine into your business.”

I narrowed my brow, wondering what in the world he was talking about. And then his fingers went to his pants zipper, and he was pulling it down.

“Daddy … what are you doing…?”

Now it was my turn to be shocked.

“I saw what you were doing to that dildo. You do realize it’s a mold of me, don’t you? That I sell them online?”

I gulped, heat rushing through my veins, flooding my face and my core and my pussy, making me throb with need.

“I wasn’t sure, but I thought maybe…” I sort of choked out. I ran my hands up and down the tops of my legs, and Daddy watched me as he pulled the belt from his pants.

“Mm-hmm. And now that you have seen what I look like, I will need the same, to see what you look like, right after I give you a spanking.”

“Come again?” It took a few seconds to process what he was saying, but the message became loud and clear as he curled a finger at me and bore those big Daddy eyes right into me.

“Stand up and turn around.”

I had to admit that I was aroused at his sudden commanding nature, and knowing that I was sucking a dildo that was modeled after him made my panties hot and wet. I stood and turned my back to him, and he guided my hands to the mattress. I was folded in half, my rear end sticking out for him.

He pulled my shorts down, and my stomach was filled with flutters. His strong hands cupped my ass, kneading and massaging, and my heart began to race. My daddy had never touched me like this. A part of me was embarrassed and another part of me was so hot all over I just wanted him to drive this heat away, to ease the ache inside of me.

“You need to be punished first, Jessie. I’m going to turn this lovely bottom of yours a nice, bright red. And then I’m going to show you the real thing.”

I heard the snap of his belt, and then it struck my flesh, stinging so hard it made my nipples twist and tingle. I gasped and let out a squeak of pain. But it wasn’t enough to appeal to his sympathetic side.

Daddy brought the belt to my ass several more times, delivering powerful swats to my flesh that hurt, yes, but also made me feel so good, like, on the inside. And then that belt traveled down to my upper thighs, and that’s when the real pain started.

“Ow, Daddy! Please…”

“Just a few more, Jessie. Hold still.” His fingers pressed into the back of my neck, and he held me still as he struck me three more times.

I let out a whimper but felt as though I was pleasing him by letting him spank me. And when he knotted my hair around his fist and pulled me to a standing position, I was a weak, wobbly mess, ready to be molded into whatever shape he wanted.

“That’s a good girl,” Daddy said, pulling me to his chest for a tight bear hug. He softly caressed my long hair, and my shorts slowly lid down my legs, all the way to the floor. “Now let Daddy see your pussy to even the playing field.”

Heat rippled through my core again, stripping away what few defenses I had left. I sat down on the edge of the bed and scooted back as Daddy held the belt in front of him, his jeans still flopped open at the zipper and a huge bulge beginning to form.

I spread my legs and pulled my panties aside, giving him a glimpse at my girl bits. His mouth twitched, and he licked his lips, making me wonder what he wanted to do with those lips.

“Good girl. Now take them off.”

I slid my panties down my legs and set them next to me.

“Spread your legs again, show me how wet you are.”

Pushing myself up on my elbows, I dropped my knees to the bed and pressed the bottoms of my feet together. I then pulled my pussy lips apart and slid a finger lightly through my folds, feeling the slick juices that were dripping down to my ass. “Like this, Daddy?”

“Yes, baby, like that,” he growled.

I could tell how turned on he was getting by the fact that his erection was growing larger, pushing out the zipper of his pants. He tugged them down, and right away I could see the tip of his cock peeking out of the waistband of his boxer briefs.

“Did you like sucking my cock replica?”

“Yes, Daddy. I … I really did.” I circled my clit with a finger and heard the hungry growl that came up his throat.

“Then you should enjoy sucking the real thing.” Once he pulled his briefs all the way down, his cock sprang to, bobbing several times as he took off his t-shirt. Yep, it was huge all right. Just like all the ones in his special room.

Also, Daddy’s chest was so sexy, sprinkled with just a few hairs and rippled with strong muscles that I was finding myself becoming more and more turned on. And suddenly, all I could think about was using my mouth on him the same way I had used it on his toy just a few moments ago.

“Look familiar?” Daddy asked, holding his long, thick cock by the base.

“A little,” I whispered. My pussy twitched, and I pushed a finger inside of me, wishing like hell it was my daddy’s cock spearing me instead of my little finger.

“Then why don’t you come down here and get familiar with it by using that mouth of yours.”

I moved to the floor, my breathing heavy and my heart skipping a few beats. I was nervous, worried I wouldn’t be able to please him. With no experience, what if I couldn’t suck him good enough, or hard enough?

But hell, I was rather looking forward to giving it my best.

Daddy held his cock steady for me before gripping my hair in his fist. Thick veins popped out, all along the length, and I started by dragging my tongue along them, tracing them with little licks. I then pressed my lips to the wide crown and gave it a kiss, and that’s when he tightened his grip in my hair.

I opened my mouth and sank my lips down, using my tongue to swirl the outer ridge and lap away his thick, salty pre-cum. And the groan that erupted from his mouth made tingles dance along my flesh.

Daddy started pushing his hips forward while holding my head down, forcing himself in my mouth so hard that the surface of my teeth grazed his steely flesh.

“Take me deep, baby. Daddy wants to feel your throat.”

I threw my hands up to his legs and held on tight as he forcibly inserted himself deeper. My pussy was throbbing, and my juices flowing like a river.

I glided my tongue along the lower part of his shaft, but he was too thick to fit all the way in. I heard him growl in frustration, his erection throbbing and pulsing inside of my mouth. I took a deep breath and opened my jaw as wide as I could, and he pushed me a little further down, about halfway to the root.

I was sure he might be disappointed in my technique, but surprisingly, his rod turned to steel and warm fluid pulsed from his slit as he moaned and kept his hand firmly pressed to my skull. Several more hard bursts shot out, all the way to the back of my throat. I had to swallow quickly and repeatedly to keep from choking.

“This is something my toys don’t do …”

He was right about that. His replicated cock might be fun to fuck and suck but there was nothing like the erotic taste of my daddy’s cum, and the feeling of knowing I had turned him on enough to make him erupt like a firehose.

“Fuck. I can’t wait to fill you up, baby.”

I moaned in response, despite the fact that the logical part of my brain was saying, whoa, what? But that part was being pushed aside by the part of my brain—and young nubile body—that needed to be fucked good and hard by my daddy, and filled with his seed.

He let up on my hair a bit, enough that I could slide up and actually suck him a little. I used my tongue to massage the underside of his length while sucking him until my cheeks were sunken in, hollow. Several more small amounts of cum spurted out, and I savored the taste of it while he vocalized his pleasure in low rumbles.

“Do you think my cock will fit in your pussy, baby?”

I angled my gaze up at him and smiled, moving a hand to his shaft to stroke him, keep him hard. “I’m sure it will, Daddy. But you’re free to test it for yourself.”

“I ought to have a taste of you, get that pussy primed up and ready. So get your ass up here and let me at the task at hand.”

He helped me stand up, and his hand immediately cupped my pussy while the other pulled my face to his so he could kiss me. His warm tongue probed my mouth, and I felt the heat start to pull me under once again, especially when one of his fingers, covered in my slick juices, began to circle my clitoris.

I purred and rocked my hips, and the grumble that climbed up his throat reverberated into my mouth. The next thing I knew, he was lifting me up and tossing me on the bed, pushing my legs open so he could have a taste of me.

But he took more than a taste. Daddy slipped several fingers inside of me, three knuckles deep, and began to finger-fuck me good while his tongue worked over my swollen bundle of nerves. I thought I might have a hard time relaxing enough to have an orgasm with the man who raised me. But what I found was that Daddy had the magic touch.

In a fit of uncontrolled lust, I thrashed and cried out as I came, thrusting my ass up and down as Daddy pressed a hand over my belly and nuzzled his entire face in my pussy. I could feel him working his tongue over my clit—rubbing and flicking and then eventually sucking it past his lips.

I threw my hands to his head and grabbed ahold of his hair as I was fully rocketed into another orgasm. Daddy growled and probed his fingers deeper, causing my walls to spasm uncontrollably.

When I arched my back and begged him to please not stop, he did just that, standing up and aiming his cock at my entrance.

“I’ve got something else that will make you scream, baby.” His body covered mine and when he pushed himself deep into my gash he did it in one thrust, spearing and stretching me wide open.

And fuck, it felt so good, to be filled and stretched like that.

Daddy made all these throaty sounds as he fucked me, placing his hands on top of my head and plowing me with force. It started to hurt a little so I whimpered and he backed off a bit. He pushed up on his hands and began to move a bit slower while also thrusting his hips in a circular pattern, and as a result, his cock rubbed my G-spot. And before I knew it, I was spurting everywhere.

My pussy clamped onto his thick meat, clenching it over and over through my orgasm, and the growl that rumbled through his chest made me tremble.

He looked into my eyes and watched my face, and I honestly struggled to maintain eye contact. It was all so intense, having my first vaginal orgasm from being penetrated by such a gargantuan cock.

“Oh Daddy…” I cried, running my hands down his chest.

“Baby…” he grunted in return, picking up the pace of his fucking.

His face twisted in pleasure, and I felt his cum shoot out and coat my walls, the slickness of his seed sliding down the crack of my ass. There was so much of it, and I tried to hold it all inside, but I just couldn’t.

Daddy didn’t stop ramming his cock in and out of me. He kept it up for another five minutes, until he started to go soft. And when he stood up, he motioned for me to clean him off.

“Make sure my cock is nice and clean, baby.”

I used my hands, lips, and mouth to rid his cock of any trace of me, and I had to admit, it was one of the hottest experiences of my life, cleaning up my daddy’s manhood like this.

When I was finished, Daddy asked me if I would ever break one of his rules again.

“Absolutely,” I told him, grinning.


Rough Mountain Daddy
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When my best friend’s mom and stepdad are killed in a car accident, she ends up moving in with her estranged dad, all the way up in the mountains. When I can’t get ahold of her, I take a trip up there to make sure she’s okay.

When I arrive, I sure don’t expect to find a rough mountain man answering her door. He looks like he hasn’t seen civilization in years, and he acts as if he hasn’t ever had the love of a woman. But since a snowstorm is approaching, it looks like I’m stuck with him…

…whether I like it or not.


I glance at the map on my phone, yawning from sheer exhaustion, but also relieved. I’m only three miles away from my best friend’s house. And it’s a good thing, too, because a winter storm is approaching, and I might be stuck here for a few days. Also, I’m so tired from lack of sleep and late nights of studying.

I sure hope that everything is all right with Melissa. Her mom and stepdad died a few months ago. And, despite not having seen her real dad in years, or even having much of a relationship with him, she was forced to move in with him.

Well, forced is probably overkill. She could have stayed in Rayford if she wanted to. After all, we are both nineteen years old and full-time students at the local community college. But losing her mom, well, it devastated her, and she ended up dropping her classes right after the semester started. She thought living with her dad and getting to know him would be good for her. I supported that decision, even though I miss her like crazy.

And it seems like we hardly ever get to talk these days. Her dad owns a cabin way up in the mountains, and phone reception can be pretty shoddy. As a result, we only chat here and there. I don’t know much about her dad, except that his name is Bill Wilson, he’s forty-two years old, and he works as a consultant for a construction company who mostly clears trees for building new homes.

The whole reason I’m taking this trip is because I’ve been trying to get ahold of Melissa for three days now. But she isn’t responding to my calls or messages, and she hasn’t been seen on social media for nearly a week. I’m terrified something has happened to her. So, this morning I woke up and sent a few emails to my teachers, letting them know I had a family emergency and wouldn’t be in for a few days. I packed a bag with a few essentials and hit the road right after lunch for the three-hour road trip.

I have her address, but it looks like it’s nestled deep in the woods, sort of off the beaten path. And with this snowstorm coming, I want to get there as soon as I can. Darkness falls early around here. It’s almost four o’clock, and my headlights are shining brightly in front of me. The sun is out of sight, buried under multiple layers of heavy white clouds as it dips below the horizon.

I follow the dirt road as it winds through the woods, feeling a little creeped out. I haven’t seen one sign of life for miles. No homes, no people, no animals or anything. It almost feels like I’m on another planet.

In the distance, I catch a faint glimmer of light and see a trail of smoke billowing between the trees. I really hope it’s her house. And right as the first snowflake falls, the road ends right behind a huge, black truck next to a log cabin.

I let out a sigh of relief, grateful I can see lights on inside and a chimney that’s probably got a roaring fire going. I cannot wait to sit in front of that thing and catch up with my best friend over the next few days.

I pull my coat on inside the car and grab my purse before heading out into the cold. Shivers run down my spine as I run to the front door, the cold air hitting me like tiny little daggers. Well, at least the snow is pretty.

I knock on the front door, realizing I’m probably scaring the shit out of them. Maybe I should have texted Melissa, just on the off chance she can see my messages. But when I pull my phone out of my coat pocket, I only have one bar, and it’s fading in and out. I just hope they aren’t too freaked out to actually answer the door.

I hear the twist of the knob and smile before the door is pulled open. But the man on the other side is not smiling back. At least not that I can see through all the shaggy facial hair.

“Hi. Sorry to bother you. I’m Kelsey, a friend of Melissa’s and … is she here?” I peer over his shoulder as he knits his brow, realizing it’s probably rude of me to peek into his home when he has no idea who I am.

“No, she’s not. Who did you say you were again?”

“Kelsey. We go to school together. Used to go to school together. She’s my best friend. She hasn’t mentioned me?” I force a smile this time, feeling like he should at least know of me.

“I think she has. You can come in and wait on her. She should be back soon,” he grumbles, poking his head out the door and looking up at the sky.

“Thanks. That would be preferable to waiting in my car.”

He steps aside and lets me in, and I immediately feel the warmth of the fire. The inside of the cabin looks just like the outside with every square inch made up of wood. Even the kitchen table is unfinished oak.

“You want me to take your coat?” he clips out, sounding a little irritated that I interrupted his alone time.

“Sure. Thank you.” I slip off my coat and he hangs it on a wall hook. I take a few seconds to drag my eyes over his body. He’s well built, that’s for sure, has dark blond hair and hairy hands. I can’t see his arms because he’s wearing a thick flannel shirt, but he appears pretty muscular.

“Have a seat,” he offers, tossing a hand in the direction of the couch.

I sit down on what appears to be a one-hundred-year old piece of furniture. It’s a little stiff, and there are scuff marks everywhere, even a few tears along the edges. It’s apparent Melissa’s dad doesn’t care about having fancy new things. Which I totally respect.

“Does she know you’re coming? Cause I don’t think she mentioned it.” Melissa’s dad uses a toothpick to flick around inside his mouth, curling his nose up at me while he pick-pick-picks away.

“Um, no. I’m actually here because I’ve been trying to call her for several days and she hasn’t answered. I was getting a little worried.”

He nods understandingly. “Shitty cell phone service here.”

I happen to notice a small round table in the corner, upon which a landline telephone is resting. I can’t help but point it out. “Oh, I see you have a phone. I wonder why she didn’t give me the number.”

“I don’t allow her to, that’s why,” he barks. “Anyone gets that number, the next thing you know I’ve got pain in the ass telemarketers calling me every single day. No fucking thank you.”

Well, he seems pleasant. This must be why Melissa hasn’t hardly said a word about him. She’s probably embarrassed at what a dick he is.

I sort of make a face and nod my head, like yeah, I totally get that. I really hope she comes back soon because I don’t know how long I can take being in the same room as him. Maybe I should just try to make polite conversation. Or maybe I should make myself scarce.

“Do you have a bathroom I can use?”

He points past the kitchen. “Down the hall, first door on the left.”

I can’t get out of the room fast enough. I close the door and sit for a few minutes. It’s chilly in here, but not nearly as icy as the living room feels, despite the fire. I hang out for a while, checking my phone periodically for a signal. I end up composing a message to send to Melissa, even though I’m pretty sure it won’t go through.

Hey girl. You’ll never guess where I am right now.

I press send and as expected, a red exclamation point appears with the fine print, “Failed to send.”

“Great,” I mutter.

I run some hot water and wash my hands for about five minutes, enjoying the warmth, when I hear a knock at the door.

I snap my head to the side and before I can say a word I hear Mr. Wilson. “Don’t use up all the hot water. I still gotta shower.”

“Uh, okay.”

Jesus. This guy is a real piece of work. I’m starting to really feel sorry for Melissa having to live with him after losing her mom. I can’t help but wonder how she has processed the fact that this is the man who donated his sperm to create her.

Several minutes later, I force myself to come out of the bathroom. At this point, staying in here any longer would just be obvious. When I come down the hallway, I hear Mr. Wilson talking to someone.

“Did you hear me, honey? I said your friend is here … Hello …? Melissa …?”

He’s pressing the phone to his ear, and I feel a momentary rush of excitement that maybe Melissa is on the way. But when I make it to the couch, he hangs up the phone and runs his hand through his messy head of hair.

“Well, doesn’t look like you’ll get to see my daughter tonight.”

“Oh? What’s happened?” This is not what I wanted to hear. Not at all.

“She’s at a friend’s house, about an hour away. Snowstorm has already hit up there, and she’s stranded. Bad connection on her cell phone too because I could barely hear what she was saying.”

Perfect. Just fucking perfect.

“Well, I guess I better leave, too. Otherwise I’ll be stuck here for all eternity.”

I can’t believe I just phrased it like that. But honestly, that’s how it feels. Like staying here with him for one more minute would last forever.

“I got news for you, darlin’,” he laughs. “Bottom of the mountain is a mess with freezing rain and sleet. And things get bad fast up here. You’d best hunker down, because you aren’t going anywhere, unless you want to be stuck out in the elements.”

“Well, I can’t stay here,” I laugh cynically, walking towards my coat. “That would just be weird.”

“Weird?” he says, crossing his beefy arms over his chest. “What’s so weird about staying at your best friend’s house?”

“For starters,” I snap, grabbing my coat off the hook. “My best friend is not here, so I would be staying with my best friend’s dad in a strange house. And, no offense, but I don’t know you. And what I do know, you don’t seem to be very … warm and inviting.”

His eyes flicker, and he knits his brow before lowering his arms. “I might not be warm and inviting, but I’m a hell of a lot more fun than a car crash, which is what’s gonna happen if you leave here.”

“I’ll take my chances, thanks.”

I slide my coat on and jerk the door open, yanking it shut with force. The snow is coming down so hard I can barely see in front of me and the ground is already starting to get covered. Jesus. He wasn’t kidding. Things do get bad fast up here.

As much as I hate to admit it, it looks as though I am stuck. It would be pretty dumb for me to risk my safety out of spite. And now I have the fun task of knocking on the door and asking him to let me back in.

Luckily, I don’t have to. By the time I turn back around and raise my hand to knock, he’s pulling the door open, a smug look on his face. “Come to your senses, did ya?”

“I mean, I’m not looking to die just yet, so I guess I’ll stay here and wait it out.” Maybe tomorrow it will warm up and all this stuff will melt.

“Smart girl. Come on in. I’m about to start making some stew.”

“You’re going to feed me?” I ask, re-hanging my coat on the wall.

He chuckles, showing that he does have the ability to be a little happy.

“I might be an asshole, but I’m not about to starve some poor girl who has to stay with me.”

I’m not some poor girl, but whatever. I don’t feel like arguing with him about it.

“Well, thanks. I guess. You need any help?”

“You can set the table. Silverware’s in this drawer.”

He points to the right then walks to the fridge, removing a bunch of vegetables and a fresh package of steak. My stomach starts grumbling at the thought of homemade stew.

He’s quiet as I set the table, working on rinsing and cutting vegetables. He pulls a long twelve-inch butcher knife from the slab and starts cutting bite size pieces of the steak, working slowly but methodically.

When I’m finished putting silverware on the table, I ask if there’s anything else I can do.

He looks over his shoulder. “Just make yourself comfortable in the living room. I’ll let you know when it’s ready.”

Suits me just fine to stay out of his hair. I make my way over to the couch and actually lie down, enjoying the heat from the fire. And I end up drifting to sleep. Mr. Wilson wakes me up a while later, gently nudging my arm.

“Kelsey? You alive down there?”

I open my eyes, feeling groggy and disoriented as I struggle to get my bearings. When I look up, I see Melissa’s dad and his shaggy beard.

“Yeah, I’m alive. How long was I sleeping?” I ask.

“Bout an hour. I’ve been trying to wake you up for ten minutes. Anyway, dinner’s ready, if you’re hungry.”

Jesus. Ten minutes? I must really be sleepy. I still am, to be honest. But my stomach is also grumbling again. I sit up and stretch my arms. “I’m starved, actually.”

“Good. Come on over and get you a bowl. I made plenty.”

Feeling a little warmer towards Melissa’s dad—likely due to the fact that he is letting me eat his food and stay at his home—sitting at the table with him doesn’t seem so awkward. But he still isn’t very social, choosing to spend most of the meal flipping through the day’s newspaper. I didn’t even think people bought those things anymore.

I also don’t really care that he’s not being social because I’m still sleepy as hell. Like, I just want to finish eating and go crash in front of the fire and sleep away the rest of this night, hoping that tomorrow brings sunshine and melting snow. Or at least cleared roads.

I can’t help but look at Melissa’s dad as he eats. His hands are huge, and his eyes are the darkest of blue, like a deep river you could float on forever. A few crow’s feet span out around his face, and underneath the thick beard, I think I see a strikingly handsome face.

He looks my way, catching me watching him, and I dart my gaze down, fiddling with my napkin nervously as I feel my face blush.

“How’s the stew? You want some more?”

“It’s delicious. And I think I’ll save my second bowl for lunch tomorrow, if there’s any left.”

He smiles at me, melting all the icy irritation I felt towards him earlier. “I made enough to last a couple days. Even got some brownies in there if you’ve got room for dessert. They’re store bought but still…”

Dessert? Oh hell yes.

“That sounds amazing, Mr. Wilson,” I say, rolling my eyes heavenly.

He chuckles and gets up, bringing me the box of individually wrapped brownies. “Here you go. And please, don’t call me Mr. Wilson.”

I look up at him, at the serious look on his face, trying to gauge if he is irritated or not. “Bill?”

He shakes his head, then sits back down, flipping to the last page of the paper. “Call me Daddy.”

I have to bite my tongue to hold back a snort-laugh. Is he serious? “You want me to call you Daddy? Even though you are not my daddy?”

His eyebrow rises as he points his gaze at me. “I am your daddy as long as you are staying here under my roof, letting me feed you and take care of you.”

Okay, he has a point about the feeding me part. But still. Calling my best friend’s dad “daddy” is just, I don’t know, weird. Maybe if I knew him better or had spent more time with him growing up.

But you know what? I don’t care enough about it to make a fuss. He wants me to call him Daddy, then I will. Besides, it’s not like I’m going to be here past tomorrow. I hope.

***

After dinner, I wash the dishes while Mr. Wilson, I mean Daddy, stays at the table and finishes reading the paper. After putting what’s left of the stew in the fridge, he goes to my car and gets my suitcase for me, and I make myself comfortable on the couch, picking up one of the paperback books that rests on the table. It looks like a popular mystery series, which isn’t my favorite genre, but at least it’s something to do besides sit here and twiddle my thumbs.

Meanwhile, Daddy bundles up in a thick wool coat, hat, and gloves.

“I have to go out back and cut some more wood in the shed. We’re gonna need all we can get with this storm.”

“Do you need any help?” I toss the book aside as he pulls the hat further down.

He smiles at me again, those dark blue eyes of his pulling me closer to him in a weird way I can’t describe. “Hell no. But that’s sweet of you to offer. Maybe when I come in we can make some cocoa.”

“That would be good.” Hot chocolate sounds perfect right now. I almost want to make a cup without him. But that would be rude.

Anyway, I think he’s totally redeemed himself at this point.

I start reading the mystery book after he leaves, my eyes getting heavier by the second. I have sleep deprivation and this boring book to thank for that I suppose. So I get up to stretch my legs, and feeling a tad curious about this wood that needs to be chopped, I walk over to the far windows to see if I can catch a glimpse of Daddy.

I pull the thick curtains aside and get a clear view of him. He’s standing in a shed alright, the doors wide open and a lightbulb dangling from the roof, illuminating the space where he works. I watch him sling the ax, splintering thick pieces of wood and watching them tumble to the floor. He reaches over and grabs another log, repeating the process over and over.

It’s sexy, I must admit, watching a man put blood, sweat, and tears into hard labor like this. At least I think it is. I’ve never been one to go gaga over guys in business suits. And the more I watch my new daddy work, the more turned on I get. I press my face to the glass, the cold surface biting the tip of my nose.

My desire grows, thinking about the dinner he made and realizing he actually kind of embodies the man of my dreams, being able to cook and work hard to provide warmth and shelter. Maybe living with him isn’t so bad after all.

I find that my body is tingling with excitement at the prospect of being stuck here with him for an indefinite period of time. And I wonder if he is even a little excited at having a young girl stay with him. Don’t guys usually go for younger girls? Well, maybe when they aren’t best friends with their daughter.

I lift my hand to the glass, right about the time he happens to pause and look up. He seems to look right at me but it’s hard to tell, and I realize that with the light on behind me, and the fire, he can probably see me standing here staring at him all stalker like.

I back away, letting the curtain fall closed. Well, hopefully he didn’t catch me, but I decide it’s not anything to worry about. I sort through my suitcase and get out my leggings and t-shirt, since it’s so warm in here, and return to the couch and the book, this time smushing a pillow under my head and lying down.

I don’t even know how fast I fall asleep, but when I wake up, the book is resting on my chest and I’ve been covered with a blanket. I float my gaze around the room, noticing the fire is nothing but embers.

I feel a chill, then reach over to check the time on my phone, realizing how sore my back is from not actually lying in a soft, comfortable bed.

I groan, feeling stiff as a board as I sit up. It’s just past midnight, and I honestly don’t know how I managed to sleep through Daddy coming back inside. But one thing’s for damn certain: I cannot sleep on this couch all night.

I’m sure that Melissa won’t mind if I crash in her bed. So I wrap the blanket around my shoulders and make my way to her room. I assume it’s the one across from the bathroom, and Daddy is in the one that’s all alone at the end of the hallway. I don’t even bother to turn on the lights when I walk in the room. I can sort of make out the shape of the bed. So I simply pull the covers back and slip out of my leggings, getting underneath the covers in just my t-shirt. And I can’t help but notice how surprisingly warm the sheets are.

Actually, the whole room is warm. I pull the covers up and roll on my side. And that’s when I hear light breathing next to me. My eyes grow wide, and I freeze in place, letting my vision get a little more adjusted to the dark. And when his large frame finally takes shape, I realize … I’m in the wrong room.

I lie there as still as I can for a few moments, terrified of stirring for fear I will wake up Daddy and make him mad. I don’t know if he has a temper but my guess is that he probably does.

After a few minutes have passed, and he hasn’t made any more movements, I slowly peel the covers down and sit up, dropping my feet to the floor. I feel a hand on my back, and a low murmur.

“Where you going?”

“Sorry, Daddy. I didn’t mean to wake you. I thought this was Melissa’s room.”

He shifts in the bed, and I turn to face him. “It is Melissa’s room. The baseboard heat in my room stopped working a few hours ago, so I came in here.”

“Oh, okay, well, I’ll go back to the couch.”

I start to stand up, but he reaches over and wraps his fingers around my wrist, making me freeze in place.

“Hold up,” he grits out. “The fire’ll burn out soon, if it hasn’t already. This is the only warm room in the house.”

I don’t know what he is suggesting, but there’s no way I can sleep in here with my best friend’s dad. “What do you want me to do, Daddy?”

He taps the mattress next to me. “Lie down. You’ll sleep in here with me so you can stay warm.”

“Are you really that concerned with me staying warm?” I ask, truly surprised that he wants me to share such an intimate act with him. Not that sleeping is an intimate thing.

But sleeping with a man is.

He blows out a hard breath. “Not concerned so much as I know you will freeze your ass off if you sleep on that couch all night. Now lie down.”

Apparently, there is no arguing with Daddy about this. So I do as he says, lying back down and letting him pull the covers over me. I feel stiff as a board, awkward as fuck really, as I struggle to relax.

But after several minutes, I hear the rhythmic sounds of his breathing, and I soon drift off.

***

When I wake up the next morning, I’m on my side, and Daddy’s arm is over me, his hand dangerously close to my breast and his body protectively spooning mine. Once again, I’m afraid to move, but I angle my gaze upward and barely catch a few rays of light as they shine through the curtain over the window. God, I don’t know if we slept all night like this or not, but this has got to be the weirdest situation I’ve ever been in.

I have to pee, so I pull in a breath and slowly begin to stretch my legs in the hopes that Daddy will roll over and let me up. But he doesn’t.

In fact, he does the opposite, pulling me tighter to him and groaning. Suddenly, I feel his erection pressing into my ass, and I have a primitive-like response, feeling my pussy instantly swell with desire.

I shouldn’t be surprised that my body is craving this man. After all, underneath the gruffness, he is pretty protective like a Daddy should be. But what kind of man gets an erection while he sleeps with his daughter’s best friend?

Then again, what kind of man wouldn’t get turned on by that? Most men don’t have much discretion when it comes to getting hard-ons. As long as she’s a living, breathing thing and has a pussy he can sink his dick into, isn’t that all that matters to most? Okay, maybe not all men, but clearly Melissa’s dad is more on the rough side.

Truth be told, I wouldn’t mind him getting rough with me.

Those first few pangs of lust shoot through my core as I envision him sliding into me, taking what he wants. And as he further wakes up and moves his hand underneath my shirt, I realize that’s exactly where this is headed.

“Mmm, let me at those titties, baby,” Daddy grumbles in my ear.

I slowly move my arm out of the way, feeling conflicted. And as Daddy’s hand moves to my breast, I’m not sure if I should stop this or just ride it out, see where it goes. Melissa would probably freak if she walked in on us right now. But my pussy is throbbing, and it’s getting harder to think clearly.

“Uh, Daddy, are you sure about this?” I ask, keeping my voice in a whisper.

“I’m sure, baby. Living up here in the mountains, I don’t get much action. And damn if you don’t make me hard as steel with that young, pert, fertile body of yours.”

His fingers start to brush across my nipple, and I naturally arch my back in some sort of primal response to his touch.

“Atta girl. Daddy loves playing with his girl’s nipples.”

I huff as he lightly pinches it, then I feel him press his body to mine, sandwiching his cock between my butt crack. I bite my lip as he moves to my other breast, teasing the sensitive buds with his strong hands. My panties dampen, and find myself rolling my hips softly, hoping he can feel it on his cock.

“You want Daddy’s dick, don’t you little girl?”

My walls clench, and I release a soft moan. “Yes, Daddy.”

His hand slips down my belly, then his fingers wiggle inside the waist of my panties, making me crave his touch. “Tell me, where does it belong first?” he asks, finding my clit with precision.

“Right there,” I answer, parting my legs slightly.

“Hmm-mm,” he mutters. “Wrong answer. It belongs in your mouth.”

My body feels like it’s been lit on fire as he flicks my clit with the tip of his finger. I get so close to cumming, but then he stops and rolls away from me. “Now, you get those pretty little lips down here and show me what that mouth can do, little girl.”

Heat ripples through me, and I can’t get on my knees fast enough, sticking my ass in the air. I still have to pee, and it’s so bad that I can feel a little fluid leak out as I lower myself to his crotch. Jesus, it’s like I’ve turned into a dribbling mess, with my pussy and mouth both watering for this man. My panties are drenched.

Even in the dark, with the little bit of light beginning to peek through the window, I can see Daddy gripping the base of his erection with his huge hand. And based on the amount of thickness to his girth, I’m going to have fun trying to fit every inch of his steely length in my mouth.

“Don’t worry if it’s too big, baby. I’ll shove it in there.”

His free hand moves to the back of my head and gives it a gentle nudge, forcing me down. My mouth opens instinctively, and I feel him slip past my lips. I’ve never sucked a dick before in my life, but I’ve watched plenty of videos.

Daddy groans as I work his mushroomed head in and out of my mouth. Thick, salty fluid comes out in soft pulses, and the taste makes me crave him that much more. I move my tongue up and down his length, then caress as far down as I can go, and he responds by pushing his hips up in one hard push.

My teeth graze the surface of his shaft but it doesn’t seem to bother him. He just moans and tells me how good my wet little mouth feels.

I come up and lick my lips, tugging his length a few times, and he responds by thrusting, basically fucking my hand. I squeeze him tighter and take him in my mouth again, and this time, he grips the sides of my head and pushes as far back as he can.

His cock head rubs along my throat, and I feel him grow harder, his voice tight as he groans above me and keeps forcing himself further and further back. I can feel him stretching my tonsils, and I gag as tears form in the corners of my eyes.

“Daddy cums hard, baby. And I’m about to spray that throat of yours.”

My body coils, and snot drips from my nose as I try to take a breath. But the forcefulness of his deep-throating is also making me cream my panties. My pussy quivers and my walls begins to throb, aching for a release.

Just when I think I can’t take another second, he shoots his load, ropes of warm cum oozing down my throat.

“Aaaahhhhh,” he groans, lifting my head up slightly so I can take a quick breath. I fill my lungs then go back down, this time moving my fingers to his balls and toying with them, massaging them lightly as they grow tight and seem to bounce softly.

Another jet of cum pulses out, and I choke it down as Daddy tugs on my hair.

“Fuck. Just …. fuck, baby.”

I manage to gulp down everything he gives me, and I swear I’m about to burst from being so turned on.

“You still have to go to the bathroom?” he asks, sitting up and pressing his thumbs to the corners of my mouth.

“Yes, Daddy. Really bad.”

“Good. Let’s get you somewhere it’s okay to make a mess.”

He flicks the lamp on and I can see this devilish smile on his face. And yes, I check out the rest of his deliciously beefy body all covered in hair. God, he is something else. I wouldn’t call him a body builder, but he definitely is stocky. Lots of meat on his bones. Fuck. If I lived here with Melissa I doubt I could keep my hands off him.

He takes me by the hand and leads me to the bathroom, starting the water in the shower. He then pulls my top off and takes his time looking me over. I have average sized boobs, and I can’t tell if he’s impressed by what he sees or if he is just being a man and ogling.

“Baby, come here and kiss your daddy,” he says, gripping my arms and pulling me to him.

His lips smash into mine and his tongue invades my mouth with a fierce hunger. His beard tickles my face and then my neck as he moves there for more kisses and bites. My pussy lips feel like they are being flooded with blood, swelling and aching. And it doesn’t help that my bladder is full.

“Mmm, you kiss just like a little angel,” he groans, brushing the tips of his fingers over my nipples.

“An angel? I don’t think I’ve ever been called that.”

“Well get used to it. Because as long as you’re stuck here with me, you’re my angel.”

Without even telling me to take my panties off, he gets in the shower and pulls me inside under the stream of warm water. I let my eyes travel over his body, and I notice he’s getting hard again. I’m envious of the water traveling over his flesh.

“You like it rough?” he asks me, sliding his palm up my tummy.

“I … I think I would. Never done it.”

His eyes grow wide and a growl rumbles up his throat. “I’ll get you good and trained to love it rough. That’s the only way you’ll take it from me.”

I bite my lip as his hand goes around my throat. My nipples prick into hard points, despite the warmth around me, and Daddy’s finger moves the crotch of my panties aside. “Set your leg up here, angel.”

Daddy’s hand pushes my inner thigh, and so I rest my foot on the ledge underneath the soap holder. His fingers tighten around my neck, not enough to make me dizzy. Just enough to let me know I’m not going anywhere.

And then I feel a finger slowly push inside my pussy, then two fingers as he watches my face. I suck in a rush of air as he curls those fingers in his direction, massaging the one part of my vaginal walls I can never reach. The burn hits right away, and my legs start to tremble, ever so slowly.

“Let it out, angel, whenever you’re ready. Daddy wants to make you cum before I fuck you good and hard.”

I huff and rock my hips, then reach up to grab ahold of his arm—the one that’s controlling the upper half of my body. And it’s a good thing because I start to feel unsteady on my feet as his finger-fucking becomes more aggressive.

As his grip tightens around my throat, my eyes start to throb just a little, and I could swear my bladder is about to explode. And then there’s pressure against my clit from the meaty part of Daddy’s palm, and the same kind of pressure against my G-spot, coming from the tip of his finger. Daddy’s hands are rough, violent almost as one holds my neck and the other brings me to the edge or orgasm. It’s like I have no control over any part of myself right now.

Daddy growls as my walls grow tighter, and suddenly it’s as though a balloon inside of me is on the verge of popping.

“Oh god … oh Daddy!” I cry out.

I cum, spraying hard all over Daddy’s hand, my juices splashing on the floor of the tub. And it just keeps coming out and keeps coming out as my body shudders through an orgasm. White lights flash in my periphery, and my legs are quaking uncontrollably.

“That’s my good girl. Make a mess for Daddy, sweet angel.”

His voice sounds so sexy and deep as my body jerks for I don’t know how long. And Daddy just keeps finger fucking me so hard as I squirt out what seems to be buckets of cum.

“Mmm, you got me hard again, angel. Now it’s Daddy’s turn to enter that sweet virgin pussy of yours.”

He flips me around and peels my panties to the side once again. And I feel his cock slice through my lips, thick and hard as steel.

I toss my hands up to the shower wall and he takes ahold of my blond hair, wrapping it around his fist several times before plunging deep.

All the air escapes my lungs as he starts fucking me, wrapping his arm around my waist to hold me in place.

My jaw drops as Daddy claims me, and steam dances all around us as he takes my innocence. I can feel my nails scratching the cheap fiberglass walls, my head coming dangerously close to banging against it.

Daddy’s voice grows deeper as he clips out a series of groans. He fucks me harder, tugging my hair good enough to make it hurt. His cock feels like it grows in size, getting thicker, harder, slicker, as it pummels me and rams into my cervix.

“God, angel. I’m going to fucking cum so hard inside this cunt of yours…”

His words trigger something inside of me, and I cum right there, more fluid spraying from my innermost depths.

I shriek, fully submerged in a blend of pleasure and pain, my body pierced by the sensation of being taken this way by a man I hardly know but call Daddy.

“Oh fuck … you’re so tight,” he grunts.

And then, his pace slows but deepens, grinding hard inside of me as he cums. His voice is gravelly as he moans, and with one firm tug of my hair, he cranes my head up high. I feel his seed filling me up before spilling out. But I’m still cumming too, my cunt tightening over and over around his length.

“Oh Daddy,” I purr, feeling enveloped in ownership.

Daddy slips out of me and turns me around, pulling my panties down and letting them flop to the floor of the shower.

“Fuck, I worked up an appetite.”

“I could go for some bacon and eggs myself,” I say, rubbing my hands up his chest.

“Oh, I wasn’t talking about food.”

I smile as Daddy washes me off, then towels me dry all lovingly. He ends up setting me on the bathroom counter and kneeling on the floor in front of me, working his tongue all over my pussy and making me cum again.

It’s only then that we eat a proper breakfast, during which I finally look outside and see that the ground is covered in three feet of snow.

I let out a long breath. “Looks like I’m stuck here for a while.”

Daddy chuckles. “As if I’m letting you leave, ever.”

I spin around to face him. “Is that a threat or a promise?”

He comes to me and lifts my chin up to him. “That’s a promise. You’re my daughter’s best friend. You belong here with us. With me.”

“I couldn’t agree more, Daddy.”

And it was true.


Daddy’s Christmas Surprise

Copyright © 2019 Izzy Slam

Mama surprised me this Christmas by running off with her new boyfriend, leaving me all alone for the holidays. Feeling broken hearted, I decide to pay her ex-husband a visit—that special someone who used to be the man of the house. But when I walk past his window and catch a glimpse of him engaging in private adult activities, it’s obvious he has no one to spend the holidays with either. I think I might be catching him by surprise when I knock on the door.


Mama’s note is short, not-so-sweet, and to the point. She’s run off with Randy, that piece of shit guy she’s been seeing for several months.

I say he’s a piece of shit because he hasn’t worked a day in his life, and he always expected mama to pay for everything

I really miss Joe, the man she used to be married to. The man I used to call “Daddy,” even though my real daddy died when I was a baby. Joe took me in and treated me like I was his very own. He raised me with a firm but loving hand, and always made sure I had everything I needed. I loved him so much. Hell, I still do, even though we haven’t talked in almost a year.

In fact, it was just a year ago that mama left Joe for Randy, and I’ll never understand why. Joe was good to her. What is Randy? A jerk who apparently wants to steal a woman away from her kid so they can live in Hawaii, and all just two days before Christmas no less.

Whatever.

Mama says in her note that she will keep paying the mortgage and put some money in my account every month so I can buy food, but that I will need to get a job if I want extra spending money. I think this is a highly shitty thing to do to your nineteen-year-old daughter who, yes, is finished with high school but who doesn’t have a job because of crippling social anxiety.

Looks like I’m going to have to find a way to overcome this.

Right after the holidays are over.

And what the fuck am I supposed to do with all these presents I bought her?

The first few tears erupts from my eyes, spilling down my cheeks one at a time before I turn into a living, breathing, leaky faucet. I don’t know what I’m going to do. How could she just up and leave me, right before such a huge holiday? We were going to cook a full Christmas meal together. Turkey and dressing, sweet potato casserole, beans and veggies seasoned with bacon, homemade sourdough bread, and even cranberry sauce, straight from the can because that’s how we’ve always loved it the best.

I spend the whole night lying in bed, crying my eyes out. And by the morning time, I feel sick to my stomach. But when I get up and stumble down the hallway to the kitchen, I begin to feel angry. Like seriously resentful.

By the time I have my first cup of coffee made, I am really pissed. So I call her up, and when she answers the phone, she sounds so happy I want to vomit.

I ask her if this is true, if it’s what she really wants. And she says, yes. That she has done her job in raising me, and she needs her life to herself now. But I think she’s being selfish. So I end up hanging up on her. Well, at least I know she wasn’t kidnapped or some bullshit.

I go to the fridge to get the cream for the coffee, and I see all the things we bought at the grocery store for our Christmas meal, and I say to myself, “you know what, Callie? You should just cook the turkey and dressing and sweet potato casserole and beans and veggies with bacon and homemade sourdough bread anyway. Even if you can’t eat it all. You could invite a few friends over.”

And that’s when I get to thinking about Joe.

My daddy.

The man who raised me whom I haven’t seen in a year.

I’d bet a dollar to a donut that he would love to come over. Or better yet, to have dinner brought to him. Too many ghosts and haunted memories here for him. For the both of us really.

Feeling inspired, I get everything I need to start the casserole. The sweet potatoes need to be baked, and I also have to whip up some cornbread for the dressing. Then, when everything is made, I’ll load it all up in my car and drive to Daddy’s.

I just know he will be so surprised, hopefully in a good way. I just hope he doesn’t have a new family or a new wife. Or a new girlfriend. That would suck if he had to send me away because I’m not welcome in his new life. But this is a chance I’m willing to take. As handsome as Daddy is, he also tends to be extremely particular about who he spends his time with. So I seriously doubt he’s moved on this fast.

Then again, you never know…

I figure that even if he does have a new life that I don’t fit into, I can take everything I’ve cooked to the homeless shelter and let them serve it to the needy. So it’s not like all this yummy food will go to waste.

By the time I get the car loaded up with all the casserole dishes and the giant turkey, I’m an excited but nervous mess. But that doesn’t stop me. I crank up the Christmas radio station and head on over.

It takes me forty-five minutes to get to Daddy’s house, but I’m just grateful I remember where he moved. I’ve only been here once. And I start to feel a little guilty about that. I should have come over here more, or at least checked in with him. He was so loving to me, and even made an effort to stay in touch with phone calls and texts. But I was always too busy to make time for him. I start to get nervous that he will be angry I showed up here unannounced. Like, how dare I try to insert myself into his life now?

Part of me is tempted to turn around and go home, but the other part has to believe that I will be a pleasant if not welcome surprise.

When I pull in his driveway, I’m relieved to see his car is here. I leave everything in my car as I walk to the front door, and I just happen to notice his curtains are wide open. Something catches my eye—movement in the corner—and I can’t help but turn my head and look.

And what I see makes my mouth drop open.

Daddy is fucking his new girlfriend over the back of the couch!

I blink my eyes in rapid succession, feeling my cheeks bloom red. I should turn around. Walk away. Run away. Fuck. At the very least, I should give him some privacy. But I seem to be stuck in place. Frozen is more like it.

I drag my gaze over my daddy’s body and mutter a few silent holy fucks. He still has that sexy salt and pepper hair and five o’clock shadow. But he’s put on a few pounds, transitioning his body from a thin frame of a man to a big, beefy hunk.

Let me be very clear. I’ve never paid particular attention to preferred body types. My friends would ask me what I like, and I’d always come back with “I like to be treated nice, first and foremost.” After all, who cares what you look like if you’re an asshole, right?

Most of them would roll their eyes at me, but it’s genuinely how I felt. But right now? As I watch my big beefy daddy pound the fuck out of his woman, I am so turned on that my panties are getting soaked. The way his strong arms hold her down, and the way his jaw is clenched tight. How his hips rock hard and fast as he pummels her. Damn, this is so wrong but so deliciously hot.

I find myself breathing faster, getting way more turned on than I should by the man who used to kiss my boo-boos, and I take a step toward the window without really thinking. And that’s when I notice that something seems … off. It could be the plastic-like sheen on the woman’s skin, or the way her arm is sort of lightly bouncing up and down, almost stiff-like. Or it may be the fact that her leg is folded completely in half and stuck underneath her ass.

Jesus. My daddy is fucking a blow-up doll??

I toss a hand over my mouth at some sort of attempt to hold back a gasp, and his head whips in my direction, startling me. Actually, startling us both. He scrambles by jerking a blanket and covering the doll, and that’s about the time that I dart towards my car, convinced it would be best if I leave.

My entire body feels hot all over, but I can’t tell if it’s because I’m embarrassed for him or because I’m aroused by what I just witnessed. Maybe a combination of both.

Either way, I’m sitting in the driver’s seat when I realize that leaving now would be shittier than just knocking on the door and pretending like I didn’t see a thing. I sit there, tapping my fingers on the steering wheel, when I see him walk outside. He’s wearing his long leather coat I bought him two Christmases ago, and he’s just standing there, staring at me.

I smile nervously and wave, and he waves back, so I get out of the car.

“Uh, hi, Joe.”

“Callie? I wasn’t sure if that was you. Get over here.”

He spreads his arms as I walk his way, my heart beating like mad inside my chest. He’s smiling like he’s genuinely happy to see me.

I wrap my arms around him, and I can’t believe how good he feels, how yummy he smells, and how incredibly warm he is.

He moans softly as he hugs me back, and it makes me feel all warm and fuzzy inside.

“This is a pleasant surprise. I’ve missed you.”

“I’ve missed you, too, Daddy. I mean Joe.”

He chuckles. “I love that you can still call me that. Why don’t you come inside?”

I love the fact that he is glossing over the fact that I just caught him fucking a blow-up sex doll. “Yeah, sure.”

I follow him inside, noticing that he got rid of the “girlfriend.”

“I’ll be right back,” he says, holding up a finger and disappearing down the long hallway. I imagine he has to go to his room and put some clothes on. And I won’t lie. I’m wondering just how big that cock of his is, now that I can see just how meaty the rest of his body is. What if he’s always had an oversized cock trapped on a skinny man’s body? And now his body matches his cock?

My pussy throbs at these naughty thoughts that are running rampant through my brain right now. I sit down on his couch and grab one of his tabletop magazines, scanning the pages like I’m actually interested in what they have to say. Daddy returns, this time wearing long jeans and a snug fitting t-shirt.

“You look great, Daddy.” I’m thinking that the extra weight really agrees with him, but I don’t say that part.

He winks at me, sitting next to me on the couch. “Thank you, babydoll. I feel amazing. And you’re looking as beautiful as ever.” His hand softly strokes my shoulder, and I feel tingles dance on my skin.

“Aw, thanks,” I say, blushing.

“I’ve missed you this year. What’s been going on with you?”

And there it is: the guilt over not staying in touch with him. “Just the same old, same old. Sorry I haven’t stayed in touch. I really regret that.”

“Don’t worry about it, sweetie. Better late than never.”

There’s this awkward silence for a few minutes, and I start to ask him if he’s talked to Mama, if he knows what’s going on with her.

“So … about what you just saw…”

I bite my lips, and he sort of rubs the tops of his legs.

“Oh, don’t worry about it. We all have our moments.” I laugh nervously, and he just rubs his chin, pointing his chocolate brown eyes at me.

“Yeah, well, I just didn’t want you to think that I’m some reject who can’t get a date.”

“I would never think that about you, Joe.”

His lips pull into a smile, and he reaches over, touching my face. “I like it better when you call me Daddy.”

“I’ll try to remember that.”

He winks at me again. “Good.”

“But seriously. You’re an amazing man, nice and loving and attractive. I’m sure you have to beat the women off with a stick.”

He pulls a face and rubs his chin again. “I wouldn’t go that far. It’s just that, well, I haven’t really met anyone I like. And, you know, the doll …” he points over his shoulder, in the direction of his room, and I feel my face turn red again.

“She doesn’t talk back or argue about what position you want to put her in?”

He raises a brow and moves his eyes to my chest. I realize my nipples are tingling and getting hard, and I have no idea what possessed me to say something so bold.

“I hadn’t really thought of it, but yeah. I was going to say it’s a little more fun to play around with something that resembles a woman. Using the hand gets a bit boring after a while.”

He waves his big mitt in the air, and I giggle. And holy shit, I can’t believe we are actually making jokes about his sex life. Or lack thereof.

“I know what you mean, Daddy. I get tired of using my damn finger all the time.”

He smiles, licking his lower lip, and I suddenly notice the bulge that’s forming between his legs.

“Sounds like both of us have a fairly tame life in the bedroom.”

“Yeah, it’s pathetic,” I sigh, letting my head fall back on the couch. “Then again, I’m like you. I haven’t met anyone worth hopping in the sack with. So … finger it is.”

Nervous butterflies swarm through my insides as this topic of conversation turns more graphic than I would have ever expected.

“Well,” he says, brushing a hand over my shoulder once again. “I’m glad you’re being selective. There are way too many men, just waiting to take advantage of a beautiful, sexy girl like you.”

I flit my eyes in his direction, casually glancing at his cock. It’s gotten bigger, and Daddy even moves his other hand to his inner thigh, as if he wants me to see. And … what did he just call me???

“You think I’m sexy?”

“Oh hell yes. Any guy would be lucky to have you.” As he says it, his thumb slowly grazes the tip of his erection, and it bumps underneath his jeans. If I didn’t know better, and I don’t, I’d say that my former stepdaddy is making the moves on me.

And it is making me wet.

I wonder what he would do if I took the bait.

“Well, do you have any guys in mind? Because, like we have both said, using our own hands can make for a dull and lifeless sex life.”

He licks his lips once again and scoots a little closer to me. “I have some ideas. One in particular.”

“Oh really?”

He brushes my long curls over the back of my shoulder and moves his gaze over my body. I’m thinking that I might be overdressed in my leggings and snug red sweater.

“Yeah, really. And if you’d like to know who, maybe you should sit in my lap and pretend I’m Santa Claus. Only, I’ll be telling you what I want for Christmas.”

That sounds like the best idea I’ve heard all year. Suddenly, the fact that my mother has abandoned me for her dumb boyfriend takes a spot on the back burner. And despite the fact that I have a car full of food, I don’t care about it at the moment.

“I might have a few things on my wishlist too, Santa.” I stand up and Daddy taps the top of his thigh.

“I suggest you tell me what you want, then, baby girl.”

I sit down, and Daddy wraps his arms around me as I snuggle close. He softly rubs my arms, sending tingles of happiness all down my spine.

“What I’d like,” he says, slipping his hand underneath my sweater, “is the chance to catch up with my baby girl, find out what she’s been up to while Daddy has been missing her.”

“Well, maybe what I’d like,” I reply, moving my arms out of the way as his fingers graze my tummy, “is to get a little closer to my daddy. Really find out what makes him happy.”

I hear a low growl climb up his throat as his thumb finds my nipple through my bra, and my pussy tightens as it grows wetter.

“I think I can arrange that, princess.”

And then his lips are on my neck, nibbling and biting as he toys with my breasts. I scoot a bit closer, finding his erection and wiggling against it with my hip. He snaps the front of my bra, forcing my breasts to spill out, and I groan as he cups them in his hands, still trailing his tongue over my neck.

“Daddy…” I whisper, falling into the snare of this seductive trap.

“Yes, baby girl. I know what you want. And Daddy is gonna let you get closer to him. Much closer…”

With a quickness, Daddy flips me back on the couch, forcing the laughter to erupt from my mouth. He pulls off my shoes then peels my leggings down. I can see that he’s still hard as a rock, but his priority seems to be getting me naked from the waist down.

I lift my sweater so he can get a good look at my ample chest, and I softly roll my nipples between my fingers, teasing and pleasing myself as he grips my hips and lifts them in the air.

“Have I mentioned how much I love to eat pussy?”

I shake my head. “Crazy as it is, it’s never come up in conversation before, Daddy.”

He lifts his brow at me. “Remind me to start more sexy conversations with you.”

I press my teeth into my lower lip and sit up on my elbows so I can watch him dive face-first into my pussy.

He goes slow at first, pressing his lips to mine so he can give me sexy kisses, followed by a light grazing of his teeth against my flesh. I huff, and he drags his tongue over my outer labia while pulling his eyes upward, watching me with intent.

I love the way he wants to watch my facial expression, but the moment that tongue of his flicks my clit, my eyes slam shut and I fall back on the couch.

“Oh yes, Daddy…” I purr.

He goes to town on my pearl, licking and massaging, caressing and flicking. My legs shake and my heart races as I topple over the edge. I’m still holding my breasts, but his hands reach upward and push them out of the way so he can torment my aching nips with alternating pinches, both soft and deliciously painful.

Rolling my hips up and down, I fist his hair tightly, holding him steady as he sucks on my clitoris, making me shiver with blissful delight throughout the duration of my orgasm.

I’m floating on that cloud when I notice that he is standing up and taking off his jeans.

“Damn, baby girl. You are so fucking beautiful.”

“And better than some rubber blow-up doll, right?”

“Oh Christ,” he grumbles, rolling his eyes as he kicks his pants aside. “So much better.”

He’s standing there in his tight boxer briefs, about to pull them down, when I sit up and drop to my knees in front of him. “Wait a second. I want to do that.”

He moves his hands out of the way and smiles devilishly at me. “Go for it, baby.”

I pinch the top of his underwear and briefly study the outline of his cock. He’s definitely well endowed, but not so big that I can’t have fun using my mouth on all of him.

My mouth starts to water as his cock springs forth, and he ends up fisting my hair as I grip the base of his steely erection.

“This is the kind of catching up a man could get used to.”

“Oh, I’m sure.” I flash a smile up at him, then immediately tug his crown past my lips. Salty pre-cum floods my mouth, and I have a little fun teasing him with my tongue, probing his slick slit and slathering the fleshy ridge that circles the tip.

“Oh god … baby…” he moans, tightening his grip on my hair.

I bob my head up and down, taking him deeper and deeper. I trace the veins with my tongue, working to massage the underside of his length while paying particular attention to the frenulum.

“Jesus, princess. You’re going to tug the cum right outta my balls.”

I vocalize my approval, then move my hand to cup his balls, gently rolling them in the palm of my hand as I suck harder and faster.

Daddy starts to growl, thrusting his pelvis forward and ultimately driving his cock to the back of my throat. I love this forceful side of him, and when I feel him turn to steel, he groans once again, tugging his cock out of my mouth with aggression.

“As much as I want to cum in your mouth, I’d much rather make that deposit in your pussy.”

“Your wish is my command,” I tell him, placing a quick kiss on the tip of his dick and making it bob up and down.

He positions me on the couch so that one knee is on the floor and the other is tossed on top of a cushion. And I feel him get behind me, one hand pulling my hair and the other pressing into the small of my back.

“You should be warned … it’s been a while, baby.”

I toss him a look. “I hope that means you’re going to take out your sexual frustration on me, in a forceful way.” My last boyfriend was way too gentle. I’m looking forward to being manhandled by my daddy.

“I would have it no other way.”

His cock slides deep inside of me, pulling a groan from both our throats. His first few thrusts are mostly gentle, but he picks up the pace and quickens his movements. I start huffing as he pulls my hair harder, and his balls begin to slap against my lips. I arch my back, and suddenly those cum-filled balls of his are hitting my clit.

Daddy fucks me with greater force, and as the head of his shaft rubs that magical spot along my vaginal wall, I feel the heat grow and spread as I get close to cumming.

“Come on, baby. Cum for Daddy,” he growls.

With a gentle pull, Daddy pulls my head up higher, forcing my gaze to the ceiling as he fucks me with fury. The control that he’s exerting over my body sends me cascading down the cliff, and I explode into one of the most powerful orgasms I’ve ever had. I should have known it would come from the man who raised me, who gave me everything.

The man I almost lost because I didn’t bother to stay in touch with him.

“Oh Daddy…” I moan, feeling my walls clamp down around his girth.

“That’s my good girl,” he grits out. “You feel so damn good, I can’t hold back any longer. I gotta plant my seed inside of you…”

Oh god, if my daddy gets me pregnant, that would really piss my mother off.

But who cares? She’s not even around anymore.

“Do it, Daddy. Make me pregnant with your baby.”

He releases a steady growl as he cums inside of me. I feel the rush of heat, the warmth of his jizz as it spurts and covers my walls before dripping out. He rams himself hard and deep several more times, until he is completely empty.

And then his arms wrap around my waist, and he lifts me to the couch before tucking a pillow underneath my bottom to keep anymore of his seed from spilling out.

He then lies on top of me, pressing his lips to mine. I find it odd but sweet that we fucked before kissing. His tongue is warm and soft as it explores my mouth.

“Do you really want to have my baby, baby?” he asks.

I laugh softly, and nod. “You know Mama disappeared, right?”

He frowns, then kisses my forehead. “No, but it doesn’t surprise me. Did she run off with that jackass Randy?”

I squeeze my eyes closed and nod again.

“Oh baby,” he says, kissing a tear as it rolls down my cheek. “You can stay with me. We’ll have a good life together.”

I sniff and hug him close. “We did always get along pretty good.”

“Better than pretty good. And this will be the best Christmas yet if you stay the night.”

I nearly squeal with delight, then kiss him on the lips again. “That sounds perfect. Oh! And I have a ton of food in the car. We should get it before it goes bad.”

His face turns serious, and he drags a finger over my lips. “You really think I want to eat anything other than you this holiday?”

I laugh again.

Yeah, life with Daddy is going to be pretty fucking amazing.


Caught Under the Mistletoe with Daddy

Copyright © 2019 Izzy Slam

When I pick up Crissy from College, I only plan to bring her home for the holidays. Not get caught under the mistletoe with the sweet, sexy, and innocent girl I raised.


“Just wait till you see what Paula did to our room, Daddy. You’re going to be blown away.”

Christ. I’m already blown away. I sent my little girl Crissy off to college four months ago, and she’s bloomed into something downright gorgeous. Not that she wasn’t gorgeous before, but holy fuck. And I get to spend her entire Christmas break with her. Just the two of us.

“Mm, I can’t wait to see it, baby.” I check her ass out as she walks ahead of me. And yeah, I admire her long golden hair, too, and the way it flows around her shoulders. I know, I’m a fucking pervert. But what’s a man to do when he hasn’t gotten laid in almost a year? Besides, Crissy isn’t my daughter. She’s just the girl I helped her mother raise.

Crissy is nineteen years old now, and her mother and I were together for fifteen years. But she divorced me several years ago. So, technically, I’m Crissy’s former stepdaddy. But she and I have always been close, so we still keep in touch.

I haven’t seen her since she started school last August, when her mother and I bid her farewell so she could pursue her dreams of becoming a therapist. She was skinny as a rail back then, but Crissy spent the Thanksgiving holidays with her mother. And it looks like she put on a few pounds. Fuck. She looks amazing. Healthy.

“How was the drive up here, Daddy?”

“Not bad. The weather cooperated,” I answer, still sweeping my gaze over Crissy and telling my cock to calm the fuck down.

I know it’s not right looking at Crissy like a sexual object, but her tight curves and bodacious body is making my blood pump hard. And at the end of the day, I am a man with needs. I won’t act on those needs. Not with Crissy. But you can bet my hand will be getting a workout tonight.

“That’s good. It’s been nice here, too. I love going to school in Florida.” She tosses a look over her shoulder at me and giggles before opening the door to the dorm room she shares with Paula.

And when I walk inside, I can see that the entire small space is decorated with Christmas items. There’s a small tree in the corner resting atop a desk, and around it are miniature presents with bows galore. An entire wall is covered in shiny red wrapping paper, the opposite wall holding several stockings. Garland hangs from the ceiling, dotted with small red berries. And on each of the girl’s beds is a giant white teddy bear with a red bow tied around its neck.

“Jesus Christ,” I mumble. “She really did go all out, huh.”

“Yes. Isn’t it amazing?” Crissy presses her hands together and wears this happy smile that I have missed so much. Her light blue eyes glow at me, and I can’t help but smile back.

“It truly is, baby. Where is your roommate, by the way? I never had the chance to meet her.”

“She left last night. Flew home to California. So, it’s just you and me.” She comes to me, slides her arms around my waist, and bats those baby blues up at me. “All I have to do is grab my suitcase from the closet, along with the bag of presents, and we can take off.”

“Sounds good. Can I help you get anything?”

“Yes.” She boops me on the nose—something she’s done since she was little because I used to do the same to her—and I chuckle. “It’s all in here, if you’ll follow me.”

She walks to the spacious walk-in closet, and once again, I check out her backside. Damn, she got her mother’s figure, that’s for sure. I always did like a few curves, a nice bouncy ass.

I pause at the doorway of the closet and watch her tap her chin as she stares at her clothes.

“Where’s the suitcase, baby?”

“It’s over here,” she says, nodding to her right. “I’m just trying to decide which stuffy to take with me for the ride.”

I look up and see that she has about a half a dozen small stuffed animals on the top shelf. It’s pretty adorable. “Would you like me to pick?”

She looks at me, and her eyes immediately drift upward.

“Oh my god,” she murmurs.

“Um, what?” I turn my gaze upward to see what she’s ohmygod’ing, and there it is, in bright green and red, hanging upside down in its traditional fashion.

Mistletoe.

“Oh, wow. Kind of a weird place for that, but okay.”

Crissy smiles at me before sinking her teeth into her lower lip. “Looks like you’ve gotten caught, Daddy.”

“Caught? By what?” I laugh.

“I should say ‘we’ve’ gotten caught.”

“Again, I don’t follow you.”

“Daddy,” she says, wrinkling her face and tossing her hands on her hips as she approaches me. “You know as well as I do what you’re supposed to do underneath the mistletoe.”

My cock bulges. A completely involuntary reaction to what I just heard. I mean, we all know what you’re supposed to do underneath mistletoe. Is she … is my little girl suggesting what I think she is suggesting?

“Get on over here, then. Give your daddy a kiss.” I tap my cheek and turn my head to the side, giving Crissy explicit instructions to plant one on my face.

“Oh no. You’re supposed to kiss for real. On the lips.” Crissy slips her arms around my waist and angles her head up at me. Her pretty pink lips are lined with gloss, and she bats her eyes. And fuck me if I’m not hard as a rock right now.

“Well,” I say, clamping down my dark side, like literally choking the life out of it. “If you weren’t my daughter, this wouldn’t be so awkward right now.”

“I’m not your daughter,” she says, her lips turning into a pout. “I’m not even your stepdaughter anymore.”

I feel like the biggest dickhead right now.

Fuck, dude, just kiss her.

“Yeah, yeah, I know. Sorry, honey.”

As my hand goes to the back of her head to pull her close, I feel my heart hammer inside my chest. I give her a quick peck, tasting the deliciousness of her minty lip gloss and smelling the sweet scent of her shampoo.

And goddamn it, do I want more.

“That was nice,” she says, licking her lips. “But I hope you don’t kiss your girlfriends like that.”

“What? Hell no. What?” I raise a brow at her and pre-cum seeps from my cock. Her body pushes against mine as she hugs me tighter.

“Daddy,” she whispers. “Kiss me like I’m one of your girlfriends.”

All it would take to blow me down right now is a gentle breeze. Jesus. I can’t fucking believe what I am hearing. Crissy’s lips are inches from mine, and she’s looking up at me with all this need in her eyes. I don’t think, I just act. I mean, goddamn it. My dick is so hard right now, it’s straining in my jeans, begging to be released.

Fuck it. My mouth is on hers, and my tongue slips inside as a growl climbs up my throat. I hear her whimper, but she’s giving me tongue back, and her hot little body is grinding against mine. She must feel my cock twitching underneath the zipper of my jeans.

I let my hands glide down her back as she moans, and I cup her ass, pulling her closer to me. Fuck, she feels so good.

How many times have I fantasized about having a younger girl? If I said only a few, I’d be lying. More like, thousands. And I’ve pictured Crissy in my arms a hundred different ways, but never in my craziest fantasies did I ever think she wanted to be in my arms like this. I don’t know what’s happened to make her act this way, but this is the best Christmas gift she could have given me.

Her hands work their way up my chest, and she digs her fingers into my pecs, purring and grinding on me like a little dog in heat.

“Daddy … you kiss so good,” she says, rubbing her lips together. “I’ve always known you’d be a good kisser.”

I struggle to catch my breath, my dick now pulsing with need. “I’ve had a lot of practice.”

“Mmm,” she says, biting her lip once again. “What else have you had practice with?”

“You’d like me to show you, wouldn’t you?” I groan before sinking my teeth into her neck.

The little gasp that escapes her lips makes me harder. “Based on that hard thing in your pants, I’d say you want it too.”

“Fuck. You got that right.”

“And you know,” she adds, rolling her hips and rubbing on my erection. “I’ve never done anything. So my body is a blank canvas upon which you can leave your mark.”

My dick twitches so hard I’m sure it will bust through the zipper. “Baby, you don’t have to tell me twice.”

I lift her off the floor and carry her to one of the beds in the room. I can tell which one is hers because she has this fuzzy pink pillow that I sent in a care package a few months ago. After lying her down I start unbuckling my pants.

“You like sleeping with that pillow?” I ask, nodding towards it.

She gives it a cursory glance and giggles. “More than you know. Not only do I snuggle with it, but I also use it to masturbate with.”

“You mean to tell me you use that thing to cum on?” I won’t lie. It makes my dick hard, knowing the little girl I raised is rubbing her naughty parts on a pillow I bought her.

“Yep. I take the corner and rub it on my clit.” She giggles once again, then teasingly lifts her tight little shirt, exposing her pert tits to me. Her dark red nipples are so hard they make my mouth water.

“Well, that’s good to know, princess. I’ll have to look into some other toys to send you in the next care package. Maybe some that are a little rougher than a pillow.”

She smiles, and I reach down to unbutton her jeans, keeping my eyes on her pretty little nipples. “I’d rather just have you here.”

“Well, I’m here now.” I pull off her boots, then tug the bottoms of her jeans. And when I see Crissy’s long legs and slinky yellow underwear, I can hardly stand it. How the fuck did I get so lucky?

“Show me how you use that pillow,” I tell her.

“Ooooh, I’d love to, Daddy.” Crissy reaches for the pillow and spreads her legs wide. I can see a wet spot, right in the middle of her yellow panties, and it makes my dick leak even more.

“Fuck, you make me so stiff, princess.”

With a hot little smile on her face, Crissy presses the corner of the pillow to her pussy and begins rolling her hips up and down. I can see what it’s doing, softly rubbing between her fleshy lips. Her abdominal muscles tighten as her eyes flutter shut, and her toes curl into the mattress.

“Don’t cum yet, baby. I get first shot at that.”

Letting out a huff, Crissy tosses the pillow aside, showing me that the wet spot has gotten bigger. “I need you, Daddy,” she says, tracing her fingertips directly over that magical spot, otherwise known as her clit.

“Fuck, baby. I need you more.” I kick off my jeans, leaving my underwear on, then pull off my shirt before grabbing my girl by the hips and pushing her up the bed a little. I lie on top of her and press her breasts together, small as they are. Her nipples look like tiny pieces of candy waiting to be licked.

“Are you always gentle on yourself when you masturbate with the pillow, my little angel?”

She giggles and nods. “Yeah. I’m not rough on myself. I prefer someone else be rough with me.”

“I intend to be rough,” I growl.

I dart my tongue out and trace circles over her nipples as Crissy’s legs wrap around my back. She locks her ankles behind me and starts to purr as I flick her hard little buds.

“Oh gaaahd,” she moans, running her small fingers through my hair. “That feels so good, Daddy. I’ve thought about you doing this a lot.”

“I wish I knew that sooner.”

But, better late than never, I think.

Her tits are so perfect I could spend all day playing with them. I suck on her nipples and angle my gaze up at her, and her teeth press into her lower lip. I’m so fucking hard right now I can hardly take it, so after teasing her nipples with playful biting, licking, and flicking, I trail my tongue down her belly, grabbing onto the lacy elastic waist of her panties with my teeth.

I can tell she likes it with her whimpering and squirming, so I use my hands to pull them further down. Her bald little pussy comes into view, and I groan at how sexy she looks.

“Fuck, princess. You keep yourself shaved?” I admit, it’s surprising, considering she’s a virgin.

“Yeah,” she laughs. “Nobody has hair anymore, Daddy. Makes it a lot more fun to masturbate.”

“Damn it. Daddy wants to watch you masturbate sometime, but for now, I want to make you cum with my tongue and fingers.”

I yank her panties the rest of the way down, then push her legs apart. Her sweet scent moves to my nose, and I know for a fact I have never smelled a pussy so delicious in all my adult life.

I slip a few fingers inside her folds, coating them in her slick desire.

She exhales and arches her back, making my cock turn to steel.

I watch the way her body squirms as I spread her pussy lips apart. And my cock pulses as I discover her swollen bundle of nerves, shiny with wetness. I flick it with the tip of my tongue, loving the salty-and-sweet flavor of my little girl. Crissy’s entire body jerks, which brings a smile to my face.

“Daddy,” she huffs. “Don’t tease me. I need it.”

I wrap my arms around her legs, hugging her to me and pressing my nose to her bald mound. “You’re gonna get it, baby.”

I press my lips to her clit and pull it inside my mouth so I can play with it a little more. Using my tongue, I move it in rapid circles over the slick and swollen tissue. Her thighs immediately slap against my face, and she starts quivering. I let out a groan as I move my fingers to her opening, slipping several inside, but only part of the way.

Christ, I can’t believe how fucking tight she is. I suckle her clit in soft rhythms as I pump my fingers in and out, and within a few seconds, I can feel the hot little dance of her bundle of nerves as she cums.

“Daddy … Oh!”

Crissy grinds her hips up and down and tightens her fist in my hair so hard it almost brings tears to my eyes. Fuck. I can’t believe I just made the girl I raised cum while I licked her.

My dick needs to be buried inside of her. Now. And I don’t have time to be all romantic about it and change positions. So I merely climb up the bed and straddle her face.

“Daddy’s going all in, baby doll. Open wide.”

I grip the base of my shaft and angle the tip of my cock at her mouth. She parts her lips, giving me a weary look. But if rough is what she wanted, rough is what she shall get.

I force my cock past her lips and push as far down as I can go. I can feel the vibrations of her grunts as I start fucking her face. She whimpers, placing her hands on the muscular globes of my ass. Jesus, I feel like a wild animal.

I lean over and push my fists into the mattress as I gain speed, pounding her face with my meatstick. She grunts and digs her nails into my flesh as I feel the first burst of cum bubbling its way up my balls. I know I must be choking her out, but I can’t stop the force of the orgasm.

I shoot my seed and let out a roar as it spurts in her mouth. I can tell she’s struggling to swallow it all down, so I lift up a bit, giving her a little break. She gurgles and coughs, right as another rope of my cum bursts out.

“Aaaahhhh,” I moan, already thinking about ramming my cock inside of her pussy.

Crissy’s tongue slips and slides along the underside of my shaft as she purrs, keeping me nice and hard.

“That’s a good girl,” I tell her, slipping from the perfection of her warm wet mouth and settling between her legs.

Her eyes are glazed, and her face and lips are red as she smiles at me in a daze. “Thank you, Daddy.”

“Are you ready to cum on my cock?”

With a quick nod, Crissy licks her lips and tosses her arms over her head. I spread her thighs and point my cock to her sopping wet gash. I push through her folds, watching her nipples grow hard like pebbles once again.

Her walls grip me so tight as I go in, but in one long thrust, I’ve broken past that barrier. Crissy hisses and I groan, sinking balls deep. She feels so fucking amazing, and while I start easy, it doesn’t take long for the rough beast to surface.

I lean over her and start pounding into her virgin cunt, gaining speed and force while watching my little girl’s face to make sure she is okay. Her mouth opens and she does nothing more than moan and beg me not to stop. Her tiny tits bounce up and down, and my balls slap against her wet lips. I won’t last long under these circumstances.

But fortunately, I am blessed with the ability to have multiple orgasms. And I’m going to give the same treatment to Crissy.

“Cum for Daddy, sweet girl,” I tell her, feeling my balls fill up again.

I’m about to spurt my seed inside of my girl’s belly, and I want to make sure she has a good cum before that happens.

She huffs a ‘yeah’ and her walls grow tight around my shaft. I go deep and grind my cock in such a way that I know I’m rubbing against her G-spot. And low and behold if her pussy doesn’t spurt everywhere.

“Oh gaaaahd!” she shrieks, thrashing her little body around underneath me.

I cover her body with mine, burying my face to her neck, and ram hard and deep before cumming a bucketload inside of her. Those fucking walls of hers are milking me dry, and with every jet of cum, my toes burn and curl a little harder.

My teeth sink into her flesh and I growl as the rest of my cum shoots out, her pussy still quivering and squirting as she writhes around.

“Oh Daddy…” she cries, over and over.

I end up flipping Crissy over and taking her from behind because I’m still hard as steel, and damn if she doesn’t have another orgasm.

But this time, after I cum, I have to take a break. And as I’m lying next to her, holding her sweet and tender body to mine, I get to thinking.

“You put that mistletoe up yourself, didn’t you, baby?”

“Would you be mad if I did?” she asks, playing with my hands that are cupping her breasts.

“Hell no. I’d be flattered.”

“What can I say? I told you I wanted you.”

“Congratulations. You got me, babygirl. I’m all yours this Christmas.”

But really, I’m all hers forever. Because there’s no way I’m ever letting my little angel walk away.


His Victorian Bride
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Book 1

Mean Daddy Duke

Daddy Duke is a mean, mean man. Everyone knows this, and the whole town goes out of their way to stay out of his way. But as the town’s only blacksmith, he holds a lot of power, to the point of getting away with murder.

Now, Daddy Duke plans to take a bride, and guess who he wants? Me. Sweet and innocent Emma. And I know this bastard of a man will want to give it to me rough and leave me raw. I should fear for my life. But I am drawn to this dangerous man…


I can hear the clang of the hammer hitting steel as I approach Daddy Duke’s shop. I truly hope he is in a good mood today, especially since I was chosen as the “lucky” one to deliver his lunch.

As he does most days, he came by the single ladies’ house earlier this morning and ordered a full spread: roast chicken, cooked whole potatoes, beans with ham, a loaf of bread, and a cherry pie for dessert. I have never known a man to eat so much at one meal, but Daddy Duke is a big, big man with a big, big appetite.

Daddy Duke is also a mean, mean man. He has this snarl on his face most of the time, and when he comes to the town dances we have, he sits in the corner and barks at the bartender to bring him beer after beer. He has loads of money but refuses to ever leave a tip. And one time, a couple years ago, he choked a man to death, just because he suspected he had stolen some tools from his forge. Turns out he was right, but Daddy Duke was never arrested or thrown in jail because, well, we are all just plain scared of him. Plus, he is the only one blacksmith in town, refusing to mentor any boys who come his way. Nobody even knows why he goes by the name “Daddy Duke” but rumor has it he spawned a number of kids in New York before moving down here five years ago. Personally, I think he gets a thrill out of intimidating people, and he certainly has control issues, but I just try to stay out of his way.

I have been pretty lucky so far with that endeavor, too. Every time he’s shown up at the home where I live with nine other single women, most of us scatter like prairie dogs. I notice him eyeing me, though, that hunger in his stare. A hunger you can’t describe but you know it when you see it. And I will admit, I am a little scared he might want to use me for his manly urges.

I mean, I say I am scared, but the truth is, when I carry that fantasy out in my head, of him pushing me over a table and lifting my skirt up, I end up soaking my britches. Sometimes the heat overtakes me, and I have to touch myself. I am only nineteen years old, and I have never ever been with a man in the biblical sense. And Daddy Duke is a good thirty or thirty-five years old. He has had plenty of time to gain some experience in the boudoir area.

I have a feeling that if Daddy Duke were to ever take a woman here, especially one so inexperienced, he would be rough. In fact, one of my closest friends, Arabella, says that she thinks he might be so uncontrolled when taking a woman, that he would kill her.

“Maybe on purpose, maybe on accident, who knows, Emma. Who knows…” she had whispered to me one night as we lay in bed, trying to sleep.

I don’t believe it. It would be dumb to kill a woman if she is bringing you pleasure. But I can sure see him leaving a few marks. With his hands and his teeth. And that thought makes me shiver with need.

I reach the wooden building where Daddy Duke works, peeking through the open door. Sparks fly as he brings the tool down on his latest project. Sweat glistens on his massive arms, and he grunts with each blow. His dark, curly hair is dripping wet, and my core grows hot, my flesh tingling as I feel more and more drawn to him and his strength. And unfortunately, the basket that holds his food grows heavier and heavier, but I just cannot seem to walk to him, afraid that I might startle him and make him angry.

He finally stands up, setting the large hammer down and wiping his hands down the front of his black apron before turning his head in my direction. His coal black eyes rake my body, and I realize I forgot to put on my long dress that is suitable for being in the presence of a single man, instead, leaving on the calf-length pants and white linen blouse that I had worn for my morning tasks.

I force a smile, my nerves feeling more frayed than ever. “Hi, Daddy Duke. I … I have your lunch here.”

“Well, don’t just stand there,” he grunts, nodding to the wooden table behind him. “Bring it on over here. I’m hungry.”

Wonderful. I’ve just gotten here and already succeeded in making him angry. “Of course, Daddy Duke. Sorry.”

I walk to the table and struggle to lift the basket, and he comes to me with a quickness, taking it by the handle and lifting it onto the wooden surface as if it weighs no more than a feather.

“Oh, thank you.”

He sniffs and eyes my bosom that is probably visible through the buttons of my shirt. “Why, my dear, are you thanking me for bringing me my lunch?”

I swallow hard as he opens the straw lid and starts plundering around. “I just meant … thank you for helping me with this. It was getting pretty heavy.”

He takes out the roast chicken and tosses the towel that covers it aside, jerking the leg off and taking a bite, leaving his lips shiny with grease.

“I might be a bastard, but I am not going make a woman do man’s work.”

I flash a genuine smile, feeling my cheeks blush. “You’re not a bastard, Daddy Duke.”

He narrows his eyes at me, and I get the sudden impression I have not said something that pleases him.

“Yes. I fucking. Am. Everyone knows not to mess with me, men and women alike. Now why don’t you sit your little bottom down and keep me company while I eat my lunch.”

I have to grip the table, his words shock me so. “I—I would love to, but … I think I have to get back and help with the cleanup.”

He sucks a piece of meat from his teeth and tosses the leg down, now nothing but bone. “This won’t take but thirty minutes. And then you can scoot on back and clean your little heart out. Now, take a seat so I don’t have to eat alone.”

I nod, muttering an ‘okay’ under my breath, feeling like a cow headed for slaughter. As I sit next to him, he empties everything from the basket, making these moaning sounds when he gets a whiff of the beans and ham. All I can do is sit there and think that with any luck, he will keep his word and let me go back home soon.

“So, you live with all those single, beautiful fucking ladies, huh.” He shovels a spoonful of beans in his mouth.

Obviously, Daddy Duke is not known for having a refined manner of speech.

“I suppose I do.”

Using the back of his hand to wipe his mouth, I wonder if anyone has ever taken the time to show him any manners of any kind.

“Daddy Duke,” I say, handing him a piece of white linen. “You have a napkin here. Feel free to use it, if you wish.”

He glances at it, then back at me. “Why don’t you do it for me?”

“Oh, okay.” I stand up and use the napkin to wipe around his lips, feeling awkward enough to turn red in the face. He has a lot of black soot on his cheeks, but I don’t bother with that because I don’t want to stain the napkin. “There, that’s much better.”

I start to sit back down, but Daddy Duke grabs my wrist, boring his dark angry eyes into mine, and takes the napkin from my grip before inspecting my hand up close.

“You have nice fingers.” I lift my brows, right as he sucks my index finger past his lips, sucking me like one of those sticks of peppermint from Dottie’s mercantile down the road.

My jaw drops, and I softly gasp as my womanhood responds instantly to the brush of his tongue on my digit. My core ignites, and my britches become soaked as he pulls my middle finger in his mouth too.

He keeps his eyes locked on mine as he swirls his tongue in seductive circles, and I am a trembling mess trying to figure out what is going on.

“Mm-mm-mm,” he finally moans, releasing my fingers from his mouth. “You have clean hands. I like a girl with clean hands. It means she is clean everywhere.”

I bite my lip and my nipples prick so hard they nearly hurt. “Thank you, Daddy Duke. I do like to think of myself as clean.”

“I will bet you have a dirty mind, though, don’t you, darlin’?”

“Uhh, I don’t know what you mean.” I sit back down and press my thighs together, and Daddy Duke moves his gaze up and down my flesh.

After tearing off a huge bite of bread, he moves his hand to the crotch of his britches and rubs, making my ache for him run that much deeper.

“I think you know what I mean. You are not dumb like one of those whores I paid for at the brothel in New York.”

I am not sure if that’s a compliment or not, but I feel like it’s intended to be … something.

“What I’m saying is that it’s been a while since I have had a toy. And I’ve been thinking about taking a bride. Someone from that single ladies’ house. Do you think there might be someone there who is a good fit for a bastard like me?” He lifts a brow in question.

I squeeze my thighs together tighter, thinking about what it would be like to be his wife. The throb between my legs intensifies, and my flesh feels like it’s on fire. This is crazy, too, because who knows how mean he would be to his wife. Being married to him might be pure hell.

“I don’t know, Daddy Duke. There are so many beautiful women there that would be lucky to have you for a husband. It’s hard to pick just one—”

He holds up a hand and throws the bread down. “Stop right there. All you had to say to that question was one word. A name, Emma. A simple name would have sufficed.”

Feeling humiliated, I lean back and lower my head. “Very well. How about—”

“Me.” He interrupts.

I look up and he’s rubbing his penis through his pants. “That’s all you had to say, was ‘me.’”

I point to my chest, lifting a brow. “You are talking about … me?”

He chuckles and nods, and then his face turns serious. “I think you need Daddy Duke inside of you. You might not be aware of it, but I’ve seen the way you look at me, and I can see your cheeks blushing at the thought of it all, your eyes dilating like a wild animal before being caught by her mate. I’d bet ten dollars that your tight little pussy is soaked right now, isn’t it?”

I chew on the inside of my cheek, too stunned to answer.

Daddy Duke shoves his food aside and turns his chair outward, curling a finger at me. “Come, sit in my lap. Let Daddy tell you a story.”

Shuddering from fear, I get out of my chair and move to his lap. He spins me until my back is to him, and then he pulls me back until my bottom is situated over his hardness. I feel it bump against me as he puts his giant hands on the tops of my legs. Suddenly, my fear abates, and I am hot all over once again.

“Once upon a time,” he begins, softly playing with my hair. “There was a beautiful, sexy, sweet little virgin named Emma. She lived in a big house with all her friends, and she thought her life was perfect. But then,” he continues, tightening his grip around my hair, “the town smith decided he needed a bride to take possession of.”

I huff as his penis bumps against my bottom, and I find myself rubbing against it ever so slightly. I just can’t help myself.

“But everyone was scared of this big, mean beast. No one wanted to marry him. They thought, that bastard of a man won’t treat his bride right. He’ll hurt her body, and he’ll hurt her feelings. Even sweet Emma wondered if she could trust him to not … destroy her. But let me tell you something…”

Daddy Duke’s free hand wanders up to my chest, and he finds my nipples through the linen shirt, giving them a pinch that makes me hiss.

He moves his lips to my ear, and I feel his breath as he tugs my hair. “There was only one way for sweet and sexy Emma to find out if Daddy Duke would hurt her or make her squeal from pleasure.”

I am hardly aware of it, but I’m rubbing my little bottom on his crotch so hard that his erection has pressed between my cheeks, even through the material of my girlie pants.

“Now,” he adds, his voice turning into a growl, “wouldn’t you love to find out which one it is?”

“Yes, Daddy Duke. Oh yesss,” I whisper, rolling my hips one more time. The thick seam rubs my clitoris, and I cum, my pussy throbbing over and over as Daddy Duke groans in my ear and rubs my nipples.

I feel him thrust his hips a few times, then the warmth of his cum as it soaks the fabric wedged between my ass cheeks. He growls, low and rumbly as the both of us move against one another. Heat ripples over my flesh, moving from my face to my belly.

Then suddenly, with no warning, he pushes me off of his lap and grabs the basket from the table, passing it to me sharply.

“Take this and get on back to your house.” He sniffs and rubs his pants. I can see the giant wet spot there, a combination of my juices mixed with his seed. Oh no. Had we really done that?

“Yes sir, Daddy.” He flicks his eyes up at me and clenches his fists on his legs. “I like the way you say that. You’ll be my baby, and I’ll be your daddy.”

I sink my teeth into my lower lip and nod quickly.

“Run on, then. I’ll be by later this afternoon to get you and take you home. You’ll be my bride and I’ll own you outright.”

I suck in a rush of air as I turn on my heels, smiling more brightly than I ever have.

***

Daddy arranged for a long white dress to be delivered to the house an hour later, and the lady even took me to the bath to give my hair a good washing.

“Don’t you want to use the good soap?” I ask her, wondering why she was solely focusing on my long locks.

“No, miss. Daddy Duke said he wanted your body to have its own natural scent. No perfumes or anything fancy.”

But apparently he wants my hair to be fancy. She spends another hour curling it and placing dozens of small, white flowers in a delicate circle around the crown of my head, making me look like an angel.

Everyone had heard that Daddy Duke was marrying me, and some of my friends were excited for me, but most of them showed concern more than anything.

Arabella pulls me aside, right before I’m supposed to walk outside to the garden where the wedding will take place.

“Are you okay, Emma? Are you frightened?”

I wrap my arms around her so I can hide my smile. “Yes, I am fine. A little scared, but I have faith that Daddy will be good to me.”

She pushes me gently away and looks me directly in the eyes. “Did you just say ‘daddy’?”

I can no longer hide my happiness. “Yes. He wants me to call him that.”

I watch as her cheeks flush, and I cannot help but wonder if she is getting aroused. “Well, that’s … nice.”

I giggle, unable to control the excitement I feel.

Daddy Duke wants me. Out of all these beautiful single women here, he chose me.

Our wedding ceremony is simple, with all the townspeople present. The church leaders are all present as well, and I can see the look of concern on a few of their faces.

But mostly I notice how handsome my daddy is. He’s dressed in a suit and even took the time to buff his shoes. His eyes graze over me languidly, and I find myself beaming at him as I stand before him. He does not break a smile, but that’s okay. I don’t really expect him to.

After I vow to be his wife, to love him and keep him for all the days of my life, the minister says that he can kiss his bride. Daddy places his large hands on either side of my face and puts his lips to mine, pressing them so hard I think my teeth might cut into my lip.

He then cups my face and I hear him breathing hard and deep, his coal black eyes sparkling with need. “The real kiss will have to wait,” he grits out. “Lest I get so stirred up I end up taking you right here and now, in front of all these townsfolk.”

My britches underneath my pretty dress dampen and heat flows through my veins. He takes me by the hand and walks down the pathway that leads to the street as everyone stands and wishes us well, tossing seeds and dried beans in our direction for good fortune and fertility.

Suddenly, I am so nervous I can hardly walk right. I find myself tripping over my own two feet. I barely catch a glimpse of Arabella before we are gone, and she is standing on her tippy toes in order to keep her eyes on us, biting her lip and batting her eyes. I think she wants her own husband now. Maybe Daddy knows someone from New York who would be a good suitor.

And why am I even thinking of such things right after becoming the wife of the meanest man in town?

I nearly trip again, and Daddy scoops me up in his arms. “Girl, did you forget how to walk?” he asks.

I wrap my arms around his neck and nuzzle close. “I am nervous, Daddy. Forgive me.”

His hands cup my bottom. “You ought to be nervous. You are my wife now, and I can do whatever I want to you.”

Fear grips me, and I realize he’s right. I belong to the meanest man in town, the one man who could kill me with his bare hands. The man who has killed before.

“But you know,” he says, kicking open his front door. “I picked you for a reason.”

He sets me down on the floor and I stumble backwards, grabbing ahold of a wingback chair. “You did, Daddy?”

He grabs me by the waist and pulls me close. “Oh yes. I did. You’re the most innocent girl in town. And with your creamy skin and shiny hair and child-bearing hips, you make me hard every day. I knew if I didn’t make you my bride I’d end up going on a killing spree.”

I part my lips to ask him why in the world he would go on a killing spree over little old me when I notice his jaw tick.

He touches my hair, seeming to admire me for a brief moment.

“Your hair looks perfect, just like an angel’s.”

“Thank you, Daddy.” I am starting to melt, seeing this softer side of him. But then he turns again, his forehead creasing.

“And now, it has come time for this devil to lay claim to his angel until she is begging for mercy.” He rips open my dress, tearing it to shreds as I gasp.

My pert breasts are now on full display for him, the nipples crinkling hard in his presence.

Daddy growls as he kneads my small mounds, then yanks the rest of my dress away, ripping it even more before it finally falls to the floor in a white heap of chiffon.

“Your body is ripe for my ruination, baby.”

My chest heaves as I pant, feeling like my blood is about to boil it is running so hot. Daddy takes off his suit jacket, then his button top. His chest is broad and covered in hair like a wild beast, a thick trail of it leading all the way down to his lower belly. I dig my nails into the outside flesh of my thighs, so aroused by the sight of him.

“Are you getting wet for me?”

“Yes, Daddy,” I nod, breathless as he steps out of his pants, forcing his manhood to spring forth, hard and winking clear fluid from the tip. A thick tuft of hair covers the top, and his testicles are the size of oranges.

My goodness.

Panic rises within me when I am confronted with his sheer size. I didn’t know men’s penises got so big when they grew hard. I only saw one once when one of the women I live with was orally servicing the local dairy farmer, barely catching a glimpse as I walked past them in her room one day. The door had been cracked, and I heard the soft moans. I peeked inside and saw it, and it did not look this big to me. Not even close.

“Good thing you are getting wet. Because the first thing Daddy will do is taste his bride, make sure she has enough lubrication to accommodate all of him.”

He slides his hands underneath my armpits and lifts me so high in the air, all I can do is toss my legs over his shoulders as his face burrows in my dripping slit.

“Ohhhh …” I groan, watching him, feeling his rough facial hair scratching my skin as he places a few kisses along my inner thigh.

He lifts his eyes up at me, and I am so aroused at his rugged masculinity. “Hold on if you need to, baby.”

I grab ahold of his thick curly hair right as his tongue probes my slit. All the air escapes my lungs as he slathers my dripping cunny, using his tongue to slide deep inside of me, then coming out to flick my clitoris.

I let out a long moan and begin to softly rock my hips. But my moans are nothing compared to the sounds that are coming up Daddy’s throat. He sounds like a pack of wolves feasting on their kill, sloppy as he licks and sucks, bites and kisses me.

“Oh yes, Daddy. I … I think ….”

He growls, urging me on. I have had many orgasms from rubbing myself on my mattress, sometimes a pillow and occasionally using my fingers. But nothing has ever come close to feeling this good.

I keep my eyes on him as I rub my slit harder against his face, forcing him to growl even louder. He sucks my enlarged clitoris past his lips and I feel him rapidly flicking the bump of tissue. I orgasm, my body jerking uncontrollably and my thighs clamping over his face.

“Fuck!” I cry out, shocked at my own outburst, but that just seems to fuel my husband’s need for me. He groans and walks to the wall, allowing me to lean against the cool wooden surface. Now that he doesn’t have to hold me, his hands are free to roam.

And they do, right up to my breasts. He rolls my nipples between his fingers, pinching them in alternating torturous sequences as his head gently moves from side to side. My head rolls back and I huff over and over, feeling tingles of electricity shoot from my hard buds straight down between my legs.

Daddy eats me with fervor, probing my virgin entrance with his tongue and bringing me to another climax that way. I roll my hips, squealing in delight as my body shakes and trembles.

Once the wave passes, Daddy somehow flips me upside down, his big strong arms holding onto my waist as his cock bounces in front of my face. I feel his facial scruff rubbing against my mound, and his tongue once again slithering along my clit as I grip his thighs with my hands.

“Suck my cock, baby. Don’t just stare at it,” he barks, getting impatient with the way I am holding back.

But I don’t know how to suck something so big, so thick. Maybe I can at least suck the tip.

I grip the base of his shaft, my fingers barely going halfway around his wide girth. He grunts and twitches in my hand, and I have to admit I like the way that feels.

As he licks my swollen lips, I lick my own lips and press them over his crown, noticing the thick, salty fluid smearing along them, leaving a trail of sticky fluid.

“Ah yeahhhh,” he groans, his breath hot on my wet pussy.

He gives a small thrust, and I take him deeper past my lips. The blood is rushing to my head, but when I am able to open my mouth wide enough to take in his full head, I start to suck and find myself becoming more and more turned on by this uninhibited act of lust.

Daddy groans, licking me faster and faster as I start to suck the bulbous crown of his cock. I bob my head slowly, feeling more thick salty fluid leak out. I move my hand to his ball sac, feeling it move along my fingers like something is alive inside of them. It makes my walls ache for him to fill me with his seed.

I can tell his manhood is growing harder as I pump my fingers up and down his length, using some of my saliva to lubricate him, make it easier to stroke.

When he growls again, his cock twitches several times, and I feel myself on the cusp of orgasm. I whimper as another cum takes hold of me, and at that precise moment, Daddy shoots a warm stream of fluid in my mouth.

The vibrations of his growls reverberate against my swollen lips, and both of us are rubbing our sex organs in one another’s face as we release. Daddy’s manhood bounces up and down as I move my tongue over his slit, catching every pulse of earthy fluid as he tries to force himself deeper in my mouth. But he is too thick, too wide for me to get any further than the crown. With everything in me, I wish I could feel him rub the back of my throat.

Daddy flips me back around, setting my feet on the ground and pressing his lips to mine. He kisses me hungrily, fisting my hair and groaning audibly.

“Damn it, I need to fill you up with my seed unlike I have ever needed anything,” he grits out, picking me back up and sliding his penis partway inside my entrance.

“Daddy!” I gasp, feeling him stretch me with his wide girth.

“Hold on, baby. It’s going to hurt, but only for a second.”

I whimper and hug him tightly, and his hands find my bottom, cupping my cheeks with a fierceness. He pushes himself further in, and I cry out.

I expect him to back out a little, but instead, my cries of pain seem to turn him on, forcing his cock to twitch and go deeper.

“Ow … Daddy…” I whisper.

“Don’t you cry, baby. It’ll feel good in a minute.” He gives a good, firm push, sliding deep inside of my slick, tight tunnel and forcing the air from my lungs.

A low guttural sound comes up his throat as I hug his neck tightly, feeling the burn slowly subside as he grinds in and out of me.

I bury my face in his neck, feeling his pulse as he thrusts hard and deep. My nails press into the flesh of his broad shoulders, and after a few minutes, I notice it doesn’t hurt anymore.

“Oooohhhh, Daddy…” I purr, feeling the thick part of his crown massage my walls, forcing them to grow tighter and tighter.

“Ahhh, baby…” he grunts, holding my pelvis and slamming into me with force.

I can feel my hard nipples rubbing his hairy chest, and the force with which he’s taking me pushing me to cum.

“Cum on Daddy’s cock, angel. Let that pussy give me a good squeeze…” His voice is deeper than usual, throaty with need.

I know he needs to release as badly as I do.

So I wrap my legs around him tighter, and as he rams my body up and down his thick manhood, banging into the ceiling of my vagina, I release an orgasm, my walls unrelenting as they clench his shaft over and over.

Daddy fists my hair and tugs my head back, exposing my neck to him. He bares his teeth and sinks them into my flesh, biting me so hard it feels as though it breaks the skin. I cry out once again, feeling him suck on my skin, like he’s trying to leave a mark.

He then forces me to lean back, moving his lips to my small breasts and flicking the nipples with his tongue. He sucks them with force, still thrusting his cock in and out of me as I grind on his erection.

“Mm, baby… you know you’re about to pull the seed right from my balls, don’t you?”

“Uh-huh,” I huff, grinding harder against the violent ramming of his cock.

He growls, then pushes my breasts together, sucking on my nipples with force, until they sting.

I feel the stream of his cum hitting my walls as he roars, digging his incisors into the flesh of my breasts, moving around them and making sure I am fully marked, every square inch of my chest.

He then carries me to his bed across the room and spreads my legs, holding my ankles wide and high in the air as he finishes erupting inside of me. I can feel his sac slapping against the flesh of my bottom, and it must take him five minutes to fully finish.

And when he does, he collapses his body weight on top of me, groaning and grunting about how perfect I am, how perfect we are.

He holds me to him, my back to his front, his hair rubbing against my flesh and making me feel warm and safe.

I find it hard to believe this is the same man who, just this morning, I was afraid to go near. He obviously has a loving side.

Or maybe he is too tired to be mean right now.

“Baby, I think I made the right choice with you.”

I smile and wrap his big hairy arm around my front. “I think you did, too, Daddy.”

“But I’m not finished with that pussy. You’ll be sore and unable to walk.”

He rolls me over and kisses me hard, groping every inch of my body with hunger.

“I hope so,” I tell him, stroking his face as he looks at me.

“I want to make sure you know who owns you. Understand me?” There is something in his eyes, something dangerous. I know not to cross him.

“I understand, Daddy.”

“Good. Because I will kill a man who ever tries to lay a hand on you without my permission.”

I know he means business. But it is the last part of that sentence that strikes me as odd: without my permission.

It almost sounds like he has plans to share me.

But with whom.

And better yet, why?


Book 2

Cold Daddy Duke

It’s only been a month since Daddy Duke took me as his wife, and he is already showing signs of being bored with marriage. He hasn’t laid a hand on me in a week, and no amount of seducing him seems to work.

When he announces he’s leaving town for the night, I fear the worst: he’s on his way to someone else, maybe that brothel everyone in town speaks about. So I take a wild chance and follow him. And what I discover, leaves me shocked and hurt.


I stare sadly at Daddy as he sits across from me at the dinner table. I have made his favorite meal: a rare lamb roast with rosemary potatoes, dressing, and buttered French bread. Actually, it’s one of my favorite meals as well, but today everything tastes bleh.

Because I don’t think Daddy loves me or wants me anymore.

“I made you a custard pie, Daddy.”

He grunts and rubs his head. “Thank you. But … I’ll have to pass it up this evening.”

Pass up custard pie? This isn’t the Daddy Duke I’ve come to know over the past month. Or the Daddy Duke I somewhat knew before becoming his wife just thirty-two days ago.

“Is something the matter, Daddy? Are you ill?”

He growls softly, but it’s not the growl I am intimately familiar with. Daddy is irritated.

“No, baby. I’m not ill. I have to leave town tonight. Got some private matters to take care of.”

My heart beats all the way down into my stomach. “Private matters? What sort of private matters?”

“That’s not for you to concern yourself with, Emma. Just … save me a piece of the custard pie, and I’ll have some tomorrow when I get back. Right now, I need to lock up the forge, and then I’m coming back to pack a few things.”

He bolts upright from the table and storms off, leaving me all alone with the lamb. I hang my head and fight back the tears, wondering if this is what the rest of my life looks like. Is my future nothing more than silent dinners and terse interactions with my husband?

The first three weeks we were married, he couldn’t keep his hands off of me. Then, pretty much overnight, he turned to ice, refusing to touch me, to kiss me, to even look at me like that.

The last few days I’ve been forced to assert what little dominance I have, tempting him with walking around the house in nothing more than my britches and complaining about the heat. Last night, I reached out to him, stroking the inside of his thigh as I craved his manhood in my grip like nothing else.

And what did he do? Rolled over and told me to go to sleep, as if irritated with me.

And now, he’s leaving town for the night for some private matters? Just how private are we talking here?

He must think I am boring. Arabella says he might like prostitutes better because they have more experience and they wear that bright red stuff on their lips and pretty shoes with heels and feather boas around their necks. They put on perfume to smell pretty and do their hair just so.

Of course he would be drawn to that. What man wouldn’t? Especially compared to someone who is just a plain old, inexperienced nineteen-year-old like myself. But I think it’s a bit ironic that he might be sleeping with another woman, given how jealous he was at the thought of another man even trying to touch me. He made that clear on our wedding night.

I must do something to please him before he leaves, so that he doesn’t have any urges. But what can I do if he has continuously turned me away for the last six days?

I let out an audible sigh as I sit at the table, and the only plan I can formulate seems so simple that it has to work.

Or fail miserably.

I get up and go to our bedroom and remove my britches and petticoat so that the only thing I’m wearing is my thin house dress. I lift it up and crawl along the bed, kneeling as I wait for Daddy to come back home.

When I hear the front door open, I get in position, lifting my dress all the way to my hips. I then get on my hands and knees and arch my back, blooming my bottom in the direction of the doorway to the bedroom. Lastly, I slide my hand between my legs and stroke several fingers between my folds so that by the time Daddy comes into the room, he will catch me masturbating. It’s the only way I have been able to get a release these last few days.

I don’t particularly enjoy it—touching myself that is—because I’d much rather my husband take care of my needs for me. But for added effect, I start to moan, calling out his name to prove to him just how much I miss our bedroom time. I roll my hips a little faster as I hear his boots clomping down the hallway

“Oooh yeah, Daddy … right there …. Dear god I’ve missed you doing this to me with your hands….”

All is quiet for a moment, but he has to be right there. I groan a little louder and push a finger inside of my pussy, hearing the slick, squicky sounds as I go deep in my tight entrance.

And then I hear him growl softly.

I smile and release a whimper as my juices start to flow.

“Emma, you stop that right now and pull your dress down. You know I don’t have time for this.”

I spin around and give him a hurt look, and all I can see is his furrowed brow and those coal black eyes flickering in frustration.

“Daddy … why?”

He grunts that he doesn’t need to explain a damn thing to me, then starts tossing a few items of clothing on the bed, telling me to pack an overnight bag for him. Feeling like a tiny animal that’s been crushed under foot, I remove the leather satchel from the closet and pack the few things he needs, fighting the tears once again.

When I’m finished, I stand by the bed as he approaches, and I look him square in the eyes, pleading for some sort of explanation. I feel sick inside.

He looks my way, softens his face a bit, then gives me a quick peck on the cheek before walking away.

“I will be back tomorrow morning,” he says, tossing a quick glance over his shoulder.

“Safe travels, Daddy,” I manage to choke out.

I watch him through the window as he gets in his friend Daniel’s wagon, and they head west towards the early autumn sunset.

Missing him more and more, I walk outside and stare in his direction until he is nearly out of sight, telling myself it will all be okay, that he is probably just under stress from whatever these personal matters are. That he still adores me. And when he comes back home tomorrow morning, all will be right again.

And then I make a face as I realize I’m not able to convince myself of such things.

“Miss Emma? Are you all right?”

I turn to find Pastor Healy looking down at me from his wagon. I hadn’t even heard him approach.

“Hello, Pastor. I’m fine, just … worried, I suppose.”

He glances at the front door of our home, then back at me. “Is something the matter with your husband?”

“No, sir,” I answer, shaking my head. “Well, to be honest, I’m not quite sure…”

He hops down and I suddenly feel as though I’m making a mountain out of a mole hill.

“Tell me your worries, child. Let me see if I can help.”

Feeling foolish, I explain to the pastor that Daddy had to leave town with no explanation beyond having some personal matter to attend to, leaving out the part where he has not shown any interest in my body all week.

The pastor places a reassuring hand on my arm. “He told me the same thing several days ago. Said he was headed up to Betheltown to see about some real estate investments. So rest your worries, child. All is well with Daddy Duke.”

I want to believe him. I really do. But if that’s all it is, why wouldn’t he just tell me?

“Thank you, pastor.” I kiss him politely on the cheek. But I’m already designing a plan to find out for myself what is really going on.

***

Betheltown isn’t that far away, only ten miles or so, and by wagon it will only take an hour to get there.

And as it just so happens, Mr. Wallsworth from the town hall happily offers me a ride there, explaining he has family he can visit with. I need to see just what Daddy is up to, if this so-called real estate investment is real.

Mr. Wallsworth drops me in front of the town’s only restaurant just as darkness falls, and we go our separate ways. With a few coins in my purse, I walk inside, but when I don’t see my daddy anywhere, I leave on foot, staring at the saloon across the street.

There are a few lights on through the window, and I see a number of people gathered around the bar, so I walk on over, praying I find Daddy inside sitting with a man in a suit, sharing a few drinks, and discussing real estate transactions.

But that’s not what I find. And coming here alone seems like it might have been a mistake. There appears to be about seven or eight men in here, and every single one of them fixes their eyes on me.

One of them nods at me and walks my way. He’s tall and has sandy blond hair, and the front of his shirt appears to be unkempt. “Hello there, miss. You look lost.”

I press down the front of my dress and consider turning on my heels and walking out. But then I realize … my daddy is supposed to be here. Somewhere in this town. I hold my chin up, confident.

“I’m not lost. I’m looking for someone.”

He sips amber fluid from a mug. “Maybe I can help. I know all the locals.”

“He’s not a local. He’s a big man, dark hair and eyes. And he’s supposed to be here in Betheltown, working on a business transaction.”

The man lifts a brow. “That Duke fella? Wants everyone to call him ‘daddy’ or some shit?”

“Yes, that’s him,” I answer, feeling a slight bit relieved.

He flicks his head towards the top of the landing upstairs. “He’s up there, but mind you, darlin’, he’s not alone.”

He watches my face as he takes another sip of his ale, and I am able to read between the lines. I don’t want to believe it.

“Which room is he in?” I ask, feeling fear grip me.

“Last one on the right.”

I make a beeline for the stairs, and he calls out to me. “Oh, and miss? You may want to knock before you barge in there.”

I feel dizzy as I make my way up the stairs, and I can feel the stares of all the men below. I’m sure they know this “Duke fella” is my husband. And I feel like the biggest fool ever.

My mind is going crazy with all the possibilities as I approach the end of the hallway. I try convincing myself that Daddy is in here with someone working on a real estate deal, maybe shaking hands right this moment.

But even I know that is dumb.

I place my hand softly on the doorknob, pressing my ear to the wooden surface. I hear a few giggles, and my insides tighten.

Please let there be someone else in here other than my daddy, I silently chant.

After pushing the door open a few inches, I can see him clearly, his side facing me. And I have to bite my tongue to remain silent.

He’s standing in front of the bed, fully clothed save for his penis which is jutting from an opening in his pants. Two completely naked women are kneeling in front of him, one blond-haired and the other a brunette. They are both full-figured beauties, making me feel … insignificant. One of them is stroking his length with her small hand while the other drags her tongue over his bulbous head.

It’s a struggle not to vomit up the little bit of lamb I ate for dinner earlier this evening. What Daddy is doing, being unfaithful to me with two other women, at the same time, it is … revolting. Disgusting, even.

But at the same time, I can’t stop watching this intimate display. Because as jealous as I feel at the moment, I’m also feeling that heat grow between my legs. Need surges through my body as I wonder … is this what he wants? Two women, at the same time? And if so, why did he marry me when he could simply hire a few prostitutes to take care of his needs?

It suddenly becomes clear. All the cooking I do, the cleaning, and taking care of other things around the house, and the fact that being his wife offers him more respect and prestige with the townsfolk. No wonder he wanted a wife. He’s got it made in the shade. And he can still run off to the next town over and have the best of both worlds.

I feel as though I’m going to snap from anger when Daddy starts to thrust his hips while gripping their hair. His cock finally springs up and down when the brunette releases her lips from his monstrous head.

“Girls. You must stop or else I will cum, and you know that’s not allowed.”

The blond giggles. “Persephone, I told you we shouldn’t do our best work here tonight. Daddy Duke needs to save aaaallll that cum for his wife.” She then cups his huge balls, and I can’t help but let out a gasp.

Daddy snaps his head in my direction, and I quickly pull the door closed, silently praying he didn’t see me. I start to scurry down the long hallway, but when I hear the door open, I know it’s too late.

“Emma?” His voice bellows out behind me. “Is that you?”

I freeze and turn around to face him, lowering my eyes in fear. He could do anything to me if he gets angry enough.

“Yes, Daddy. It’s me.”

He crosses his arms across his wide chest. “What in the world are you doing here?”

I start to give him some squirrely answer, tell him I made a mistake, that I’ll be on my way back home and he can finish up with his “personal matter.” But something inside of me is too angry to do that.

“Shouldn’t I be the one asking that question? You are my husband, and I just caught you committing sin with two other women. At the same time no less.” I clench my fists and nearly stomp my foot but manage to keep myself in check.

“Those two?” he asks, tossing his thumb over his shoulder.

“Yes, those two. Wait, are you telling me there are more?”

He chuckles, his shoulders bouncing up and down. “Baby, I was not committing sin with them. They are doing their jobs, and getting paid handsomely, I might add.”

“Why are you paying them to perform oral pleasures on you when I am willing to do it for free?”

Daddy holds up a hand and gives me a stern look. “Watch your mouth there, my little bride. I’m your husband, and I will not hesitate to turn you over my knee if I must.”

I relax my hands and wipe the tears forming in the corners of my eyes. “I apologize, Daddy. But surely you can understand how I feel?”

“Get your little bottom inside this room at once,” he grits out, pointing at the door impatiently.

And just like that, like the good, subservient wife that I am, I do as he asks, joining the two handsomely paid whores who are now lying on the bed, still stark naked.

I sit on the edge, and they both smile at me before giving one another a look.

“Daddy Duke. You brought us a toy?” Persephone says.

“Maybe. Danielle and Perseph, this is my wife, Emma. I was just about to explain to her what you two lovely women were doing for me. Would you like to indulge her with this information instead?”

“I’d love to!” Danielle exclaims, turning to face me and sitting up on her knees. Her full breasts sway as she pulls her hair up and ties it in a bun as she starts to explain. “Your husband wants to have a baby with you, but he wants twin boys so he can teach them all the ways of being a man.”

“And in order to have twin boys,” Persephone takes over, trailing a finger down the sides of her hips as she lies there. “You have to build up as much cum as possible for a week, and on the last night of that week, enjoy the mouths of two whores before returning to your wife and consummating the act.”

I am officially speechless. I twist my gaze up at Daddy as he towers over us, arms crossed and jaw hitched, visibly still angry.

“You want me to have a baby? Already?”

It’s a bit fast, but also … so sweet.

“Yeah, I want you to have a baby. Twins. I want that belly of yours full with my children. Just thinking about it makes me hard as a rock.”

He tugs his cock from his pants, long and thick and dripping clear fluid. I never knew where twins came from, but now I know.

Daddy wasn’t rejecting me. He was trying to control himself so that he could get me pregnant with twin boys.

“I thought you didn’t want me, that you were disgusted by me, Daddy.”

The expression on his face softens, like he feels guilty. “I’m sorry I made you think that. You know I’m a thoughtless bastard at times.”

“So, you have to let these women orally serve you all night? And you can’t orgasm until tomorrow morning?”

He nods, once. “Not necessarily all night, but yes, most of it. It’s going to be hell, but by god it will be worth it to be able to fuck you and dump my seed inside of that belly of yours.”

I jump up and throw my arms around his neck, feeling his stiff cock bump into my tummy.

“Oh Daddy. I love you so much.”

Surprisingly, he hugs me back. “Damn it, Emma, I love you more than I ever thought possible. The only way I know to show you how much, is by putting a baby in you.”

He kisses me firmly on the lips, and I’ve never felt so relieved about anything in my entire life.

“So …” I ask, gripping the base of his thick shaft. “Since I am your wife, will I be allowed to stay here and watch these pretty women service you?”

He growls and cups my bottom. “Yes, and if you see I’m about to cum, you have to stop them. Got it?”

My body tingles all over. “Yes, Daddy. I can do that.”

“And maybe,” he adds, glancing their way, “when I give you the word, you can join in with them, let me watch the three of you torture me with your mouths.”

“Mmm, that sounds delightful.” I smile but Daddy presses his lips to mine and demands silence with a kiss.

I continue stroking his length, and I think Persephone and Danielle take that as their cue to come over because before I know it, they are back on their knees, their mouths placing wet kisses along his erection that I can feel with my hand.

I lower myself to the floor, joining them in what will become an all-night session of sensual and erotic oral love making to Daddy’s cock.

It’s a good thing I am motivated to please him, that I am so wildly attracted to and in love with my husband. And knowing that he is doing this for me, for us—and not because he wants these other women—it makes me fall more in love with him.

The thing that’s the most unexpected from all of this is how much pleasure I get from watching these two women enjoy my husband’s penis. I think to myself, that man is mine. He belongs to me, and I belong to him.

And once this is all over with, I will have him all to myself once again.

I watch him grow stiff at the way their tongues flit along his length, the soft growls he makes as he looks my way. I lift my dress and expose my pussy to him so he can see how wet and swollen I am getting. And with just one glance, his cock grows stiffer. I see the veins bulging, the tip turning dark purple, and I tell the women to back off, knowing that Daddy is about to burst.

Daddy orders me to touch myself, to glide several fingers inside of me, deep, then come back out and brush my clit. My heart speeds up as I do, and he guides Persephone back on his cock where she proceeds to suck his huge mushroomed crown as Danielle sucks his ball sac.

We do this until the wee hours of the night, the torment becoming almost unbearable. Listening to Daddy make all these throaty sounds as he fucks Persephone and Danielle’s face, making me touch myself, bring my wet pussy to the edge but not being able to cum. I don’t know how Daddy has lasted a week without bursting at the seams.

But we only have a few hours to go because first thing in the morning, Daddy will take me, finally, and spurt his seed in my belly.

He pays the women sometime in the middle of the night and sends them on their way, and they let us both know they are available if we should need their services again in the future.

Daddy walks to me and unties my dress, his tired eyes sweeping over me and his cock still hard as a hammer. “You and I will get some sleep now. And I will hold you all night with my cock pressed against your backside as a reminder of what will come first thing in the morning.”

“Yes, sir, Daddy,” I answer, hot and breathless, the sexual tension thick and heavy in the air.

My nipples are hard, and the fluids of my desire stream down the insides of my thighs as Daddy blows out the lamps and crawls on the bed. The moonlight spills through the window, and I can see his erection pointing to the ceiling. I lean over, jutting my rear in the air as I clean it with my tongue, leaving no traces of anyone else’s saliva on my husband.

I hear that low rumble in his throat, and a drop of salty fluid pulses from his shaft, making me realize just how much I missed my husband’s manhood. I lower my face further, so that I can reach his scrotum, and I make circles with my tongue over the bumpy flesh, Daddy’s hands fisting my hair as he groans seductively.

“Baby, I need you up here. I’m so close to cumming, and I do not want to blow all this hard work, literally.”

I let out a tired laugh and nuzzle up next to him. “Sorry. It’s just that I have missed you so much.”

He wraps his big arms around me, and I take in his manly scent, all musky and spicy. He kisses my head, a soft gesture for him, and the both of us finally go quiet and begin to relax. But before I fall asleep, I glance down and see that Daddy is still rock hard, and it makes me feel sorry for him.

“Hey, I thought you were going to lay me on my side and press that cock to my backside?”

I hear him release a deep breath. “I changed my mind, baby.”

“Why?”

“Because I can’t trust myself to not slip inside of you in my sleep.”

I nod. “Okay. I will see you at dawn. Sleep well, Daddy.”

“Sleep well, my baby.”

It seems as though I am no sooner asleep than the sun wakes me up, the bright light hitting my eyes. Daddy stirs next to me, and when I hear his voice, I feel a rush that starts in my belly and settles in my womanhood.

The soft undulations of Daddy’s growl move to my ear, and he rolls me over to face him. I must have moved away from him during the night, or else he pushed me away.

“Baby. Come here. It’s time to fill that belly with my seed.” He cups my face and slides his tongue inside my mouth.

“Mmm,” I purr, letting my tongue dance with his as I tease his balls.

He groans and I feel his flesh prick underneath my fingertips. I know he must be dying to release himself.

“Damn it, baby,” he says, looking into my eyes with a mixture of love and pent-up sexual frustration. “I’m about to blow, but because you were such a good girl for me, you deserve a reward.”

“I do?”

Without answering, he pulls me on top of him, his warm body next to mine and the hair of his chest rubbing against my aching breasts. His monstrous cock slides between my thighs, leaving behind a sticky trail of pre-cum that makes me even wetter. He then moves those strong hands of his underneath my arms and pulls my body up to his face so that my pussy is hovering above his lips.

My hands fall to the wall as I gasp.

With nothing but need and lust swirling around us, he probes my slick gash with his tongue, moving in and out and fucking me with the thick muscle of his mouth. My fingers scratch the wall, and I rotate my hips, grinding my meaty lips all over his chin, his cheeks, and his lips.

Daddy moans and moves his hands up to my breasts where he delicately teases my nipples, softly pinching and rolling the sensitive flesh of my buds between his fingers. And the second he flits the surface of my clitoris, I topple over the edge of ecstasy, shuddering from head to toe as I cum.

“Oh sweet Jesus … Daddy…” I groan, feeling my walls clench over and over, my little pearl bouncing hard through my orgasm.

I barely catch my breath when he moves me down his long body to where his cock is waiting, hard and turgid and drenched in his own pre-cum.

He lifts me high up, then slides me over his length, his eyes closing the moment he rubs against my cervix. I let my hands fall to his chest, his wide girth a welcome sensation since I haven’t felt him all week.

“Fuck … baby…” he groans. “I’m going to erupt inside your sweet pussy.”

“Do it, Daddy. Don’t hold back,” I purr.

His big hands grip my hips and he forces himself in as deep as he can. I feel the hard twitch, the warmth of his seed as it sprays against my walls. It’s so violently strong that Daddy’s thighs tremble beneath me, his body shuddering uncontrollably as he cums.

I watch the pained expression on his face, and after several long minutes of feeling his length twitch and spurt, and hearing him roar his pleasure, he begins thrusting once again.

“I’m going to cum inside you so many times, baby…”

I huff and ride him like he’s a stallion, carrying me to unknown horizons, bouncing up and down as he rams me good and hard. I’m on the cusp of cumming myself when he pulls my face to his so he can kiss me.

And when I do cum, our tongues are intertwined and he is groaning to the back of my throat.

Daddy takes me in every position imaginable that morning, getting behind me and fucking me like a dog, rolling me on my side and lifting one leg high in the air as he takes me on his knees, then folding me in half over the top of the small desk in the corner. He has three orgasms and says that he still thinks there is more inside of him.

We are so exhausted by mid-morning, we can hardly walk.

“Maybe we should go back to sleep,” I tell him, one leg tossed over his as the sheets lie tangled around us.

He releases a long and heavy sigh. “I don’t think a nap would be a bad idea.”

“Then, we can go across the street and have some breakfast before going home?” I ask, already missing the bed we share and our home.

“No,” he answers, standing up and stretching, his flaccid cock hanging halfway down his hairy thigh. “I’m walking down the hallway and telling Micah to bring us something to eat. Then I’m going to tell him to find that sonofabitch who owes me for killing my horse a few years ago.”

I push myself up on my arms. “What are you talking about, Daddy? Who killed your horse?”

He waves his hands. “Don’t you worry about that part of it. Just know this,” he continues, pointing his hard gaze at me. “We are only through the first little part of putting twins in your belly. Next, I have to find a man—but not just any man. I have to find a man I hate to put his seed inside of your other holes, get you nice and fertile for me.”

I rub my temples. “What? That doesn’t … that isn’t the way it works, is it?”

“Yes, that’s the way it works.”

I don’t know if I am in denial at what I’m hearing, or if I’m just tired. But maybe this is what Daddy was alluding to when he mentioned another man laying a hand on me without his permission.

“How can you be sure about all this? Did you talk to a doctor or something?”

He runs a hand through his thick curly hair. “No, Emma. I don’t have to talk to a doctor to know how all this works. I have a twin brother myself. And that sonofabitch is going to help me out so I can have twins and give them a better life than I ever had.”

I remain in bed, stunned, as Daddy leaves the room, and I can’t help but wonder how many secrets Daddy is keeping from me.


Book 3

Jealous Daddy Duke

Bound and determined to put twins in my belly, Daddy Duke and I board a train bound for New York to find his brother. And I know I should not enjoy the both of them sharing my body, but I just can't help myself...


“Why won’t you tell me what happened with your brother Thomas, Daddy?”

Daddy Duke has been trying to brush me off since we left Betheltown this morning, but I won’t let him. I want to know about his past, about this altercation with his brother. “Because. It’s not a pleasant story for anyone, much less my bride.”

“But I’m not just your bride. I’m your wife. Your baby. The love of your life that you are trying to impregnate.”

He pulls a face, and I can hear him grumble his frustration. He doesn’t want to let me in. But I am determined to not let the events of the last week happen again. No more secrets, no matter how irritated he gets.

“You’re my husband. I’ll love you no matter what,” I tell him, squeezing his thigh and forcing him to acknowledge me.

He looks into my eyes, making me melt on the spot. I am so crazy about this man.

“I simply can’t.”

I slump in the seat of the train and force my attention outside, watching the meadows and trees whip past us. We are on our way to New York so Daddy can find his brother. His twin who apparently killed his horse and did other unmentionables. And this twin of his is supposed to somehow allow me to provide him with oral sex despite the bitterness between them.

I’m not sure if having twins is worth all this trouble and heartache. What if Thomas wants nothing to do with him? Or with me?

“Fine,” Daddy finally relents. “I will tell you the story.”

I smile and take him by the hand, but he just leaves it resting on the top of his leg. I guess he is still feeling irritated with me.

“Thomas and I are the oldest, and the only boys in our family, so our parents expected a lot from us. My father, being a blacksmith, taught me everything he knew while Thomas ran around and did nothing more than play. He was always chasing the girls, and by the time he was old enough, putting his dick in any hole he could. Anyway, our father got sick, and all the burdens fell on me. By the time I was seventeen, I was taking care of my mama and my five sisters. And then dad passed on, and things just got worse.”

“How did they get worse?”

He swallows hard, pointing his gaze out the window, looking way off in the distance. “My mama remarried. You think I’m mean? That man was a callous bastard. The things he did to my sisters…”

Daddy clenches his fist so tight I have to pull my hand away.

“Anyway, I took care of him when I found out what was going on, strangled him with my bare hands. And all while Thomas was carrying on with whore after whore, like he didn’t have anything better to do.”

“Oh my…” And this is the man I’m supposed to open my mouth for?

“Yeah. Now we jump ahead about five years, and I’m minding my business down south. He blows into town, trying to make amends with me but manages to get in a fight with one of the locals. Guns are drawn, bullets are fired, and my horse—the best horse I ever owned,” he says, pounding his fist over his knee, “got caught in the crosshairs. I told that sonofabitch to leave town and never come back.”

I sit there quietly, absorbing what he just told me. “With all that has happened between you two, why in the world do you want me to, you know, suck his dick?” I keep my voice low, worried someone will overhear us on the train.

He juts his chin up, defiant yet proud. “Because, Emma. My family has had twins, every single generation, and this is how it’s done. You don’t question it. You just do it.”

Well, that answers that. So no matter how much of a grudge these two brothers have against one another, he still gets to insert his penis in my mouth.

“And by the way,” Daddy says. “You’re not just going to suck his cock. He’s going to slip inside that pretty little ass of yours too. And he’s just as big as I am. And yes, I am jealous about it.”

I had tried to forget that little detail. And I can’t help but tremble at the thought of anything that large going inside my bottom.

“What if you can’t find him?” I ask, a little lift and hope in my voice.

Daddy chuckles. “Oh, I know where he is. And he knows I’m on the way. He’s ready for you, baby.”

When Daddy looks at me with all the seriousness in the world brewing in those black eyes, I feel a tingle pass down my spine. I try to imagine what it will be like, letting a man—a perfect stranger—take liberties with me, possess and use my body in a way that is only intended for my husband to use and possess. It seems so wrong.

Yet I know how important this is to my husband. So I will do it for him.

I feel the need to be close to him, so I lean my head on his shoulder. Daddy wraps his arms around me and pulls me to his lap so I can take a nap. He lovingly plays with my hair, and I know this is his way of showing his affection, and of thanking me.

I drift off to sleep, and when I wake up, we are already in New York. Daddy wakes me up, his voice sounding deep and groggy.

We get our luggage and check into a fancy hotel with beautiful marbled entryways, ornate lamps and soft lighting, soft comfortable beds, and washstands in every room. The first thing Daddy and I want to do is sleep. It seems like we’ve had very little of that in the last twenty-four hours.

He helps me out of my dress, and I watch him get undressed with heavy eyes. I think I see a little twinkle there, and he pulls the thick curtains in our room closed, blocking out most of the mid-afternoon sunlight.

“I’ve left word for my brother. I don’t know what time he will be here, but I suggest we get a little shuteye so that you’re ready for him.”

Feeling nervous, I cuddle next to Daddy, running my fingers through the soft, downy hair on his chest. “You won’t leave me alone with him, will you?”

“Great god, no.” Daddy tightens his arms around me. “I will be here the entire time, making sure he doesn’t try anything funny.”

“Like?”

He growls softly. “I just know Thomas. He will try to plant his seed in that belly of yours. I’ve heard he has young’uns running around this state.”

I ponder a question I’ve had for some time now, chewing on the inside of my lip as I decide whether I want to ask. “Daddy, do you have any children?”

“Not that I’m aware of, why, baby?” He angles his eyes down at me, and I can feel his breath hit the top of my head.

“People say … that’s why you go by Daddy Duke. Because you have fathered a lot of children.”

“Only fools spread rumors,” he snaps.

“Well, I did not spread it. But I did half believe it. Does that make me a fool?”

“No, baby.” He kisses my head, making me feel slightly better. “I got the nickname Daddy Duke years ago from a woman who said I looked like her daddy. She used to call me that, and the name stuck. What can I say?”

“A woman? You let a woman give you a nickname?” I ask, curling my eyes up at him.

“Are you jealous?”

Hmm, maybe I am. “No. I’ve no reason to be jealous of a woman from your past.”

Daddy laughs softly, and I think he knows I am lying.

“If you say so, baby. If you say so.”

Minutes later, we fall asleep, and when we awake, it’s already dark outside. We both wake up hungry, too, and Daddy and I get washed up before going downstairs to the restaurant on the main floor, one of the few hotels that offer this rare amenity.

I know how expensive this establishment must be, and I start to become curious about Daddy’s money and how he can afford such luxuries as this hotel. But I don’t dare ask just yet.

Daddy keeps me close by his side at the restaurant. It’s obvious there are a number of prostitutes—well, up here they call them “call girls”—on the arms of men, some handsome and some not so much. I feel lucky that Daddy and I have each other.

All throughout our meal, Daddy is quietly observing the room around us.

“Are you looking for your brother?” I ask.

“I know the sonofabitch is here. I can smell him.”

“Smell him?”

Daddy nods. “I’ve always been able to pick up on his proximity. It’s like we have this … sick connection between us.”

“Well, he is your twin. You spent nearly a year together inside your mother’s womb before coming out into the great big world.”

Daddy looks me in the eyes, and he reaches across the table and touches my cheek. “You, my dear Emma, are my smart little girl. You must be right.”

I let out a giggle, and something catches my attention behind Daddy. A large man with dark curly hair and coal-black eyes. He looks just like my husband. So much so that it’s shocking. I wind up dropping my fork and throwing a hand over my mouth to hold back a gasp.

Daddy immediately turns around and sees him, then turns back and looks at me. “Thomas. I knew he was here.”

He approaches us at the table, then spins the chair around, sitting in it and leaning over the back of the chair. He reaches over to the bread basket and removes a roll before shoving the entire thing in his mouth.

I can’t help but stare at him, amazed not just at his lack of manners but also by how much he resembles my husband. His hair is a bit longer, and his facial scruff a bit more grown out. There are also just a few less lines around his eyes, showing he hasn’t lived a life of great stress like my daddy has.

“Thomas. I see you haven’t changed.”

Thomas shrugs, then looks my way, brushing his eyes over my face and down to my chest. I glance at Daddy and he’s got his arms crossed over his chest, a look of disgust on his face. I cannot say that I blame him.

“Nah, I’m still the piece of shit asshole you grew up with,” he replies, smiling and giving me a wink. “And tell me all about this pretty young thing you’re stuck with for all eternity? Are you old enough to marry, girl?”

“I’m nineteen.” I start to laugh, but only because I could almost swear that this is Daddy speaking. His voice is identical to his, but he sounds… happier.

Nicer.

Oh my.

Could Thomas be the happy-go-lucky man that my husband should be?

“Her name is Emma, and she’s already my wife. And, I think you know why we are here.”

“A’course I know that, big brother. I was just making conversation.” Thomas makes a face at me and points his thumb over at Daddy. “He was born three minutes before me, so he likes to be a smartass and point out the obvious. Like he has to tell me shit I already know.”

I feel my lips pull apart involuntarily, but when Daddy narrows his eyes at me, I scrunch my face up like I’ve been sucking a lemon.

I reach across the table and touch his hand. “I think my husband just … wants to get all this over with.”

“Oh sure,” Thomas says. “Couldn’t agree more. I’ve been dreading this moment ever since I heard you were heading this way. I mean, what kind of man would I be if I actually enjoyed having sex with a beautiful woman?”

My nipples tingle, and I bite my lip as Thomas winks at me once more.

“And that’s all it is, too,” Daddy grits out, his voice tight and irritated. “Sex. One time and never again. and the only reason I’m allowing this is so we can—”

“I know, big brother. You don’t have to remind me.” Thomas holds up his hands in surrender. “It’s so you and your lovely bride here can have twins.”

I hear Daddy growl possessive like. And knowing that he’s sharing me with his brother to give us a family makes my insides hot. Dampness spreads to my britches, and I silently hope and pray that Daddy never knows how aroused this whole situation is suddenly making me. 

“Let’s go upstairs to our room, then. No sense in dragging this out.”

***

Daddy makes Thomas stand outside our room when we get back upstairs, and at first I think it’s because he wants to make me presentable. But as it turns out, he only wants to tell me a few things.

“My baby,” he says, cupping my face and pressing his lips to my forehead. “I know this isn’t something you want to do, but please know how much it means to me.”

God, if he only knew just how wet I am right now, he would be so disappointed. And hurt, more than likely.

“It’s okay, Daddy. I do know how much it means to you. And to be able to give you twins, so that you can have that family you dream of, means the world to me.”

He moans and kisses my lips, slipping his tongue inside of my mouth. It only serves to make me more aroused, and before I know it, my legs are quaking and my nipples are getting hard again.

“I’m going to prepare you while he watches. Because I will be god damned if I let my brother’s cock be the first to go in your pretty little ass. Plus, I want him to be fully aware of who you belong to.”

I gulp and nod, getting wetter at the prospect of my husband claiming me in front of his twin. I wrap my arms around his broad shoulders and bury my face in his neck, drawing in his scent and kissing him hungrily. He groans and grabs my cheeks, before grinding against me, his cock just now starting to get hard.

“Are you kids ready for me yet?” Thomas says, coming in the room and closing the door.

Daddy exhales and turns around. “Almost. Have a seat, and I’ll let you know when she’s ready.”

I see Thomas out of the corner of my eye, and he sits down in the chair next to the bed. He watches us as Daddy lifts the bottom of my dress and tugs down my britches. His warm hand cups my pussy, and he sneaks a finger inside my tight wet hole, growling when he discovers how slick I am.

“You want Daddy fucking that ass first, don’t you, baby?” he whispers.

I purr and thrust my hips. “Yes, Daddy. You and you alone, first and always.”

I hear him groan, and he begins to finger fuck me. And I know I shouldn’t be peeking, I shouldn’t be at all concerned with what his brother is doing. But I can see him pulling his long, thick cock from the opening in his pants.

“Turn around,” Daddy barks, catching me looking Thomas’ way.

I do as he says, and Daddy lifts up the bottom of my skirt all the way to my hips. “Get on your hands and knees.”

Goodness, my daddy won’t even go so far as to undress me. He must really not want his brother to see my body.

I crawl up on top of the bed, and the material of my dress spills around my shoulders. Cool air spreads around my exposed rear end, and I feel Daddy’s cock slip inside my pussy. I huff and thrust back, forcing his manhood all the way to my cervix. Daddy groans and grips my hips, giving a few good slams that make my toes curl.

“Mmmmmm,” he moans, moving harder, faster. “My wife … my pussy…”

I could almost swear I hear Thomas jerking off, his hands whispering across the hard, steely length of his cock. But I don’t dare look his way. I do, however, hear him breathing hard and fast, and it doesn’t take a rocket scientist to figure out that he’s anxious to mount me.

Daddy tightens his fingers on the fleshy part of my hips and rams into me so hard I end up throwing my head back, so close to cumming. But then I feel the warmth of Daddy’s seed coating my walls, his vocalizations of pleasure unmistakable. Thick fluid drizzles down my lips, then my thighs, as Daddy comes out and presses the tip of his cock to my bottom.

He’s still hard as a rock, and he moves slowly, applying pressure then slowly backing off, relenting for several seconds each time before pressing against my rose once more.

“Ooooh, baby, your asshole is kissing my cock right now.”

His words make my blood run hot, and the piercing pain is making my buds hard and tender. I pull down the top of my dress to expose my breasts, using my fingers to toy with them, pinching them softly as Daddy pushes deeper and deeper inside of my asshole.

“See, brother? This ass belongs to me. You’re just going to borrow it for a few minutes.”

“Fuck. As hard as I am right now, I’m about to borrow that mouth of hers.”

“Go on, then,” Daddy says, pushing a little further and bringing tears to my eyes. “You fuck her mouth while I fuck her ass.”

My pussy clenches, and I nearly cum as Thomas moves along the bed in front of me. His turgid thick cock pulses clear pre-cum from the little slit, and I lick my lips, more excited than I should be to taste him.

“All right, miss Emma, now’s the time for you to show me what my big brother has to brag about.”

“You don’t have to suck him, baby. Just open your mouth for him to fuck.”

I can tell Daddy does not want me to enjoy myself.

But what he doesn’t know won’t hurt him.

I part my lips as Thomas grips my hair and angles my head up slightly. Showing him my tongue makes him smile, and he slides inside of my mouth, only pushing the head in. Just like Daddy, he’s way too big to fit completely.

Daddy’s hand reaches down and diddles my clitoris, and I mew, working my tongue over the head of Thomas’ cock. Before I know it, I’m tightening my lips, getting a good, tight seal over his crown, when I feel the tender “pop” of Daddy’s huge member penetrating my forbidden entrance. There’s a quick flood of pain, which causes me to whimper, but then the pain quickly abates and Daddy’s manhood feels good as he works it in and out.

And from that moment forward, all I can hear is the steady moans and groans of the two men as they take me at both ends. Thomas’s slit leaks so much pre-cum that it doesn’t matter how much I lap it away, there’s always more, smearing along my lips and dribbling out of my mouth.

“Ah fuck,” he grunts, fisting my hair tighter and shoving his thickness deeper in my mouth. I feel the pulse of his veins, and he turns rigid as a pipe before bursting on my tongue.

“Swallow it all down, baby,” Daddy says, smacking my bottom.

My little bottom quivers, and the pulsations are strong as I orgasm, right as I am choking on Thomas’ cum. He holds his cock inside of my mouth, growling as his length twitches with each spurt. I gag and cough, but he doesn’t give me a second to recover before he’s thrusting again. And before I know it, there’s another round of seed, spewing from the slit.

I tap the bed as I struggle to swallow, and most of it ends up spilling from my lips to the sheets. Daddy slides out of my bottom, and I feel my rear gaping from the sudden exit.

“That’s enough of her mouth, Thomas. Now come on over and get at her ass while it’s still primed and ready.”

“Shit, I hate to leave this warm cavern,” he says, ejecting himself from my mouth, “but I am looking forward to her sweet ass.”

I lower my head, thankful that I can now at least catch my breath. I see Daddy at the washstand, cleaning his stiff cock off as Thomas mounts me from behind, his monstrous shaft slipping inside of my bottom.

“Mmmm … oh fuck yeah…”

I release a long huff as he pushes all the way in, and I can tell that Thomas has no plans to be gentle on me. Not at all.

His testicles begin to lightly slap against my lips that are still wet from Daddy’s cum, and those slaps become louder, harder, as he fucks me hard and fast. My breasts rock up and down violently, and I have to fist the sheets tightly in order to keep from flying across the bed.

Finally, Thomas grips my waist and holds me steady as he fucks me with fury, making my toes curl as I moan uncontrollably.

“Oh Christ …” he grits out. “I can’t believe how good your ass feels…”

I hear Daddy growl as he joins me on the bed. “All right now, you’ve had your fun. Now cum in her ass and be done with it already.”

My thighs begin to tremble as an orgasm approaches. And I hope and pray that Thomas doesn’t make it known. Daddy would be so jealous if he knew his brother is about to make me cum.

But my tight little bottom does cum, the muscles quivering and my tummy quaking. My breaths come out in short little bursts that no one can hear because my face is buried in the sheets.

“Oooooohhhhh,” Thomas groans, spurting his seed inside of my bowels. “Fuuuuuuuucckkk…”

I bite my lip to hold back a whimper as my orgasm grips me from head to toe. Heat ripples through my core as I feel my bottom squeezing Thomas’ cock, tugging out burst after burst of his seed.

When he’s finished, he slides out slowly, leaving me aching for more.

“Damn, there’s so much cream here. Kinda makes me want dessert.”

“That’s a damn good idea. Why don’t you clean up her pussy so I can fuck her once again?”

I fall on the bed and Daddy rolls me over onto my back. Both of their cum drips out of my holes, and as Thomas kneels on the floor, between my legs, I have the pleasure of watching Daddy lean over to suckle my breasts.

“Fuck, you look delicious.”

His tongue immediately flicks over my clit as Daddy’s tongue does the same to my hard nipples.

I run my fingers through Daddy’s hair and start grinding my hips up and down. Thomas’ hands grip my thighs to spread them further apart, and he gently tugs my clitoris in his mouth, making me huff and pant. Then Daddy gets up and straddles my face, forcing his cock past my lips.

He holds my head up and fucks my mouth while Thomas brings me to orgasm once again, flicking that bundle of nerves that rests between swollen lips. I give one upward push and cum on his mouth as I suck on the head of Daddy’s manhood. My cries of pleasure do not go unnoticed, and once I’m able to catch my breath, Daddy stops fucking my mouth and tells Thomas he’s free to go, that he’s finished with me and that’s that.

Daddy even rushes him out the door once he’s dressed, and I wonder if I will ever see him again.

But those thoughts quickly vanish because once it’s just me and Daddy he rips off my dress and gets naked himself, his cock hard and pointed at the ceiling. “I’m not done with you, baby.”

I spread my legs, knowing my role at this point, and Daddy climbs on top of me, entering me brutal and hard. He rams his cock into my pussy over and over, forcing me to cum in a matter of seconds. His reclaiming of me is harsh and unrelenting, and he makes sure to cum inside of my belly before rolling me over, settling behind me, sliding once again inside of my bottom, and spurting his seed deep in my bowels.

“I’m marking every inch of you tonight. Going to make sure there is no mistake as to whom you belong to.”

“Okay, Daddy,” I say as he wraps his arms around me and fucks my tight little bottom.

“And I can assure you that by the time we get back home, there will be twins in this belly of yours.”

“Mmmm,” I moan.

It’s no surprise that by the time morning rolls around, I can hardly get out of bed, much less walk. Daddy has gone down to the lobby to retrieve some pastries and coffee, and while he is gone, I think about his brother and the anger between them. I know Daddy is frustrated with his reckless lifestyle, but I truly feel that Thomas has a good heart and means no harm. I wish my husband could see that.

When Daddy returns to the room with enough food to feed an army, it brings a smile to my face.

“How are you feeling this morning, my love?” His soft voice and kisses make me fall in love with this side of him.

“Tired and sore.”

“And pregnant?” he asks, lifting a brow.

I laugh softly. “I cannot tell yet.”

He passes me a cheese filled danish. “We will leave this afternoon and return home so you can see the doctor in a few weeks. Maybe we will know by then.”

“So … no more Thomas then?”

He jerks back, as if stung. “No. absolutely not. That was a one-time deal.”

I lace my fingers in his. “Daddy, I wasn’t speaking for myself. I want you two to make amends before we go home.”

I think I see him snarling, and I feel momentarily bad for bringing it up.

“He killed my damn horse.”

“I know, but it was an accident. And he was trying to make amends with you. Please, just think about it? I would hate for our children to never know their uncle.”

His voice grumbles under his breath, and he lies back on the pillows, sipping his coffee. “Maybe,” he grunts.

I smile. Maybe is good enough. Besides. I think Thomas needs to meet the right woman in order to settle down. And there are plenty of single women back home.

Maybe Arabella can tame that man.


Book 4

Sharing Daddy Duke

Arabella shows up at my house with great news. But this great news translates to me having to now share my husband with her.


I wake up to Daddy’s hands lovingly caressing my body, sending tingles of pleasure all through me. He glides down my back and over my hips as his teeth drag softly over my neck.

“Open those legs, baby. Daddy needs to cum inside you before I get to work.”

I was only waiting on his command. I love it when he tells me what to do.

“Mm, yes sir,” I mumble, still half asleep and bleary eyed.

While still on my side, spooning next to my husband, I lift my leg and feel him enter me. His voice rumbles behind me, and his hand moves over my belly, then down to my mound.

As he slides inside of me, his fingers slip around my folds where he gathers some of my slick juices before making circles over my clitoris. I huff and buck my hips, releasing a soft moan as he begins driving in and out of me. And now that I am nearly four months pregnant, reaching orgasm isn’t hard these days. In fact, I don’t get out of bed without cumming at least once, usually twice if Daddy hasn’t rushed to get up.

And the best part about cumming, now that I am expecting, is the intensity of the orgasm. The pleasurable waves wash over me and grip me from head to toe, starting in my belly and rippling out to every fiber of my being.

“Baby … you are so tight right now…”

I huff as my orgasm approaches. I love it when Daddy tells me I’m tight. It shows he can tell I’m about to cum.

Lightning bolts of pleasure shoot through me, and I feel my body trembling, my hips bucking, my arms reaching up to pull my husband closer to me as I give in to the shudders of ecstasy.

Daddy speeds up, moving in and out of me with a quickness. But he’s not too rough. Not these days because he worries about hurting the babies. And then he groans deep and loud as his seed spurts inside of my belly with his hands cupping my breasts and his fingers softly pinching my nipples. I purr and arch my back, taking in every sensation of heat that flows over my flesh.

“Dear god…” he growls. “Every time with you gets better and better.”

I smile and turn my head, and Daddy presses his lips to mine, kissing me with a passion I don’t expect this early in the morning. He must be feeling extra sweet and loving today.

“I wish you could stay home this morning.”

“Mm, you know we wouldn’t even leave the bed,” he grumbles in my ear, still sounding sleepy.

“That’s the point,” I laugh. “Pretty soon, our time will be more limited once the babies are born.”

“Not if I can help it,” he says, letting out a tired sigh.

We don’t know if we are having twins, but my doctor says he thinks it’s a good possibility, given the size of my belly at this stage. I have faith that everything we went through to bring these twins here will result in two beautiful, healthy baby boys.

And my daddy thinks so too.

“I’ll get the coffee water warmed up while you get dressed,” I say, sitting up and stretching.

“Okay, my baby. Oh, and please do not forget that Thomas will be with me for lunch today.”

“That’s right. Thanks for the reminder.”

Daddy has been getting backed up on his work, which is a good thing because it means more money. And fortunately, Thomas is here to help.

Before we left New York several months ago, he found his brother at one of the local taverns. I’m not sure how he was able to turn his attitude around so quickly that day, but he somehow found it in his heart to forgive and forget all that happened between them over the years. Daddy even extended an invitation for him to come and visit us.

The following week, Thomas showed up on horseback, giving Daddy the horse that he rode into town on. And from that moment, it was as if not a bad word was ever shared between them.

And that does not even cover the best of the good news. The moment my brother in law laid eyes on Arabella, he was smitten.

And so was she!

They were married last month, and now my best friend is my sister in law. And she’s so excited about becoming an aunt. Things in my life couldn’t be any better if I had planned them out myself.

After making Daddy’s breakfast and sending him out the door with a piping hot mug of coffee, I start to get tonight’s supper prepared, as well as baking some fresh bread for lunch sandwiches that I will take to Daddy and Thomas later. When I hear a knock at the door, I’m surprised because it’s still rather early. But it’s Arabella, and her face is white as a ghost.

“Emma, I’m sorry to stop over so early.”

“Don’t worry about it. What has got you so upset?” I ask, closing the door behind her.

She slips her coat off and hangs it on the wall. “I think you’re going to need to sit down for this one.”

Ice cold slivers run through me. Okay, it can’t be anything bad with the men. Daddy barely left her ten minutes ago. “Why would I need to sit down? Can’t you just … tell me?”

She rubs her hands together and walks to the fire. “I can, but … I don’t think you’re going to like it all that much.”

Now she has me really curious. “You let me be the judge of that.”

Licking her lips nervously, she pulls her skirt up a bit and sits on the hearth. I sit next to her, looking at her face that is wrinkled with worry.

“Well, you know how Daddy Duke wants so badly for you to be pregnant with twin boys?”

“Yes, we both want that.” Gracious, to this day, I get aroused remembering the sinful acts we committed together in the name of having twins, one of those acts involving her current husband. And Arabella has no idea what we did. Daddy swore me to secrecy, never thinking in our wildest dreams that his brother and my best friend would meet and fall in love.

“Right,” she says, rubbing her neck. “Well, Thomas informed me last evening that he wants twin boys as well.”

“Ohhhhh…” I say, feeling the blood drain from my face.

She swivels her gaze at me. “Is this really how it works? It seems a little … farfetched. But I don’t even want to think that Thomas is lying to me.”

“What did he say exactly?” I ask, keeping my fingers crossed that Arabella will forgive me.

“He said that we have to let your husband plant his seed in my mouth and my ass.”

My mouth drops open as I realize just how the tables have turned here, but she continues before I have the chance. “And if that is true, then that means that you did the same … things with Thomas.”

Rubbing my hands together in a fit of nerves, I can tell that Arabella is frustrated and hurt. “That’s true, Ara. I did. But it was long before you and Thomas met. It’s why we went up to New York together. Please, please don’t be angry with me.”

She stands up and crosses her arms. “I’m not angry with you, Emma. I’m angry with my husband for keeping this secret. You were only honoring your husband. Thomas, my beloved spouse, should have told me that he indulged in pleasures of the flesh with you.”

I jump up next to her. “Maybe he should have. He probably figures it is all water under the bridge. Besides, if it weren’t for that incident—which was all very mechanical and not at all fun,” I lie, “you and he would have never met.”

Her eyes perk up. “True. And now, I can have the tiniest bit of revenge on him with Daddy Duke.”

Jealousy burns through me. This is closer to getting revenge on the both of us. But I know she’s right. And with the amount of secrets that have been kept among all of us, she does deserve to gain a little pleasure. Daddy is certainly good enough in bed that he can bring her to toe curling orgasms.

The thought of watching them together ignites my core, and I can’t help but feel aroused around the small amount of jealousy there. “Why don’t you and Thomas join us for supper tonight. We can discuss the details, and the men can decide when all this will take place.”

“Are you sure you won’t be angry with me? If I suck your husband’s cock and let him slide his monstrous member inside of my tight little asshole?” she asks, placing her hand on my arm.

My pussy clenches and throbs. “Not at all, Ara. You’re my best friend. And we are just going through the motions of making our family bigger, closer. Besides, I know my husband loves me. And I know you love Thomas.”

She smiles, erasing every bit of tension in the room. After placing a kiss on my cheek, she walks over to get her coat. “How are you feeling these days, by the way?”

Arabella reaches over and rubs my tummy, something she does quite regularly.

“Like a cherished prize.”

“Good,” she giggles. “I hope to feel the same way once I’m with child. We will see you tonight then?”

“Yes. I can’t wait.”

After she leaves, I work on the laundry, then get Daddy and Thomas’ lunches made, letting them both know that the four of us will be dining together at our home this evening. Thomas gives Daddy a strange look.

“You know, don’t you?” Daddy says.

“That you plan to fuck my best friend? Yes.”

“That’s a mighty crass mouth your wife has there, big brother.”

“She’s picked that up from me,” he answers, holding my gaze.

“I’m sorry, Daddy. I don’t mean to sound crass. Or disrespectful. I am simply stating the facts.”

“My darling wife,” he says, reaching over to lightly brush my cheek with the back of his hand. “You will be there the whole time, as will Thomas. Now, you can’t tell me this doesn’t bring a little smile to your face and a wet spot to those underpants of yours.”

He’s right. I cannot deny it. As much as I hate to admit it, I know that watching him fuck my best friend will be the highlight of my week. Whenever it happens. “You’re right, Daddy. But don’t forget who this heart belongs to.”

I press my hand to his chest, and he looks at me, his dark eyes sparkling. I walk back home, thinking about what I should make for dessert, when I know what I really want for dessert is some candy for the eyes—a feast of naked bodies and lust-fueled sexual activities that leave us all breathless.

***

All throughout dinner, Arabella and I keep looking at one another, and I know we are both wondering how to broach the subject of what we know will inevitably occur. While we are washing the dishes, she leans over and admits to me that she and Thomas have not had sex all week, that he is saving up his seed. And it all comes rushing back to me: the night that I found Daddy in Betheltown with the prostitutes. How could I have forgotten to mention to her this morning such a crucial part of this ritual? I think this pregnant brain fog is really getting to me.

“Ara. There is something you need to know,” I tell her.

“What is it?” she whispers.

I don’t get the chance to tell her. Daddy calls out to us from the other room. “Emma? Would you and Arabella join us please?”

“I’ll tell you later,” I whisper back.

“You two look as though you’ve made secret plans,” I say, wrapping an arm around Daddy’s waist.

“Nothing secret about what we have planned, my love.” Daddy touches my belly and sends butterflies swarming all through me.

“Well, are you going to tell us what’s going on?”

He plants his mouth on mine and kisses me, slowly and sensually darting his tongue in my mouth. Fire licks my insides, and I hear Arabella and Thomas shuffle across the floor behind me.

“Daddy,” I whisper when he breaks the kiss. “You’re making my legs wobbly.”

“Maybe you should just drop to your knees then and take your brother in law’s cock like a good girl. You and Arabella both.”

“Come again?” I had no idea I would be expected to participate in any way, shape, or form. Ara looks at me, mouth wide open.

“Thomas and I decided that instead of hiring prostitutes to suck his cock tonight, it would be just as well and good if you and your best friend here serviced him.”

I look at Ara again and her cheeks are flushed, her eyes wide. “Well, I mean, if she is okay with it?”

She licks her lips and looks at her husband. “I would much rather it be us two than some strangers who are getting paid.”

“That’s nice, I suppose,” Thomas says, pulling her to him and lifting her dress up. “Not that I was in much of a mood to give you a choice anyhow.” Arabella raises her arms and within seconds is standing there in nothing but her undergarments. “And since we’re standing here by the fire where it’s nice and warm, what better place for the both of you to start sucking my cock?”

Daddy wanders off as Thomas pulls off his pants. His cock bounces out, already hard as a rod of iron. Arabella looks at me and I can tell she’s a little apprehensive. So I go to her and lift her camisole up. “Why don’t you give the men a show?”

She smiles demurely, and I right away I can tell her nipples are getting hard. My insides grow hot, and desire swirls around me as I observe my best friend’s lovely fertile body.

“You know how much I love those nice titties, baby. And yours, too. I want to see the both of you naked.”

Daddy walks back in the room just then, bringing with him a thick wool blanket. “Let me lay this on the floor so the girls can be comfortable while kneeling for us.”

“Us?” I ask.

“Yes. Us. You didn’t think I was going to let you suck my brother’s dick all night without getting some of the action myself, did you?”

“Of course not, Daddy. You know I want nothing more than to please you.”

He growls and pulls me to him for a kiss. And out of the corner of my eye, I see Arabella kneeling before her husband as he holds his cock steady. Daddy’s hands wrap around me and he lifts the bottom of my dress and pulls it off of me. He also takes off my camisole and gently pulls down my drawers. His big hands grope my bottom and he softly caresses my pregnant belly. My pussy swells with arousal, the lips swollen and throbbing with need. And I can feel how wet I’m getting.

“Now, you get on over there and do your job while Daddy takes care of something.”

The heat from the fire warms my skin as I kneel next to Arabella. She is eagerly sucking Thomas’ cock as he holds her hair up and out of her face. But the moment I join her, she stops sucking and passes his erection my way.

“Your turn, Emma.”

I smile and lick my lips, then wrap them completely around the wide girth of his crown. Ara holds the base of his shaft steady as I suck, bobbing my head up and down as I try to go deeper each time.

“Mm, that’s good,” she purrs. “Thomas likes to shove it deep in my throat, don’t you, darling?”

“Fuck yes,” he grunts. “Only problem is, I can’t cum until morning, so you two need to give me your low-grade work.”

I can’t help but laugh, but the moment I feel Daddy grip my hips from behind, the laughter quickly fades.

“My baby here is about to be distracted anyway. Maybe you should aim your cock at her face, see if she can lick the head while I fuck her sweet, wet cunt.”

All the air escapes my lungs as Daddy enters me from behind. His thick cock never ceases to feel so perfect every time he fucks me, no matter what position we are in.

“That sounds like a solid plan. Hopefully I won’t shoot my load in the meantime.”

I have to hold onto Arabella’s shoulders as Daddy slides deep inside of me. And she swivels her head in my direction. The next thing I know, her hands start kneading my heavy breasts, and her lips move to mine. I never expected my best friend to kiss so good, to taste so yummy, to turn me on with her tongue so much. But as Daddy fucks my pussy, and she pinches my nipples while kissing me, I feel a hard cum building up.

“Oh, hell yes. Keep making out, girls, just like that,” Thomas growls, slipping the head of his cock between our lips.

I taste his slick pre-cum, and Emma and I flick our tongues together as her husband fucks the space between us. Daddy is behind me, pummeling away and groaning, and before I have the chance to register what is happening, my walls tighten around Daddy’s meat and I am cumming so hard fluid spurts from my pussy.

“Coat my dick, baby. You know I love it when you squirt.”

I huff and moan, and Emma does the same, cupping my breasts as we kiss. I reach over and grope her breasts, feeling her nipples pebble against my fingers. The experience is more erotic than I ever could have dreamed.

Over the course of the evening, Emma and I service Thomas while Daddy watches some. At one point, he brings a few chairs in so he and Thomas can sit down, and of course they have to constantly toss wood on the fire to keep that going.

Thomas nearly cums and needs to take a break, so he sits in the chair, his erection pointed at the ceiling, long and hard as he watches Arabella and I kiss, our bodies lying next to one another on the wool blanket as we rub our pussies together. All I can hear is the sound of them moaning as Ara and I begin to explore one another with our hands. I can tell her clitoris is hard and slick with her desire. And after just a few brushes of the enlarged bundle of nerves, she cums hard on my finger.

Well, at that point I just have to taste her, so I get on my hands and knees and lick every inch of her sweet folds as she spreads her legs wide. Daddy mounts me from behind again, slowly pumping his shaft in and out of my entrance but not allowing himself to cum.

Then, I feel him shift around as he slips out of me, and when his hands grip my thighs and his tongue slides to my soaked cunt, I can tell he has laid down between my legs to take oral pleasure in me, giving me what I fiercely need.

“Oh Daddy…” I moan, swirling my tongue in a circle over Arabella’s clitoris, forcing her to cum once more.

She thrusts her hips up and down, and I softly suckle the sensitive bump of flesh as Daddy makes me cum with his mouth, gripping my ass with his strong hands.

We take turns on each other like that all night, moving back to suck Thomas’ cock here and there. And by the time the sun peeks through the window, the men’s cocks are engorged with blood, their balls so full and heavy they are hanging halfway down their thighs.

We all wander to the bedroom so that we can be more comfortable, and I feel jittery from nerves once again, knowing I’m about to watch my husband be with my best friend.

But first things first.

Thomas has to plant his seed inside of Arabella before anything else can happen. I expect that Daddy and I will give them a little privacy, but we are both taken aback by the speed with which Thomas takes over the situation.

He flips Arabella onto our bed, and jerks her ass up in the air, sliding his raging hard erection inside of her pussy and erupting with so much force I can already see his cum dribbling out of her as he roars his pleasure. He pumps his hips a few times, and Arabella angles her head around to look at him over her shoulder, her breasts swaying to and fro.

“Plant your seed, darling. Make my belly swell just like Emma’s.”

He growls again, and watching the two of them makes me feel so carnal. Daddy walks over to the bed and climbs on top, holding his cock out for Arabella to take. I feel that heat grow inside of me and begin to touch myself as Ara opens her mouth as wide as she can.

“Fuck that mouth of hers good and hard, big brother. I aim to get her little asshole primed for your meat.”

I swirl a finger over my clit, then make my way over to the bed, plopping my bottom on the big pile of pillows so I can watch. Daddy thrusts deep, holding Arabella’s hair up as he fucks her mouth. I can hear his heavy balls slapping her chin, and her grunts of pleasure as her husband fucks her bottom.

Watching these two men in my life hammer their cocks in her openings has me dripping wet. And then Daddy does something completely unexpected. While my best friend gives him a blowjob, he tosses a look over his shoulder at me, then moves his hand to my pussy where he finger fucks me.

“Daddy … your fingers feel so good,” I say, huffing and bucking my hips.

My nipples grow hard and tingle, and as he growls, I know he’s spurting his load inside of Arabella’s mouth.

She grunts and moans as she struggles to swallow it all down. I know the feeling, and as I grind my pussy on Daddy’s hand, I feel my own struggle to hold back an orgasm.

I watch as Thomas tosses his hands on his wife’s hips in a firm grip, and I fully expect him to roar into an orgasm. But instead, he pulls out and a thick stream of cum shoots on her bottom, long thick drops of his seed, just wasted. He slides inside of her again and finishes, thrusting hard as Daddy’s muscular ass squeezes and relaxes over and over. I can tell he’s cumming, and it makes me erupt with pleasure, my walls tightening over and over as we all cum together.

Thomas eventually makes his way to the washbasin to clean himself, and Daddy takes over, getting behind Arabella and slipping inside of her bottom. This time, I straddle my best friend so that I’m right in front of my husband, and I lean over and kiss him as he starts to ram in and out of Arabella.

“Oh yes, fuck my tight little asshole,” she begs, stirring desire in my core.

I know how good Daddy’s cock feels, and how good he fucks. He will have her cumming in no time.

“You know what to do to my dick, little girl,” Thomas says.

I turn around and watch him grip his wife’s hair as he forces his thickness past her lips. The bed begins to shake violently as they fuck her at both ends. Daddy puts his hand on the back of my head and pulls me in for a kiss. It feels like sparks are dancing along my flesh as we tongue fuck each other. He massages my breasts, then touches my pregnant belly once again, and I have never felt sexier.

I hear Arabella moan, and feel her body jerking beneath me as she cums. And knowing that my daddy is bringing her that pleasure turns me on beyond measure. The next thing I know, Daddy is roaring as he empties his seed in her bowels, thrusting with hard, jerking motions that make me shiver.

I’m sure that we are all spent, but that doesn’t stop us from wanting to be near each other. Arabella and I lie down in the middle of our bed, Daddy getting behind me and his brother behind his wife.

Arabella and I face one another and kiss as Daddy slips his cock inside of my ass, giving me a slow anal fuck while her husband fucks her from behind. I think I know where his seed is headed though.

And I secretly wish the best, that my best friend will get pregnant so that we can be pregnant together.

“Did you ever think the four of us would be in bed together?” she asks.

I bite my lip and shake my head, my eyes beginning to flutter closed.

“You’re about to cum, aren’t you?”

She’s right, so I nod. And her finger slips to my clit, giving it a soft little brush, sending me toppling over the edge as Daddy rams my asshole good and hard.

“Oh fuck!” I cry out.

“Damn it, baby. The way your tight little ass grips my cock makes me cum so hard.” Daddy’s warm seed sprays my walls and dribbles from my bottom as my orgasm abates. And I have the pleasure of watching Arabella cum as Thomas gropes her breasts.

Her mouth falls open, and I give her the same pleasure she gave me, rubbing her slick and swollen bundle of nerves as she thrashes on the bed.

After that, we are all truly too exhausted to do anything but sleep. So that’s what we do.

Daddy holds me tight as Arabella and Thomas lie sleeping. And he whispers in my ear that he loves me.

“Mmm, I love you too, Daddy.”

“And I can’t wait until you’re as big as a house and your tits are full with milk. You think you’re sore now? Baby, you won’t be able to walk at all.”

Somehow this doesn’t surprise me.

And it makes me want my husband that much more.

The most exciting part of this is that my babies are due around my twentieth birthday. I hope Daddy does something extra special to help us all celebrate.


Book 5

Doctor & Daddy Duke

My twentieth birthday has come and gone and still no sign of going into labor. Not only that, I feel miserable all the time, so Daddy Duke takes me to see the doctor.

But our doctor is out of town, and the older man who’s been left in charge of his practice has just the solution to start my contractions, full force.


“There’s no doubt about it, baby. You’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever laid my eyes on.”

Daddy scans me from head to toe as he compliments me, and I know I should be flattered. But all I can think about his how huge I am. And how much trouble I have sleeping. And how much my back hurts. And how undesirable I feel.

“I might be beautiful to you, but truthfully I look like a heifer, and I feel as though I’m about to pop.”

“Stop that nonsense talk,” Daddy says, placing his fingers over my lips. “You don’t look anything like a heifer, and as far as you being about to pop, you know I have a solution for that.”

I rub my tummy, thinking about all the times Daddy has tried to make love to me this month. But because I’m nine months pregnant and feeling unsightly and unsexy, I have been pushing him away.

He has been incredibly patient, much more than I would have expected. But I have kept him complacent with regular blowjobs. I just cannot spread my legs right now. The whole idea of letting him inside of me, and “plowing my fields” with his huge member leads me to think, I don’t know, that we might hurt the babies.

“I don’t think I can right now, Daddy. I just feel so … pregnant.”

“You are pregnant. And you know I have been as understanding as I can be, my love.”

He walks to me and brushes his hands over my breasts. They have become so big, and I know he wants to use his hands and mouth on them. I just wish I could snap my fingers and feel sexy again.

“I know, Daddy. And I appreciate you so much for it.”

“As much as I love your mouth, I need the warm grip of your pussy. Do you know how hard it’s been to restrain myself from pushing you over the back of that chair and taking what belongs to me?” He grips my shoulders, the tension and frustration rolling from him to me.

But all I can do is let out a sigh and pull away from his grip, feeling as though I’m about to erupt into tears. “I’m sorry, Daddy. Really, I am.”

He growls softly, then takes me by the hand. “That settles it, then. I’m taking you to see Doc. He will let me know what I need to do.”

I nod, feeling relieved that he’s doing something, seeing as I feel so helpless and useless these days. And perhaps Dr. Shaw can give us some pointers on how to get these babies out of me, or at least enjoy sex with my husband once again.

***

“Just wait here, baby. I’ll see if Doc is available.”

I wait in the small foyer as Daddy walks through the doorway that leads to Dr. Shaw’s examining room. They have been close for years, so he always makes himself at home here. And he’s not gone more than two minutes before returning, but with an older man I don’t recognize.

He is only slightly smaller than Daddy, with silver and black hair that is neatly brushed back. Black rimmed spectacles rest over a strong but narrow nose line. His baby blue eyes flick over my body, in much the same way that Daddy’s often do, and I feel a sudden spark of electricity move along my flesh.

He smiles at me, reaching out to cup my hand with a firm grip. “You must be the lovely Emma.”

I glance at Daddy and he gives me a nod, as if to say “it’s okay.”

“Yes, I’m Emma. And you are?”

“Dr. Gorge. I’m filling in for Dr. Shaw, as he had to leave town for a sick family member out west.”

“Oh, that’s too bad. I mean, not that you’re here, but that someone in his family is sick.”

He smiles politely, and I feel a pull to him. He’s handsome and has this charismatic aura about him. “Thank you. I’ll let him know you passed along your well wishes next time we speak. Now, why don’t you come on back so you can tell me why you are here.”

I glance at Daddy again, and he kisses me on the cheek. “You go on, baby. I’ll wait outside.”

“Okay,” I answer, watching him leave.

Dr. Gorge smiles that perfect smile once again and nods his head. “Follow me, Emma.”

He leads me to the back room where the cushioned examining table is. I’ve been in here a number of times over the course of my twenty years—sometimes when sick and other times when accompanying a friend for emotional support. But this time I’m a bit more nervous.

While Dr. Gorge is strikingly handsome, I still don’t know him, and he doesn’t know me. It feels like starting from scratch.

“So,” he says, holding out his hand for me to help me sit on the soft leather surface. “Your husband told me briefly what has been going on. I’d like to hear it in your own words, Emma.”

After sitting in a chair and crossing his legs, he removes his spectacles and clasps his hands together across his waist. His eyes are focused on me, intent on listening.

I start out by letting out a great sigh as I rub my swollen tummy. “Well, doctor, I’m nine months along, and I suppose I’m just feeling restless, and ready for these babies to come along.”

He nods in understanding. “You probably are having trouble sleeping, experiencing back pain, swollen ankles, find it difficult to get comfortable no matter what you do, and have a wide range of emotions throughout the day. Is that about accurate?”

“Extremely accurate.” Okay, so this doctor clearly understands pregnant women.

“How is your appetite for the darker pleasures in life.”

I give him a curious look. “I’m sorry, I don’t follow.”

He chuckles. “Things in the bedroom. Sex, Emma.”

My face heats up, and I’m sure that I’m blushing. “Oh, well, that is not so great, as I’m sure my husband has told you.”

“’Tis a shame. A woman as lovely as you, and as bright and healthy, should be having relations with her husband on a regular basis. Tell me, what is it that you think has got you … withholding?”

I look down at my belly, thinking that it should be obvious. “My husband keeps telling me how beautiful I am, but it just seems like, maybe he is just saying that. Because I don’t feel beautiful at all.”

His forehead wrinkles and he stands up, pacing the floor as if deep in thought. “I have seen this several times in my practice, Emma. And almost always it is due to an imbalance within the pregnant woman’s body. But the only way for me to know for sure is to do an exam to check for symptoms.”

“What sort of exam are we talking about here, doctor?”

His eyes brush over my body, and he rubs his hands together. “A very thorough one, from head to toe. If you’re concerned about needles, put your worries to rest. I won’t be probing you, not with anything sharp, that is.”

He winks, and I have to admit I feel a rush of excitement.

“If you feel it necessary, I won’t object,” I reply.

After all, I can’t go to the doctor and not expect to get a full exam. But this particular doctor has never seen my body, so it feels rather strange to me. Different. Maybe that’s a good thing, and Dr. Gorge has experienced things that Dr. Shaw has not.

And what if he finds something seriously wrong?

No, I can’t allow myself to worry about this.

“I’ll step out while you slip on the gown, and I’ll let your husband know what’s going on.”

I wait until the door closes before getting undressed, feeling worried that he will walk in on me. The gown that is provided looks smaller than the one I’m used to, and there are no ties in the back. So I slide my arms in it like a jacket, leaving it open in the front. It barely covers my breasts, but they have gotten rather large, so that’s not unexpected. I do my best to pull it tightly closed.

“Are you ready?” the doctor asks, coming in the moment I sit back down on the exam table.

“I believe so. Although this gown might be a little small.”

He glances at my chest, then up to my face. “Nothing I haven’t seen before. Now, let me help you lie back.”

He rolls the handle on the side of the table, lowering the back just enough to allow me to be comfortable. He then lifts my legs and rests my feet on the tabletop. “Are you comfortable?”

“Yes, thank you.” I rest my hands on my belly.

“Good. I’m just going to wash my hands quickly. How has your appetite been?” He submerges his hands in a bowl of water, then dries off with a towel that’s been resting on a rack.

“It’s been all right. I just can’t eat as much at once.”

“Ha, that’s not at all unusual. As long as you want to eat.” He lifts a brow at me before rubbing the palms of his hands together.

“Yes, I do. I still cook a lot for Daddy Duke, too. He has a big appetite.”

“I’ll bet he does. For food and other indulgences.”

His reference causes waves of heat to ripple through me. “Always has and always will, likely.”

Dr. Gorge starts by touching my feet, rubbing my toes and massaging the arches. I am surprised, but it’s also helping me to relax.

“Your feet seem to be fine. No abnormalities there.”

“That’s good.” I’m not sure what sort of abnormalities he would expect to find, but I’m surely not going to complain.

His hands meander up my calves, and he does the same thing as with my feet, pressing his fingers into my flesh and working out what feels to be a lot of tension. My arms relax, and before I know it, they have fallen to my side and allowed the gown to spill open.

“Oh, I’m sorry,” I say, tugging it closed.

“It’s fine, leave it,” he says. I notice his voice sounds deeper. “I’ll have a look at those in just a moment as well.”

His hands have moved to my thighs, and he really seems to be covering every inch of me so far. He kneads my muscles, making me feel limp as a noodle.

“How are you feeling, Emma?” he asks, finally reaching my hips underneath the gown.

“Wonderful,” I purr, feeling weak all over. But weak in the best possible way.

“Perfect. It’s always easier to discover any issues when my patients are relaxed.

“Well, you have certainly accomplished that with me.”

I feel a smile forming on my face as he slides his fingers between my knees, spreading my legs wider.

“I need to do an internal exam, Emma. If you could just bear with me…” One hand cups the lower part of my bottom as his fingers slide through my folds, making a wet squicky sound that takes me by surprise.

I huff as he penetrates my opening, going deep, but also slow and gentle. And when he begins moving in and out, and curling his digit upward, effectively massaging that very sensitive place on me, I find myself unconsciously rolling my pelvis up and down.

“How does this feel, my dear?”

“It … it feels wonderful…”

“What about when I do this?” he asks, pressing the pad of his thumb to my clitoris.

“Ohhhh,” I breathe, undulating my hips as he massages me there.

“I’ll take that as a positive affirmation,” he says, his voice throaty.

My legs naturally splay open, and I feel the heat of lust as it rips through my core. Dr. Gorge’s hand moves to my breasts, and he softly kneads them while also rolling my nipples between his thumb and forefinger.

“I do believe that your problem was just temporary, Emma, and not in any way a result of a physical imbalance. However, I can continue with the exam, if it would reassure you.”

“Yes, please…” I beg, feeling him pinch my hard bud and send tingles of pleasure down to my pussy.

I know this isn’t right, that my husband would wonder what in the world was going on here. Why this doctor is examining me with such fervor. I should feel guilty about how good this feels. And perhaps I do feel guilty. But not enough to stop what’s happening.

Dr. Gorge inserts another finger inside of me, stretching my opening that feels like it has grown tighter since I haven’t let Daddy inside. He masters the art of finding my pleasure spot, using the pad of his hand to rub along that little bump of tissue that always makes me cum so hard. My eyes close of their own accord as I slip into a deep state of relaxed arousal. I don’t have to do a thing but lie here. I don’t have to worry about how I look or whether he is getting anything out of this. I can just be me.

“Mmm, that’s very nice, Emma. You seem to be quite healthy down here. I believe I should have a little taste, just to be sure everything is A-okay.”

I dart my eyes up at him, and he’s looking at my pussy with such intense lust, it makes my pussy flood with desire. “You’re the doctor,” I say, breathless. “Whatever you feel is necessary.”

He moves between my legs and lowers his head, and I know this is completely inappropriate. But I don’t want to stop it. And when his tongue slips over my enlarged clit, I know that stopping him would be a huge mistake. He is an expert at this. Clearly.

“Oh my…” I moan, lifting my feet and resting them on his shoulders.

My gown has fallen completely open, but I can’t see a thing that he’s doing because of my huge belly. But that doesn’t matter because what he is doing to my pussy feels so wonderful I can hardly breathe.

He laps at my lips, sucking and drinking and licking every part of my exposed folds. I rock my hips up and down as he fucks me with several fingers. I can see his other hand moving between his legs, and the whispered sounds of him stroking himself. He groans, moans, and seems to be taking as much pleasure in this as I am. If not, more.

When his tongue comes out and flicks my hard little bean, I topple over the edge, feeling a burst of fluid dribble down to the crack of my bottom.

“Oh yes…” I whisper.

My nipples tingle and harden, and a small droplet of milk leaks from the tip before trailing down the side of my breast.

Dr. Gorge’s breathing increases, and I have to bite my lip to stifle the cries of pleasure that are trying to erupt from my mouth as my walls clamp down around his thick digits. He sucks my clit in soft little rhythms, moaning and huffing as I hear the wet sounds of his ejaculation, knowing he must be cumming too. My hips roll up and down as my body shudders uncontrollably, and the last few flicks of his tongue across my clit make me yelp.

I toss my hand over my mouth as Dr. Gorge stands up, tucking himself back in his pants and turning his back to me. He submerges his hands in the bowl of water once more, giving them a good wash.

“As you surely know, I found nothing wrong upon examination, Emma. I’m going to allow you to get dressed, but I want you to return tomorrow for another possible treatment.”

I sit up on my elbows. “That was a treatment? I … I thought it was just an exam.”

He tosses a look over his shoulder. “It was both. You were in need of a treatment, based on what I found in the exam. And it’s possible you will need another one tomorrow.”

“Oh, all right.” I am already hopeful another treatment will be essential.

After drying his hands, he turns back around to face me. “I’ll speak with your husband, giving him the details. He will have explicit instructions to keep his hands to himself this evening so as not to disrupt the building of your desire.”

I haven’t a clue what he is talking about, but I don’t question it. I can’t imagine how Daddy will react to what he’s done, but I trust the doctor to word it in such a way that he won’t lose his temper.

Because Lord knows he wouldn’t want another man to touch me without his permission. But he might make an exception for the doctor.

***

That night, Daddy is so quiet that it is unsettling.

“Daddy, you never did tell me what the doctor told you.”

He glares at me, his eyes looking haunted. “You ought to know what he told me. You were there, were you not?”

I nod, realizing I may have just dug a hole for myself.

“Well?”

I gulp. “Are you angry with him?”

“For forbidding me from touching my own pregnant bride? Who makes me hard as a rock? Hell, baby, I know he is doing his job as your doctor. And I’m going to get what I want tomorrow. He has already promised me that. So no. I’m not angry.”

“Oh, well, that’s good. I’m glad, Daddy.” I kiss him on the cheek and try to get comfortable on my side of the bed before falling asleep. And I can’t control the thoughts that make their way through my head, wondering what the doctor did tell my husband. He must know something that I don’t. And this both unnerves and excites me.

I also recall the way the doctor licked my pussy and finger fucked me, bringing me to orgasm with very little effort. And I don’t understand how he was able to do that, but it is making my pussy throb all over again.

Just then, Daddy rolls over, his hard cock poking at my backside. “But that doctor didn’t say a single word about me cumming between your legs, baby.”

He cups my breasts and pushes his manhood between my thighs, getting coated in the slickness of my desire. Gracious, I really am wet. And suddenly full of regret that Daddy is not allowed to touch me. I want to cum so badly. I arch my back as Daddy’s thick meat rubs along my flesh, making me burn with lust.

“Daddy, you can fuck me if you want,” I tell him, lifting my leg and trying to angle the opening of my pussy at him.

“Oh damn…Dr. Gorge said you might beg for it. But he gave me strict orders to deny you. So, you will have to take my cum on the outside tonight, my love.”

He pushes my leg back down, then pinches my nipples as he groans and spurts his seed on my thigh, the twitch of his cock hard with each pulse of cum.

“Daddy … please …” I beg, my clit throbbing with need.

He growls in my ear, giving one more thrust. “I said no. Now stop with the begging and wait for tomorrow. We’ll see what the doc says then.”

I wipe Daddy’s cum up with the swipe of a finger and lick it away while he rolls over and drifts to sleep. And as for me, I am frustrated, but also more excited about what tomorrow will bring.

***

“Did you follow my instructions last night?” Dr. Gorge asks as I lie on the table, wearing the same small gown as yesterday.

“Sure did, Doc. And now we are ready for a full diagnosis so I can get things back on track with my wife.”

“Absolutely. I’m going to need you to follow my instructions to the letter.”

“Just tell me what to do, and I will do it. I want my wife dripping wet and cumming hard so she goes into labor.”

“What?” I ask, my voice so high it could break glass.

Dr. Gorge opens my gown, exposing every inch of my body. “Your husband and I are going to help you have these babies, my dear. Just lie back and do as we say.”

“Um … all right…” I don’t even know what to think at this point, but I will admit that I’m happy I’m going to finally get these baby boys out of my body. And if it means I get to orgasm in the process, so much the better.

And … is Dr. Gorge going to be a part of it? Oh my…

“Go ahead and expose yourself, get your cock nice and hard for Emma,” the doctor says. “And since we agreed upon the other aforementioned things, I’m going to get started on that right away.”

The doctor pushes my legs open and begins softly caressing my outer lips as Daddy pulls his thick cock out of the slit in his pants. He’s half hard and watching the doctor tease my pussy. Daddy reaches over and massages my breasts as he strokes himself.

“Emma, you’re going to take the both of us at the same time. So we need to be sure you are prepared for that.”

I gasp, and Daddy turns my head in his direction. “Put that mouth to good use, baby. Get me hard so I can fuck you into labor.”

Overcome with lust, I wrap my lips around his crown while allowing my legs to fall open. The doctor immediately slides several fingers in my pussy and gets to work bringing me pleasure.

“Rock your hips, Emma. Fuck my hand.”

Heat rolls through me, and Daddy growls, obviously turned on by the doctor’s order. I suck the tip of his shaft, feeling the salty slickness of his pre-cum coat my throat.

“Ah fuck, that’s a girl,” he moans, pushing himself in deeper.

I do as the doctor asked, lifting my buttocks off the table to push his fingers deeper inside of me. He puts a hand on my lower belly, pressing against his fingers inside of me, and it intensifies the pleasure so much.

I feel the burn shoot down to my toes as I get ready to cum. But then he slips out of me, leaving me unfinished.

“Come over here and fuck your wife while I have a shot at that mouth. We’re going to have her dripping wet.”

Daddy quickly ejects himself from my mouth and switches places with the doctor, pushing the head of his dick in my pussy.

“Ah yeah,” Daddy groans. “Been too long since I’ve felt this.”

“Emma. You have talents that need to be put into action.” I look over at the doctor standing next to me, and he is holding his manhood in front of my lips. He’s not nearly as big as my husband, and so all of him fits inside my mouth.

As Daddy fucks me steadily, I bob my head, sucking the doctor while slathering my tongue all up and down the underside of his cock. Daddy was right. It has been way too long since we’ve done this, and the pleasure that it’s bringing me is making me dangerously close to cumming.

“Dear God, she is good,” he moans, fucking my mouth harder, faster, and deeper, until I am gagging uncontrollably.

“Don’t I know it,” Daddy grits out. “Makes me want to shoot my load just watching you have a turn. Fuck…”

“Well,” Dr. Gorge groans, “maybe it’s time we get to the good part.”

The good part, as it turns out, involves Dr. Gorge lying the table down all the way. Fluids gush out of me, dripping down my legs as Daddy lies down on the soft cushion, and I am instructed to crawl atop of him, gripping his length with my tight, wet pussy.

“Oh Daddy…” I purr, bouncing my round ass up and down as I ride him. I feel my belly rub against his, and my heavy breasts, liquid leaking out in small droplets.

“Bring me those teats, baby,” Daddy says, lapping at my dark brown buds. He suckles them past his lips, sending pleasure shooting to my pussy right about the time I hear the doctor spit on his hand.

Daddy cups my ass and holds me still as he fucks me, and the next thing I know, I feel the doctor’s cock pressing against my tight little rose. I gasp as he pushes in, filling me with cock in both holes.

“Oh yesss,” I purr, feeling the intense pressure of their invasion. But it feels so good, it makes me smile.

The doctor vocalizes his pleasure and moves in and out of me in hard strokes as Daddy increases the force with which he fucks me. I end up laying my head on his chest as these two men have at my body, my holes.

And when I finally orgasm minutes later, the waves of my uterine contractions crash into me, bringing tears to my eyes.

“Oh Daddy,” I cry, digging my nails into his flesh.

“That’s a good girl, baby. Cum for Daddy.”

I huff and tremble all over, cumming hard as they pound me. The doctor is growling behind me, and within a few minutes, they both shoot their seed inside of me. There’s so much, it leaks out of me right away. I can’t contain it all, and their sounds of pleasure are feeding me right now.

I end up orgasming again, this time with less intensity. And right in the middle of it, as their cocks spill from my holes, I feel another gush of fluid, splashing on the floor and making me wonder just how much they actually came.

“I think your water broke, Emma. Are you ready for this?”

“What?” Daddy says, hugging me tightly as he sits up.

The doctor chuckles. “It worked. Your wife is about to go into labor.”

Everything seems to happen in a blur after that. Daddy takes me home so I can get comfortable in our bed. And Dr. Gorge sends for the midwife. Arabella comes along to help me, even though she is five months pregnant with her own babies.

And ten hours later, just before midnight, I give birth to twin boys.

Daddy and I start our new lives as parents to these beautiful babies, and I look forward to every single adventure we will share.
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Book 1

His to Catch

Master Rogue Synister

As the local ruler, when I see someone of the female persuasion coming towards my estate, I take personal pleasure in capturing her, as I would anyone who breaks the law.

I’ve been with dozens of women, many of them at the same time. I know how to demand pleasure. But there’s something special about Natasha. Maybe it’s her desperation for safety, and the way she begs for help while fighting my attention to her luscious untouched body that makes me want to savor every moment I have with her before deciding her fate.

I’m glad she escaped a vicious owner, a man who’s known to be my enemy. And the best way to dole out my revenge on him is through Natasha and her delightful body. She may not have “daddy issues” now, but she will by the time I’m done with her. And her bratty attitude just makes it that much more fun.

Natasha Addams

I know little about Rogue Synister, our State Master who rules with an iron-fist. But right now, he’s my only chance at protection from an owner with a violent streak.

It isn’t long after arriving I fear I’ve made a mistake, however. Because Rogue seems to be like every other man: interested in one thing and one thing only. But it isn’t until I’m bound to the spanking bench that I realize the true atrocity: this ruler is going to take whatever he wants from me, no matter what I say or do. And as bratty as I am, it turns out that I love his forceful nature.

I just hope he decides to keep me around when he’s finished using me for pleasure.


Rogue

I stare at the monitor, still unsure if my eyes are playing tricks on me or if I am indeed witnessing an intruder bold enough to come this close to my home. Leaning in a bit closer, I see it again, a swift shadow moving between the trees in the dark, the infrared glow around her body giving away a few hints of her gender. This particular shadow features curves and long hair, and she appears to be looking over her shoulder every few moments.

I stand up straight and run my hands over my beard, thinking that this needs to be dealt with promptly.

“Rogue, have you seen the—?” James enters my office, pausing mid-sentence when he sees where my focus is. James is my right-hand man who is currently one step behind.

“The girl? Yes. You know what to do.”

“Right away, sir.”

I watch him leave over my shoulder then quickly turn my attention back to the monitor. The camera swivels as she moves closer. Right now, she appears to be about a half a mile away, but since I practically own the entire state—and have a three-mile radius of property marked off around my mansion—this girl should know better. Anyone should know better.

I wonder what business she has here, to be arriving at this hour. Better yet, I question why she’s alone. I can’t determine her age from the image on the screen, but based on that long hair and those lean, sinewy legs, she may be on her own and uncared for. Feral.

That’s fine. I know what to do with feral.

I wonder if she’s on her way to service one of my men, and the thought angers me. My men know that I have the first poke at any female who walks past my front door. So help me god I’ll fucking ruin the man who takes what is mine before I do. I’ll ruin her as well.

James will bring her to me and I’ll decide her fate once I’ve questioned her. More than likely, she’ll be dismissed to my army so they can use her as a toy, if she’s of age, that is. If not, I’ll keep her safe until such age is reached.

I flip off the monitor and leave my office, making my way down the long, marbled hallway to the multipurpose room. James should be back within the next few minutes, if our little law breaker doesn’t try to escape. If she does, she’ll be leaving my estate as a corpse.

She wouldn’t be the first person I’ve had the pleasure of eliminating, and she certainly won’t be the last. Though, she will be the first of the female persuasion.

Ten years ago, when I was twenty years old, my father put me in charge of running the state, giving me the title of Master Rogue Synister. Since then, I have ruled with patience, fairness, and a level head. But lately, my patience has been wearing thin, particularly for those who have absolutely no regard for the law.

And the law clearly states that trespassers will be punished accordingly, as to the property owner’s wishes.

No worries there. Her punishment will be my army’s pleasure. They’ve worked hard enough and deserve a little reward.

I would take her myself, but I have Selena here to keep me occupied when my cock is in need. Selena is a good little servant, but lately I’ve lost interest in her. Not sure why. She’s extremely submissive, never talks back, does as she is told. What more could a man ask for?

The truth is, I get tired of all my servants. Always have. Hell, maybe it is time for a change. I think I need to find a girl I can mold and shape, who isn’t … two-dimensional, who doesn’t drop to her knees the moment I snap my fingers. I can’t believe I even think this, but there’s no denying my need for spice and friction, someone I can force to love me, as fucking crazy as that sounds.

My thoughts are interrupted when I hear James coming down the hallway, feet shuffling along the floor.

“Stop it! Or I’ll be forced to send you to the punishment chamber right away!”

“Let go of me!”

I spin around, just in time to see James tugging her inside the room, her arms secured behind her back and rope criss-crossing her chest, framing her modest breasts.

“Sorry, Rogue. This one is feisty. Would you like for me to cage her?”

“Cage me?” she shrieks, her eyes lifting in fear.

“No, let her go,” I say, holding up a hand as I approach them.

I let my eyes drag over her body as James releases his grip on her. Dressed in all black, right down to her boots, she did a good job of attempting to camouflage herself.

Well, there really was no way for her to know I have infrared cameras surrounding my home and that she’d have been spotted no matter what.

“Please allow me to explain why I’m here, Master Synister.”

As she struggles to catch her breath, her eyes pleading with me, I notice her face is young, her hair as long and dark as the night she just came from. And though she has a thin waist, her curvy hips suggest she’s of child bearing age. The animal within me rises, sending red hot blood surging through my cock.

“State your name and age, please.”

“Natasha. Eighteen and sixty-four days.”

Just turned eighteen. Which means, she’s of age.

Good.

“Natasha what?”

“Addams.”

That surname, it twists a knife in my gut. I’ve never liked the man, despite the power he holds within the community. And I’ve just gotten word yesterday that he’s working on a plan to overthrow me as State Master.

I glance at James and he looks equally surprised. “Sir. Just say the word, and I’ll be happy to take care—”

“No no.” I hold up a hand, knowing what he’s about to say. He’d be happy to go ahead and take care of her, right here and right now. I move my eyes back to Natasha and that fearful face does something to me. “It’s fine. You can leave us alone now. I’ll handle this.”

With a quick nod, he turns on his heels and leaves the room, closing the door behind him, and I take a moment to walk around our captured prey.

The armbinder restraint on her is a little sloppy, but it got the job done—one of many reasons I keep James around. That man could hog tie a herd of rabid animals with his eyes closed, no doubt.

I can’t help but notice how creamy smooth her skin is, how silken her hair, how delicate her slightly padded frame. I press my nose to her neck and draw in her scent. I want to smell more of her, taste her, watch her writhe beneath me. Maybe even while she struggles to get away.

By the time I’ve completely circled her, my cock is stiff and ready to be relieved.

“Master, I—”

“What business do you have here, Natasha?” I ask, placing a finger under her chin.

She meets my gaze, blinking, her bright blue eyes hauntingly beautiful. “I seek refuge, Master Synister. Refuge from an abusive owner.”

So, the last name indicates that Evan Addams owns Natasha and is not her flesh and blood. This is great news. Because if she were related to that vile, miserable excuse for the piece of human garbage that he is, I shudder to think of how things would have turned out for her.

“What has he done to you, Natasha?”

“He’s kept me locked up in his cellar for a month now, in solitary confinement no less. He’s fed me only once a day, and they were scraps, rations left over from what his other servants didn’t eat.”

That explains her slender waist and porcelain skin. That I happen to love.

“And how did you escape?”

She attempts to hide a tiny smile. “Dumb luck. I heard him leaving earlier, and I rammed the side of my body into the door until it gave in. He didn’t have it locked very well.”

No kidding. Either that or she has a lot more strength than what shows.

“What was his explanation for this?”

Natasha licks her lips, lets her eyes search my face, maybe in search of sympathy. Something I don’t have yet. She was—is still—his property. Legally, he can do whatever he wants with her, to her.

“I don’t know, Master Synister. He paid my father handsomely several months ago. Allowed me my own quarters, regular walks in the garden. His other servants taught me how to cook his favorite meals. Then …” she adds, swallowing hard, “…in April, on my eighteenth birthday, he attempted to lay claim to me. But he … he failed to reach a state of full arousal. I … I think he blamed me.”

I freeze, stunned. Any man incapable of reaching erection around something of such beauty, of fine perfection, must either be suffering from impotence, or he’s as gay as the day is long.

“Had he been drinking?”

Natasha shakes her head. “Not that I’m aware of.”

“Hmph.”

This leads me to my next curiosity, one that’s forcing the blood to surge with even greater force through my cock, leading it to push painfully against my slacks. “And he’s left you in the cellar since that incident? With no contact with any others, including his men?”

“No, Master. No contact whatsoever.”

Her blue eyes grip me as she stares at me with hope. I stare back at her but with a different agenda.

This girl is of age, and she is as pure as the driven snow. And she is bound by rope in my presence.

There’s a fire raging inside of her. A fire I’m damningly drawn to. Not only that, her body is calling to me. And I will have her, taking what I want so that I can return her to Evan Addams, all used up and not worth a damn.

Let’s see how long she can keep me entertained and satisfied.


Natasha

It’s hard to believe I’m standing in front of our very own State Master, Rogue Synister. The man who is now my only hope at living a semi-normal life.

My father used to speak about him quietly, as if Rogue himself were there, listening in. He has strong opinions about our ruler, as does everyone. And now that I’m standing before him and can feel his strength, his dominance, the sheer force of his power, I understand why. Not that I’m like most people because our fearless leader who rules with an iron fist doesn’t intimidate me. But I do understand why most people fear him.

I’ve explained to the State Master that my owner, Sir Evan Addams, was terribly neglectful. But he really doesn’t know the half of it. In a way, I’m lucky that he kept me locked up the last four weeks. Every single night, I could hear the tortured screams of his victims as he beat them into submission. I’ve no idea why he decided I wasn’t worthy of the same treatment, but I fear it was coming. And earlier this evening, something inside of me snapped. I knew I had to escape by any means necessary. My shoulder is sore, but that’s a small price to pay for instant freedom. And this damned rope keeping my arms pinned to my back is not helping.

Master Synister paces the floor across the room, rubbing his beard as he glances my way every few moments. The strength in his arms is impossible to miss, and within the dark of his eyes hide a world of secrets. Secrets I don’t care to know. The barely-visible creases in his face suggest a life of hardship, not of years. So he’s younger than I thought. And much more attractive.

“You do realize you broke the law by trespassing onto my property.”

“No, I … I didn’t. But I am painfully aware of the chance I took in escaping my owner and seeking refuge here. I was hoping to appeal to your sense of compassion, Master.”

He snaps his head in my direction as anger blazes in his eyes. “Compassion? Me?”

I had no idea those words would ignite such passion. I part my lips to answer, but he storms in my direction before gripping my arms. I wince, the pain in my shoulder still fresh.

“I am not a compassionate ruler, Natasha,” he spits out, narrowing his eyes at me. “I rule with authoritarianism. Surely you know that.”

Most women would crumple at the knees before this man. After all, men have owned women throughout history, and it’s within our DNA to be compliant.

But not me.

I’m not like most women, submissive and looking to serve. That role was forced upon me. So this ruler’s anger and impatience only fuels mine.

I clip my chin up at him in defiance. “If you rule with authoritarianism like you say, then make Sir Evan pay for his crimes.”

“Crimes? Against you?” He takes a step back, lowering his voice in curiosity.

“No. Against you. He’s forming a militia to overthrow you as ruler. Has been for months.”

Surprise flashes in his eyes. “You know about this?”

“How could I not? Many of his conversations carried through the air vents, straight down to me.”

Many conversations I wish I could forget.

He turns around and begins pacing again, his body rigid. He slides his hands in his pants and his jaw ticks as his face reddens. He stops, mid-pace, and looks my way, his eyes floating up and down my body. Something has shifted within him. But I can’t tell if it’s dangerous or not.

He walks to me and drags a finger down the middle of my chest, running over the bumps of rope and stopping just below my belly button. My leg muscles tighten, as though I’m about to sprint. But then, as he drags up the bottom of my shirt and exposes the flesh of my belly, I feel a stirring deep in my core that I’ve only ever experienced when fantasizing about my nameless, faceless hero.

When he pauses and catches me gazing into his eyes, he licks his lips before speaking. “You may be of use to me.”

It occurs to me then that I’m more valuable than I originally thought. “I can tell you whatever you need to know: Sir Evan’s routine, the names of his most highly valued men, what side of the bed he sleeps on…”

“Oh, I don’t care about those things. I already have my own plans for that worthless garbage. What I really want, is right here.”

With that, he pinches my shirt and tugs it upward, dragging it underneath the pieces of rope and completely baring my breasts to him. My face begins to boil, not from embarrassment as much as anger. When he proceeds to lightly cup them in the palm of his hand, I flinch.

“What are you doing?” I snap, taking a step back.

“Nothing that should cause you to retreat like that. Come here.” His arm swiftly wraps around my waist as he pulls me to him, hugging me so tightly I can feel his erection. My nipples harden, and he looks me square in the eyes as he teases them with the tip of his index finger.

Heat pulses from between my legs, my body responding in ways that make me feel guilty.

“Do you like the way daddy touches you?”

I fight against the rope, my pussy twitching. “What? Are you sick?”

His laughter is downright insulting, but when I feel his erection press against my tummy, I grow weak in the knees.

But I can’t let him know that his touch is igniting me … down there … or that his use of the word “daddy” makes me feel dirty.

He gropes my breast and presses his lips to my ear. “Tell me your nipples aren’t hard because you want me to touch you in very special ways.”

I feel as though I might rupture from the heat circulating throughout my body. I’m so confused, and the fact that my bound arms are keeping me from being able to fight him off makes this more … oh god, pleasurable.

“Don’t flatter yourself. My nipples get hard when the wind blows.”

“Well, they also get hard when I play with them. So you can add that to your list,” he says through an evil laugh. A laugh that is quickly followed by a hard pinch to my tingling buds.

The pinch pulls a whimper from my throat. But I also notice the dampness that blooms along my upper thighs, so there’s some truth to his statement.

I’ve no idea what will come next as he backs away from me and drags his eyes over my exposed chest, shaking his head in what I deem to be a perverted form of admiration.

Lust overtakes me, consumes me. I’m so disgusted by him, yet there’s this carnal need inside of me that I can’t deny. It’s like I suddenly have an itch that needs scratching.

I just don’t want to have to scratch it myself.

“Tell me, Natasha, have those beautiful blue eyes of yours ever seen a man in his full form?”

Judging by the state of his erection, I assume he’s about to show me his “full form.” And his compliment of my physical appearance oddly warms me up to the thought of seeing his cock.

“No, I haven’t. And frankly, I don’t care to.” Really. Most women I know have absolutely no desire to see something that a man uses to take a piss with.

But right now, all I can think about him thrusting it deep inside of me. God, what is wrong with me?

“You don’t care to? You’re not even a little curious?”

“No. Not even a little,” I lie.

He takes a step towards me, rubbing his enlarged member with a purpose. “Perhaps one look at your daddy’s cock will change your mind.”

I hold back a groan, the tightness building in my core, the need growing stronger as my pussy swells. “Why do you call yourself that? You’re not my father, nor a daddy of any kind.”

A smirk pulls his lips apart. “No, I’m not your father, nor anyone’s father. But you’re a little on the unruly side, which makes me think you need a bit of firm hand, a little discipline in your life. And I think that I might enjoy giving you such discipline, Natasha.” He reaches up and rubs the palms of his hands over the peaks of my hard buds, sending waves of desire rippling through me. “And I wholeheartedly believe that if I were to stick my hand down your pants, I would find a very wet and willing pussy, wouldn’t I?”

I pull in a short gasp, sure that he’s about to go on an uninvited exploration. But he doesn’t, much to my chagrin.

“I’m not even going to insult that horrible question with a response,” I spit out.

At this point, I think I’m angrier with myself than with him. Why am I getting so aroused at this? It feels like my body is betraying me because the truth is, if he were to stick his hands down my pants, he’d be met with sticky heat coating his fingers.

Master Synister narrows his eyes at me. I think he’s losing his patience. “You’ve shown nothing but disrespect to me. You sneak onto the property of your State Master, seeking a safe haven, and you can’t even indulge me in a little fun? You’re definitely not like other women.”

“I never said I was like—”

“And,” he interrupts, “it helps to sway my opinion of things. I was quite bored before you got here. I think it’s time for a little fun.”

With absolutely no warning, his fingers are tightening around my arm as he drags me across the room and pushes me over the padded part of a spanking bench.

In one swift tug, he’s managed to loosen the rope and my arms are free, but then they’re quickly pulled forward as he moves in front of me and secures the rope to the wooden legs of the bench.

“You’ll learn your place here, Natasha. And I, as your new daddy, will enjoy bringing you the discipline you need to get your head straight.”

“My head is perfectly straight!” I argue, pretending to fight against the restraints.

But it’s no use. I’m bound to the bench, folded at the waist and at his mercy.

“No it is not, Natasha. But that’s okay.” He slides his fingers inside the waist of my leggings and tugs them down to my knees. Cool air kisses my flesh, and I’m utterly humiliated that I’m exposed like this.

When he reaches for a wooden paddle hanging on the wall above my head, my breath catches in my throat. “You’re not seriously going to hit me with that, are you?”

“Well I’m certainly not going to hit me.”

I see his arm go up out of the corner of my eye, and when the flat wooden surface strikes my flesh, I jump into my toes and let out a yelp.

“Take your spanking like a good girl, and daddy will give you a special treat.”

Holding back the groans, I squeeze my eyes closed and flinch with every strike upon my bottom.

“Normally, I would have you count out loud to a certain number.”

Thwack.

“But I like the fact that you’ve no idea how many swats your pretty little ass will get.”

Smack.

“And as red as your flesh is turning right now, you’re likely to get off easy.”

Whack.

I bite both of my lips inside my mouth and tighten my grip on the wood as he delivers three more hard swats to my rear end. The burn feels unbearable, and I violently thrash against the restraints through multiple strikes.

“God, I hate you! Why did I even come here?” I shriek.

“Because deep down, you knew you needed a strong leader.”

I almost want to laugh. And my shoulder hurts too much to keep fighting, so I go limp, right about the time my skin goes numb.

And it’s in this moment I find freedom in the surrender.

“That’s a good girl. Now you’re right where daddy wants you.”

When I see him hanging the paddle on the wall, a sense of peace washes over me.

His smooth hands caress my warm bottom, sending ripples of pleasure drifting through me. Callused fingertips drag down the backs of my legs, and I hear a moan rumble up his throat.

“You are quite stunning, Natasha. It’s been a while since I’ve had to discipline one of my servants. In fact, I can’t remember the last time I did so in a bare-bottom fashion like this.”

“Wonderful. Now would you please pull my pants up so that we can have a mature conversation about this?”

He grips my flesh and growls. “No I will not. I’m going to stay here and kiss every inch of your pretty ass until you’re whimpering.”

His lips move to my flesh, his hands gliding over the hot surface. I let out a long, heady breath, feeling fully subdued, completely intoxicated by his touch. He then does as promised, kissing me from my tingling thighs all the way up to the small of my back, his breath moving over my skin and his hands kneading my globes.

I find myself relaxing more and more, until he works his way to that slit between my legs, pressed tightly between my thighs as it quickly swells. And when his tongue flicks the sensitive flesh of my outer labia, my pulse races.

“Daddy!” I cry out, shocked that the word “daddy” was so quick to leave my lips.

He groans and tightens his grip on my hips. “Yes, little one?”

“I … I …” But I don’t know what to say.

So I only arch my back in the hopes that it will better display my sex for him.

“Do you want daddy to give you that special treat now?”

I huff and nod, but I don’t think he can see me.

“Was that a yes, my little Natasha?”

I gulp down the shame and humiliation, not wanting to admit how much I want this.

“Yes,” I whisper, panting as he drags his lips over my bottom.

“Yes, what?”

“Yes. I … I want my special treat. Daddy.”


Rogue

I want my special treat. Daddy….

I’ve never been around a female that fueled such passion in me. It must be her feisty nature, her unwillingness to fall to her feet just because I’ve snapped my fingers and commanded her to. I also knew how she would respond to calling me daddy. A girl like her demands leadership from an authority figure.

And with her body displayed like this for me—legs slightly spread and arms restrained while I know just how much she wants it—my mouth is dying to taste her.

“Mm, daddy wants you too, little one.”

I’m failing to recall the last time I tasted a woman, the last time I fucking wanted to. It’s been a while. But Natasha’s sex smells so sweet, and I can see the way it glistens here in front of me.

The red glow of her flesh is beginning to take on a new hue, growing into a light pink that reminds me of what her pretty pussy must look like.

I drag a finger down the center of her slit, and Natasha huffs, thrusting her bottom out a little and angling her puffy lips in my direction. My cock stirs inside my pants, eager to be released. But I’m taking too much pleasure in watching Natasha’s reaction, and knowing that she will be begging for my cock makes me that much harder.

Evan Addams will be enraged that I ruined the one thing he was saving. It’s the perfect revenge for what he’s been planning to do.

I press the tip of my finger inside her opening and she moans, making my erection twitch. I savor the pain in my balls. They’ll be emptied soon enough.

For now, I’ll make my property—however temporarily she may belong to me—suffer in agony.

“Daddy is going to taste you now, little one. Don’t move a muscle.”

Her body is still, but I can hear her breathing, the way she’s struggling to not hyperventilate.

I start by planting several kisses on her feminine lips, listening as she draws in several short breaths. My tongue slides through her swollen gash, and immediately I can taste her desire, thick and sweet.

I move my hands over her bottom and feel the blood pulsing through my manhood, right about the time I find the bump of her clit, hot and pulsing.

“Oh yes,” she whispers, then pulling in a rushed breath, as if she feels guilty for the outburst.

I smile and quickly turn my head, just to leave a few pecks along the lower swell of her bottom, making her wonder if I’m stopping or if I’m simply taking a break.

“Do you know how delicious you taste?”

I see her hair swish back and forth below the bench as she shakes her head.

“Like a ripe kiwi, little one. It’s so hard not to take a bite.”

Natasha grunts as I probe her opening with the tip of my tongue, this time going deeper … deeper … and deeper still, until I feel that membrane protecting her fertile uterus from the likes of a man like me.

Too bad because I’m going to eventually slide right through that slick but tight barrier with my steely cock and explode my seed everywhere.

Squeezing the round globes of her bottom, I curl my tongue upward and use the tip to forcefully massage the wall of her vagina. Her legs begin to tremble, and she releases a long moan, moving her hips in a circle as she reaches the crest of her climax.

But I don’t want her to cum just yet. I want her body aching for a release.

So I draw my tongue out and use my fingers to spread open her pretty lips.

“Mmm, so fucking pretty,” I groan.

Natasha huffs, and my cock grows harder, leaking pre-cum onto the soft cotton of my underpants. Her petals are shiny and glistening, and her clitoris, red and swollen as it begs for attention. I dip into her opening, then immediately come out, dragging with me a thick but clear string of her deliciousness and moving it swiftly to that angry bump of tissue, swirling it round and round, slowly but deliberately.

“Oh daddy…” she whispers, visibly struggling to remain still. I know it must be hard for her to hold this position for long, what with the blood rushing to her head. So I will put her out of this misery soon. As I will myself.

“Yes, little one. Daddy is right here. And I do believe this is my favorite part of you, at the moment.”

Her hair swooshes around and her voice releases several throaty groans as I diddle her clit with the tip of my finger.

“Does daddy’s girl need to cum?”

She nods. “Yes. Please…”

With an evil smile and a raging cock straining to get free, I stand up and unzip my pants, pulling my straining erection from the opening.

“Your sweet pussy has inspired me to get creative, little one.”

Moving a fist up and down my nine-inch throbbing cock, I stare at the beauty before me—her pretty ass bare and glowing hot pink, her sexy pussy lips glistening with even more fluid than before, and her knuckles growing white as she grips the wooden legs of the spanking bench.

My balls are painfully heavy, and I know it will only take a few tugs to get the release I so desperately need. I push her legs apart and her feet slide along the wooden floor. I angle my cock at her entrance, using my left hand to spread her pussy lips open nice and wide so I can see everything. And then, I use the head of my cock to rub her clit, slowly working it in a circle as I massage it.

“Oh yes,” she whimpers.

A growl crawls up my throat as I stroke my length while rubbing her clit and admiring how the tip moves over her folds of tissue, forcing her to moan uncontrollably.

“Fuuuuck,” I grit out. “You’re going to make daddy cum much too fast.”

I try to slow down, wanting to savor the intense feeling here. But the way her ass looks is driving me to the brink of sexual insanity.

And as I envision how blissful it will feel to plunge all the way into her depths, I find myself moving my cock up to her cunt and sliding the head in.

Natasha gasps, fearful that I’m about to take her virginity, I’m sure. And it’s all I need to pull the cum from my balls with no warning.

I withdraw from her and use my fingers to spread apart her lips again, watching my cum shoot out in hard, forceful bursts from the slit and land directly on her clit.

“Oh, oh daddy!” Natasha shrieks. “I’m cumming!”

I growl as the searing heat of my orgasm rips through me, my cock twitching violently as I spurt one jet after another, each one landing directly on Natasha’s quivering pearl. Good god, the ropes of cum are shooting out with enough force to actually make Natasha have an orgasm.

I tighten my fingers around my cock, catching some of my own seed and using it as lube as I continue to jerk myself to completion, watching the whitish fluid drip down my property’s pussy lips and splat to the floor.

I huff as my balls jerk and my cock pulses out several more bursts, until there is nothing left and I’m standing there growling with a half erect dick in my hands.

Natasha’s pussy is a beautiful, dripping mess.

“Did you enjoy your treat?”

“Yes, daddy. Thank you.”

I wipe my cum around her rear end, over the curve of her ass, and I even insert several fingers two knuckles deep inside of her vagina and pump softly, feeling her walls grip me on the way in.

“I’m not done with you either. You’ll stay the night with me and please me how I see fit. In return, I’ll think about letting you remain here. Is that understood?”

Natasha gasps, but I know her little cunt is aching for my cock.


Natasha

With my body still trembling from my orgasm, Master Synister informs me that I’ll have to spend the night with him and service his sexual needs, just for the chance to stay here under his protection.

“Is that understood?” he adds.

“Yes, daddy,” I murmur, utterly ashamed of how quickly I’ve tossed all my beliefs to the wayside, and all because of a little chemistry I feel with a man who might be taking me right back to a crazed psychopath if I’m not enough for him.

“Good girl,” he says, loosening the binds around my wrists.

He pulls me to a standing position, my heart still hammering in my chest. He slides my leggings up and pulls my shirt back down so that I’m no longer exposed.

“Let’s get you cleaned up, shall we?”

I’m simultaneously horrified and aroused that I’ll have to prove myself worthy of him. And as he steps out of the room and pulls his phone from his pocket to call one of his servants, I think of the many ways I can set myself apart from the rest.

But I’ve no idea how to do that since I don’t know what the other women here do for him.

A woman enters the room seconds later and takes me by the hand, leading me all the way down the long hall. I follow closely behind, her long sandy blond hair flowing down her back and stopping just short of her buttocks.

“Master wishes that you be fully prepared for service tonight. That means we’ll need to remove all body hair.”

I drop my head and look at my thatch of hair, realizing what she’s talking about. “Why would he?—never mind.”

My question is futile, really, and the woman giggles as if she understands. “Master is a bit picky, but I think you’ll like the results. You can look at mine, if you like.”

She lifts her skirt to reveal her womanhood, the vertical slit completely hairless. To me, it looks strange. But I don’t want to hurt the woman’s feelings so I simply nod and tell her, “It looks lovely.”

She nods toward the tub, and I remove my clothes before submerging myself below the surface of the warm water. I admit it feels good, and it occurs to me that I can take the opportunity to ask this woman what Master Rogue Synister likes to have done to him. I can learn from her.

“What’s your name?” she asks.

“Natasha, and yours?”

“Selena. You have a nice body.”

“Really? Thank you. I just turned eighteen last month. How old are you?”

“Nearly twenty,” she sighs.

“Is that bad?”

“No, it’s just, well, I’d hoped Master would allow me to bear his children by now. He’s owned me for almost two years.”

I don’t know how to respond. I feel as if I’ve walked into a complicated situation when all I wanted was a safe harbor. Selena seems really sweet too. I wish I could make her feel better.

“Maybe he’s waiting until he’s certain you’re ready?” It seems like an empty consolation. But admittedly I know nothing about her. Or him.

“Oh, don’t worry about me. Let’s focus on getting you prepared for your big night.”

Odd how swiftly the theme of this night changed, but as a female in this day in age, you have to be prepared for anything.

Selena picks up the razor from the edge of the tub and proceeds to shave my legs, shampoo my hair, and lastly, focus on that thick fluff of hair between my legs. I have to move around and even sit on the edge of the tub for a few minutes. But once every bit of hair is removed, I’m happily surprised at how good it looks.

Selena helps me dry off and applies a clear ointment that helps to prevent razor burn. It also happens to make my skin feel rose-petal smooth, and by the time I’m ready to be delivered to the State Master’s chambers, I’m breaking out in a nervous sweat.

“I’m worried he won’t like me, that I’ll let him down.” I can’t tell Selena my real predicament, which is that I’m only doing this to win a permanent place in the home of our ruler.

Selena brushes my long hair over my shoulders and smiles at me. “Master Synister is a little rough around the edges. But I don’t think you’ll let him down. He’s brought you here for a reason. He sees something in you. Just be yourself.”

Well, he hasn’t exactly brought me here as much as caught me. But she’s right about one thing: he did see something in me. Specifically, the way I reacted to him calling himself ‘daddy.’ In fact, we both reacted to that.

He thinks I need a strong leader, and I know that I do. But he needs a willful girl. One who will challenge him a bit. One who will need to be put in her place.

“Thank you, Selena. That’s perfect advice.”

She winks at me, and I hope that we might become good friends at some point.

“Oh! I almost forgot.” Selena sits me in the short stool in front of the mirror and pulls my hair into two long ponytails on either side of my head. She then braids both sides, and the ends hang just below my soft nipples.

“There, perfect.”

I’m not sure why he requested braids, but I do like the way they make me feel youthful, innocent, and I suppose a little naughty.

And by the time she leads me down the marbled hallway to Master Synister’s chambers, my confidence has bloomed. But when I walk into the massive space, I’m flabbergasted at the beauty that surrounds me.

I’m breathless, not only at the perfectly shined wooden floors and dark-red walls, but also the massive four-poster bed that’s fit for a king. Not to mention the pile of blankets and pillows and a bright pink throw tossed along the corner of the bed.

“You’ll do great, sis,” Selena says, kissing me on the cheek before disappearing.

I want to stop her, to ask her to wait with me until Master arrives, but then he walks through another door across the room, I assume the main bath, wearing nothing more than dark slacks. His chest is a chiseled mass of perfection, and it awakens something inside of me.

He walks slowly in my direction, eyes dragging over my body. I’m wearing a light pink satin robe that covers just the essentials, but I wonder if I should have come in here unclothed.

“Do I look alright, daddy?”

As he stands before me, the air becomes thick with lust, and I become dizzy with need. He reaches over and runs his fingers down my braids. “I think this will do, yes. Do you like it?”

I shrug and brush past him, walking to the window. “I don’t know. I always thought braids were rather dumb.”

I feel him approach me from behind, his hands going around the back of my neck. “Would it be dumb if I tugged on those same braids while you sucked my cock?”

My insides stir, and I feel a pulse between my legs. Tingles of desire ripple through me at the prospect of sucking his cock—something that takes me by surprise. And the thought of his hands guiding me by pulling my hair makes me hot all over.

“It would be dumb if you tugged on my braids at any time, much less while I’m sucking your cock.” Of course it’s a lie, and as I turn to face him, I can see the irritation in his eyes.

“Your willful intolerance of my kink is disappointing. And as your daddy, I have no choice but to show you just how wrong you are.” The last part, he leans in and whispers in my ear, so close I can feel his breath raise the hairs on my neck, forcing little tingles to prick my nipples into hard pebbles.

All I do is shrug, and when I turn to face him, this wicked smile is playing upon his lips as he unties the belt around my waist. After he slides it out of the loops, he pulls me to his body, so close that I can feel his steely erection pressing into my belly. My heart drums like crazy as he pushes my arms behind my back and ties the satin belt around my wrists, binding them together.

He opens my robe then, allowing the back of his rough fingers to roll over the sides of my breasts. I can feel my nipples prick harder, and the desire for his lips to press against my aching buds is immense.

“You’re not sexually aroused at the moment?” he asks, keeping his eyes locked on my chest.

“What would I have to be sexually aroused about?” I ask, feeling the juices pour from my pussy and stick to my thighs.

He chuckles, rolling a finger over one of my nipples. “You tell me, little one.”

All I do is roll my eyes. When he trails that same finger down my tummy and over my freshly shaved mound, I can’t help but gasp at how good it feels. I tug against my restraints as he probes my opening, now slick with need.

“Dear god,” he growls, bringing my scent up to his nose as he pulls in a slow breath. “I don’t know what this is, if not a very aroused pussy.”

I lick my lips and look away, now feeling overwhelmed. “I think daddy’s girl needs to get on her knees and show him just how sorry she is for lying through those pretty little lips.”

I flick my eyes in his direction and practically see flames dancing in his irises. I think we’re both about to go up in flames from the lust between us.

I only hope this is enough to earn my keep here.

“I’m not sorry, daddy.”

Oh, but I am so, so sorry. Sorry enough to suck your cock for as long as I have to.

He knits his brow, and his nostrils flare.

“And if you want me to suck your cock like a disgusting whore, you’re going to have to force it past my lips.”

I clip my chin up at him and we stare at each other for a few long moments. I consider barging past him and attempting to run away, but that just seems like too much work. Especially since he seems to be responding to my defiant attitude and this role-play between us.

“Very well,” he grunts, taking a few steps back and undoing his pants. He lets them fall down and kicks them aside as his gaze sweeps over me.

My pussy is aching for another release at the thought of him forcing himself inside my mouth. It’s the only way I want to be taken.

He stands naked before me, his erection pointed at me and bouncing several times. It’s much longer than I thought it would be, and as clear fluid leaks from the tip, I find my mouth beginning to water.

“On your knees, now.”

I narrow my eyes at him in mock anger as I go to my knees. The floor is hard, but not hard enough to stifle my thoughts.

Master Synister steps my way, and I keep my gaze focused on his shaft as it inches close to my face.

“Lick your lips,” he says, pulling my braids above my head and holding them in one hand. He takes the base of his cock in the other as I drag my tongue over my lips. And then, in one smooth stroke, he shoves his thickness right against my mouth, forcing it open as he invades it with his throbbing member.

With my pulse pounding, I feel my braids swoosh back down to my shoulders. But then he immediately grips them at the base and holds my head steady, pushing himself to the back of my throat.

“Ah, fuck,” he grunts.

His manhood is so thick, I can hardly open my mouth enough to accommodate his size. I can feel the veins along his length throbbing as he glides in and out. And the voluminous amount of pre-cum that’s seeping from the tip makes him slippery inside my mouth, especially as it mingles with my saliva.

“Daddy will need to cum many times tonight, starting with making a deposit in this pretty little mouth of yours,” he says, thrusting his hips in hard bursts.

My pussy clenches and throbs repeatedly as he strengthens his grip on my braids. And for the next few seconds, I find myself fearful of what it will be like when he does ejaculate.

But then I find my body responding to his forcefulness, causing my nipples to harden and my cunt to quiver.

He’s holding my head still, but that doesn’t stop me from moving my tongue over his cock as it moves in and out. I swirl it around the helmeted head, using the tip to probe his slit every time he comes out.

Growling above me, I think Master Synister likes what I’m doing, and that turns me into a dripping mess, a puddle beneath me on the floor as I service my daddy.

“What do you think now, little one?” he asks, shoving his cock so deep that it smushes my tonsils. “Do you still think it’s dumb? That your daddy is so turned on by your braids and your hot, tight mouth, that he is about to choke you with his cum?”

His cock turns to steel and twitches forcefully, and I anticipate what’s about to happen.

“Ahhhhhhh….” he groans as a warm stream of thick seed spurts on the back of my tongue.

I can’t help but gag as I struggle to swallow it all down. Several more bursts come out, but he ejects himself from my mouth, leaving a string of his fluid dribbling from my lower lip.

“Jesus Christ,” he mutters, lifting my chin up in the cup of his hand. He swipes away his cum, smearing it along the side of my face as I catch my breath. “Now let’s see just how this has affected you.”

“Affected me? I—I don’t understand. It hasn’t affected me at all, other than caused me to roil with disgust.”

With a growl, he pulls me from the floor and unties my wrists before flicking his gaze to the bed. “You want disgust? Get up there on your hands and knees and you’ll see the disgusting things your daddy is capable of.”

I sink my teeth into my lower lip. “What if I don’t want to?”

Laughter roars from his throat and he jerks the robe from my body. “Did I say I gave one fuck about what you want?”

“No, daddy. You didn’t,” I answer, looking away in shame.

He holds my chin in his hands and smiles at me as he studies my lips. “It’s okay, little one. But you do want it. Don’t you? Admit that you want daddy’s tongue licking you in places where you hurt.”

The dark need in his eyes is visible, and it burns almost as hard as the ball of heat forming in my belly, tight and oh-so-blissful.

“Yes, daddy,” I huff, unable to lie to him any longer. I can almost feel his tongue doing things to me, my clit twitching in anticipation.

“Get in place, then, so I can taste your cream.”

With tingles dancing along my skin, I get on the bed, placing my knees along the edge so that my rear end is available to him.

I look over my shoulder and see him drop to his knees, his face right there at my bare, wet snatch.

“God, what gorgeous lips you have,” he groans, running his hands over my bottom. “They look like two pink petals, waiting to be watered by my mouth.”

After placing a few soft kisses along my freshly shaved labia, he snakes his tongue through my slick folds, finding my clit with skill. He licks rapidly, back and forth, gliding the palms of his hands over my ass and hips, then navigating them up to my breasts where he cups them lightly.

“Oh yes, daddy,” I purr, rolling my hips in a circle as he rolls my nipples between his fingers.

His breath hits my tender flesh and he groans like a wild animal, demonstrating that he’s obviously getting just as aroused bringing me pleasure as I am.

My head falls back, and before I know what’s happened, my clit balloons in pleasure, and my body shudders violently as I cum. His tongue works my bundle of nerves in slow, sensual circles as I cry out in pleasure, never wanting this feeling to end.

And silently praying that I’m good enough to keep.


Rogue

Natasha’s pretend indifference has fueled my passion for her. I love the way she acts like she doesn’t want it, then trembles uncontrollably as I lick her pretty little pussy, making her cum right there on the tip of my tongue.

I can feel her swollen bump of tissue quiver repeatedly, as does her body. And her moans only confirm that she’s enjoying every bit of what I’m doing to her, as am I.

I lightly pinch her hard nipples as I finish off her orgasm with a few kisses. How badly I want to finger fuck her right now, but that’s a job for my cock that’s already hard again.

And in fact, she’s in the perfect position to take my throbbing member.

I stand up and look at her gorgeous figure, the way her ass is bared to me, calling to me, and how her pretty braids spill to the bed below. Fuck, it turns me on to no fucking end.

I softly probe her wet, puffy slit, only going in about an inch, despite how slippery she is. Natasha huffs and arches her back, and I stifle a growl that climbs up my throat.

“How would you like for daddy to save your tender innocence and instead raid that tight ass of yours, little one?”

Natasha gasps as she flips her head my way. “Daddy!”

I chuckle softly as I grip my length, pre-cum seeping from the slit. “Does that frighten you?”

She nods her head, and my dick twitches. I never thought of myself as a sadist, but damn if I’m not taking pleasure in knowing that Natasha’s frightened. Perhaps this is one way I can release the tension I feel nearly all the time. My servants are always so willing, so compliant. No wonder I’ve been bored.

Pressing my palm to her lower back, I angle my cock at the entrance to her pussy, looking down at her pretty rose as it clenches tightly. “I’ve fucked many an ass, but none as pretty as yours,” I tell her, circling her pink ring with the tip of my pointer.

“Ooohh,” she purrs.

“Feels good, doesn’t it?”

“Yes, but I’m still not sure it’s a good idea.”

I can hear the hesitance in her voice, just enough to make my dick throb.

I press the head of my cock into her cunt, using every ounce of my reserve to not sink balls deep. “You’d rather that I fuck your pussy then?”

“Yes … please,” she whispers, rutting her hips in my direction.

I spit on her bottom and swirl the thick fluid around her rose. “But daddy wants it here,” I say, pushing my finger into her ass and wanting her desperately to argue with me, only a little.

But when I feel her tight ring of muscles squeeze my finger, I can’t help but growl.

“Oh … oh …” Natasha moans, visibly turned on by my entrance.

My cock twitches inside her pussy, and hers does too, forcing her sphincter to squeeze me harder.

“But daddy,” she pleads, “your cock is so big. Won’t it … hurt?”

“A little, at first.” I pull my finger from her bottom, and she huffs. “But then it will feel so good.”

I grip the base of my shaft and slowly glide it from her pussy to her rose, immediately applying pressure to her anus.

She turns her head, tossing me a look over her shoulder with a bit of fear in her eyes. “I’m scared.”

I sink partway in her opening, and her eyes flutter closed as she pulls in a rushed breath.

“I know,” I grunt. “But daddy will be easy on you.”

As easy as I can, I think.

But her ring of muscles is so fucking tight, it’s already causing my balls to feel weighted from so much cum.

I watch her pretty pink rose stretch open to accommodate me as my crown slowly disappears.

Natasha lets out a vocal grunt of pain, maybe mixed with pleasure, I don’t know.

All I know is that her ass is the best I’ve ever had, and I haven’t even fully had it yet. But the moment my shaft has disappeared inside her warm, tight cavern, the both of us release a loud moan.

I reach down and take her braids in one hand, placing the other on the side of her hip as I thrust in and out.

“Oh god … oh daddy,” Natasha murmurs, arching her body as I increase my pace.

I can’t believe how good she feels. And watching the way her skin ripples in waves as I fuck her asshole makes my dick hard as steel.

“I think you like it when daddy takes what he wants, don’t you, Natasha? You like not having a say in what hole I fuck?”

“Yes,” she grunts. “I love how much I hate this!” she shrieks.

Her confession sends delightful heat shooting through my balls as they get ready to release.

“I hate it so much, I … I … I think I’m gonna cum, daddy!”

I grunt, thrusting harder, deeper, faster, fucking her tight asshole with all the fury I have inside of me. And the moment I feel her ring contracting around my cock, I cum inside of her bowels, the immensity of my orgasm pulling a growl from my throat so loud I half expect my servants to come running.

But they know better.

I tighten my grip on her long braids, forcing her nose to the ceiling as she squeals in pleasure, her asshole still quivering around my steely girth as I dump the last remaining bit of my seed.

“Fuck,” I groan, my cock giving one more pulse as it twitches for the last time.

I let out a long breath as I slip out of her asshole, slowly letting go of her hair and watching my cum seep from her bottom.

It’s a beautiful fucking sight to behold, and I know I will want to see it again and again.


Natasha

As I lie breathless on the soft covers of his giant bed, Master Synister leans down and kisses my forehead. “Don’t move a muscle. I’ll be right back.”

“Yes, daddy.”

I can’t fight it at this point, even as part of our role-playing.

He walks into the bathroom as the bliss of my orgasm washes over me. I feel relaxed for the first time in ages, even though I still don’t know my fate.

Will Master Synister keep me safe here with him? Or will he deliver me back to a cruel owner?

I ponder these things while he’s in the bathroom, thinking about how fulfilled I am right now. I can say I was only pretending to be slightly defiant for his sake, but the truth is, I enjoyed it too.

When Rogue comes back, he’s still unclothed, but the smile on his face shows his satisfaction. And I think that maybe he isn’t done with me.

He pulls the covers back and curls a finger at me. Still unsure but forcing a smile upon my face, I get under the covers where he lies next to me.

“Get over here and put your head on my chest.”

I do as he says, feeling his heartbeat against my ear. He reaches over and tugs my leg over his, and I place my hand on his chest, feeling it rise and fall.

“I’m a filthy man, Natasha.”

I curl my eyes up at him. “I don’t think so.”

He laughs soft and deep, running his fingertips up and down my arm. “You don’t know me, little one. I have deep sexual needs. Needs I’ve often thought about, but never had anyone I wanted to explore them with.”

I keep my eyes on him as he stares up at the ceiling. I don’t know where he’s going with this, but my pulse is quickening, and that place between my legs is starting to ache again. I want to know, so badly, what those needs are.

He peers down at me, those dark eyes pulling me in like a magnet. “Not until you came along, that is.”

I swallow hard, feeling that blissful combination of fear and arousal. “Does that mean…”

I’m afraid to finish the question. But when I feel his cock twitch underneath my leg, I’m pretty sure I know the answer.

“It means you can stay.”

Happiness washes over me, and I can’t contain the broad smile that plays upon my face. “Thank you, daddy. Thank you so much.”

God, I want to kiss him terribly, kiss his beautiful, powerful, sexy lips.

He caresses my face with his hand, staring into my eyes. “Don’t get too excited, little one. You will be used mercilessly for sex, and only for sex. I’ll let my men use you, and I’ll probably have you service Selena, too, while I watch. I’ll make you hate me, Natasha. Hate me so much as I force you to have orgasms over and over and over.”

My smile fades, but I’m not at all disappointed. The thought of being used mercilessly for sex appeals to every part of me, surprisingly enough. But I also know I need to continue the role of household noncompliant brat.

“I already hate you for what you’ve done to me. But living with you is a step above being owned by Evan Addams.”

“So, you agree then? To stay with me and let me use you as I see fit? No matter how much you despise me, despise what I may do to you?”

I let out an exhaustive breath. “I hate the thought of my body being used, of being forced to cum. But … you are my daddy. What you say goes. Even if I fight you from time to time, I know I don’t deserve to get what I want.”

I hear him growl as his cock grows, straining to be free from the trap underneath my leg. He sits up on one elbow and looks down at my body. “It’s settled then. You’ll live here with me, sleep with me, and service me. And I will promise to keep you safe. Grumble and complain all you want, but this is mine.”

He cups my pussy with his hand and leans down, flicking my exposed nipple with his tongue and making my pussy throb.

“If you insist, daddy.”

I roll my eyes, but internally, I’m on fire. And safe.

Thank goodness, I’m safe.


Book 2

His to Train

Master Rogue Synister

I thought I would train Natasha to please men, to earn her keep in this world, to make her more valuable. But when I walk in on her and Selena engaging in adult activities, it’s swiftly brought to my attention that I’ve succeeded in training her while also failing to provide for her needs.

To top it off, I learn that Evan Addams has sunk to an all-new low in an effort to overthrow me as State Master. And I know that he wants to take Natasha back, to take her away from me.

It’s going to take some creativity on my part to solve both dilemmas because suddenly, the thought of losing this woman makes me enraged. And I’ll be damned if I lose the best thing that’s ever come into my life.

Natasha Addams

I’m shocked and disgusted that Master Synister wants to “train” me to please other men, but I know it’s my duty. And once I’m on my knees, it’s worth it all when I see the pleasure across his face.

But then he denies me pleasure, and it sends me running to the only other person I know—Selena.

I’ve never been with a woman, and it’s everything I could have wanted, especially when Rogue joins in. But then he comes up with a proposal that stirs up some jealous feelings, and I wonder if I’ll ever have him all to myself.


Rogue

“Is this some sort of joke?”

“No joke, sir. I took his call this morning. He’s quite serious about making amends.”

I belt out a cynical laugh and crumple the embossed invitation in my hands. But as pissed as I am with this sonofabitch, I need to placate him, just long enough to eliminate him and his militia as a threat.

“Call him back. Let him know I’m tied up until Thursday. Invite him to the clubhouse for cocktails at four. I’ll only meet with him on my turf.”

James rubs his chin as he pulls in a deep breath. “I’ll try, but I don’t think he’ll go for it. I believe he knows Natasha is here, sir.”

I meet his gaze, drumming my fingers on the marble-top desk. “All the more reason for him to come here.”

Pressing down the front of his shirt, James gives me a quick nod. “Very well. I’ll see what I can do.”

Once he disappears from my office, I uncrumple the note and read it again. Evan Addams, trying to kiss my ass, schmooze me. But it’s not going to work.

I’m sure he knows Natasha has escaped here. And I’m also certain he’s worried she’ll put a bug in my ear regarding his plans to overthrow me as State Master. Which she’s already done. He wants me to come to his office and have a meeting, promising girls of every color. But I don’t care about being surrounded by beautiful, exotic women. Fuck, I can have that any time I want.

What I want is for Evan Addams to pay for his crimes. And I will do just that. For god’s sake, just thinking about how he’s betrayed me as a ruler and treated Natasha like worthless property infuriates me.

I walk to the window that overlooks the garden and see Natasha and Selena zig-zagging among the flowers, laughing as they walk arm in arm. Natasha is wearing a strapless dress, her creamy shoulders glowing in the bright sun as her long hair spills down her back. I think about her being locked up in a cellar for weeks at a time, and it fuels my disdain for that man. But his loss is my gain. And the fact that he couldn’t be bothered to care for Natasha was precisely what sent her running to me. She’s more valuable than any servant I’ve ever owned. Eighteen years old and a virgin … priceless.

And she will become even more priceless once I have her trained to please multiple men at once, all while leaving that sweet little cherry intact.

My heart pounds faster, and my cock stirs inside my pants as I watch her from the window. She leans down to smell a rose that’s blooming close to the ground, revealing the lower swell of her ass.

I stifle a growl, the morning’s irritation combining with my carnal needs. If I can get Natasha trained, I could probably sell her for double what her father asked. Not that I need the money. I guess I just see it as a challenge. Fuck, a new hobby.

And as much as she turns me on with that little bit of attitude, it will be a fun job.

My phone vibrates inside my pocket and I pull it out, scanning the message from James.

Shockingly enough, he agreed. We’re on for this Thursday at 4. Clubhouse.

Perfect. That gives me exactly three days to prepare.

Good work. Bring Natasha to the multipurpose chamber, as well as Seven and Eight, and you can be dismissed for the day.

Right away, sir.

Seven and Eight are my newest military trainees, both twenty years old and quite inexperienced in the way of weaponry. Once they’ve completed their training program, they’ll be allowed to reassume their birth names.

I slide my phone back in my pocket and head out, growing stiffer by the second as I think about Natasha getting a saucy attitude with me when I reduce her to sexual servant status. Even though I know deep down she loves it.

This willful streak comes naturally, but a lot of it she does just to test me, to turn me on, to see my reaction and what I will do to handle it, to handle her. Her tight little pussy wouldn’t get so wet if she didn’t enjoy the game we play.

Once inside the small room, I kick off my boots and push them against the far wall, directly below some implements that have been around since my father was the State Master: floggers, paddles, crops, and a multitude of blindfolds. Used primarily for punishment, all of these items have also been re-purposed for “fun” by some of my men. And they use this room for their pleasure.

I run my fingers over a long, bamboo cane that sits cradled inside a row of hooks. Christ. I’ve never been tempted to bring any one of these tools into the bedroom. But now, as I’m looking at them, knowing how I responded to spanking Natasha several days ago, well, I’m wondering if there isn’t some potential here.

There’s also a shelf which contains cuffs, rope, clamps, ball gags, collars, and leashes. Hooks along one of the walls can be used to secure prisoners, or women, as needed.

Selena is responsible for keeping all of the items clean, and upon close inspection, I can see that she’s doing a good job. I should reward her in some way, maybe by allowing her an orgasm the next time we’re together.

“You wanted to see me, daddy?”

Natasha snaps me from my trance, appearing in the doorway with cheeks rosy from the sun. My heart lifts, just from her presence. “Yes, little one. Come here and give your daddy a kiss.”

She prances my way and stands on her tiptoes before placing a kiss on my cheek, so soft it causes my cock to stir. “What is the kiss for? Did you do something nice for me?”

Holding back a laugh, I cup her chin. “What a mouth on you.”

Her bright blue eyes are inquisitive as she looks at me. But she wears a smirk, being the little smartass that she is. “You like the mouth, do you not?”

Raising a brow at her, I resist the urge to press my lips to hers, something I’ve been wanting to do. “I like the way you use your mouth, most of the time.”

“Oh?”

Seven and Eight appear, right as I’m about to give in to that urge. “Perfect timing, you two.”

They walk into the room cautiously, probably under the impression that they’ve done something wrong. Being summoned to a room used for both punishment and pleasure, and with no reason to suspect they’ve done anything worth what they’re about to receive, their hesitation makes sense.

“Have we done something wrong, Master?” Eight asks.

“Quite the contrary. I’m pleased with the progress you’ve made over the last few weeks. As a bonus, Natasha here will serve you both. At the same time.”

Seven’s mouth drops open, and Natasha steps my way, placing a hand on my arm.

“But … daddy…” she mutters, her voice filled with concern.

I hold a hand up to silence her.

“That’s … quite generous of you, Master,” Eight offers. “I’d be thrilled to accept the bonus.”

Seven is a bit quieter, but I can see the erection forming in his pants. “How about you?” I ask him.

“Yes, Master. Of course … I accept.”

“Wonderful. I’d be concerned if you didn’t.” The three of us share a good laugh as Natasha fiddles with her dress. “Go ahead and step out of your trousers, gentlemen.”

I turn to Natasha and notice her blushing cheeks. “Daddy,” she whispers. “I’m not sure about this. I’m just learning to please you.”

I peel the top part of her dress down, exposing her pert, pink-tipped breasts that make me grow instantly stiff. “I know, little one. But remember the agreement we had?”

Natasha huffs and shifts on her feet. “I remember.”

“If you want to be of value, you need to learn how to please different men, not just me.”

Her jaw clenches and she flicks her gaze at Seven and Eight. “But they’re not … you.”

“I can tell you have reservations,” I say, pushing her dress all the way down, until it falls to the floor and she’s standing before me in all her creamy-skin glory. “But I know what’s best for my men, and I know what’s best for you. Now, your place, for the moment, is over there on your knees.”

With just a hint of sass, Natasha clicks her tongue and walks to the men before assuming her place on the floor, looking up at me, her daddy and Master as Seven and Eight stand on either side of her, erections pointed at the ceiling.

“Gentlemen? Let’s get Natasha trained.”


Natasha

Although he is still my ruler, and I suppose now my owner, I no longer think of Master Synister in those terms. I only think of him as … daddy.

He pulls up a chair to watch me. And there’s this part of me that feels sick deep in my gut, but as I notice the bulge form in his pants, that white-hot need in my core starts to bloom. Here I am at eighteen years of age, still a virgin and learning how to please several men at once.

Seven and Eight hold their cocks at the root as I pump their lengths, running my fingers over their slits and noticing how slick they get, just like daddy does when I do the same thing to him.

“You need to do more than just stroke, Natasha. Take one of them in your mouth.” Daddy’s command sends a thrill through me, so I turn to Seven and wrap my lips around his bulbous head. His breathing becomes raspy as I slather my tongue over him and bob my head. His fingers work into my hair, and I try my best to concentrate on pumping my fist in time with sucking.

“Good girl, Natasha, now switch to Eight.”

I release Seven’s cock and turn my head, tugging Eight’s smaller member past my lips. He lets out a soft moan, growing in size as my lips glide over him.

“God, you look beautiful, little one,” Daddy says, his voice husky and low. “Move back and forth between the two, offering them plenty of time in that warm, tight mouth of yours. Let them feel the same pleasure you give me every night.”

My pussy tightens at his words, this intense sexual chemistry blooming between the two of us. I pump a fist up and down Seven’s length as I suck on Eight’s throbbing shaft, then return to Seven’s thick member, listening to the men groan as I move between them.

“Fuck, it’s almost like you’re over here, sucking me, little one.”

As my desire builds, I start to get creative, cupping their balls with my fingers and sucking harder, faster, noticing how their veins throb as their cocks turn to steel.

“Aw, Jesus,” Eight grunts, working his hips back and forth as I run my tongue over his crown while sucking with all my might. “I’m going to burst!”

“That’s my girl, using her mouth for good, just like daddy likes.”

I quickly glance at daddy and can see that he’s removed himself from his pants and is now hard as ever. My own juices leak out of me as I’m so turned on, knowing I’m the focus of attention for three different men at once.

But the moment I move my lips to Seven, I feel Eight’s hot seed spurt out on my fingers, his voice a low growl as he cums on my hand, some of it shooting to my chest and dripping down my breasts. I know right away I’ve made a mistake, but it’s too late to fix it.

And when Seven’s cock throbs angrily the moment my tongue glides along the underside of his shaft, I know better than to stop what I’m doing. His load shoots to the back of my throat as he groans. And all I can do is suck him down as I continue jerking Eight’s shaft.

Within seconds of their ejaculating, daddy stands up and tucks himself back inside his pants, dismissing the men back to their duties. He then returns his attention to me the moment they’re gone. I wonder if I’m about to be reprimanded, but the power I feel at what I’ve just accomplished is forefront in my mind.

I’ve just made two men cum. And while it’s something they could have easily done for themselves, I know that they preferred my lips, my mouth, my hands. And that knowledge makes me feel as though I might hold the same power over this ruler I call ‘daddy.’ I can’t believe there was ever any hesitation to please them.

“You did a nice job, little one.” He uses a cloth to wipe Eight’s seed away from my hand and chest.

“Thank you, daddy.”

“Only problem is,” he adds, tossing the cloth aside, “you left some unfinished business.”

“I had the feeling you might say that.” I smile as I look his way, but when his arm reaches up, and he slides the cane from its place on the wall, my sense of power is short-lived.

“Why don’t you come here and see if perhaps you can make amends.”

Taking a deep breath, I walk his way as he slides his fingers up and down the long piece of bamboo. I start to kneel before him, but his hand grips my upper arm.

“Not so fast. I’d like to have unfettered access to that ass of yours while you finish what you started.”

“If you’d like to see my ass, maybe you should fuck it.”

His lip curls in the corner and he takes a step my way, sliding the cane under my chin and holding my head up to meet his gaze. Excitement rushes through me as we begin the dance. “If your ass is what I wanted to fuck, I’d be inside of it this very moment. Now be a good girl, remove my cock from my pants, and bend over so I can shove it in your mouth.”

The way he snaps at me sends hot daggers through me, making my pussy clench with need. With the piece of wood still holding my chin high, I feel around for his zipper, holding his gaze steady as I tug it down and reach inside the opening.

I can feel the heat emanating from his hardness, and the growl that rumbles up his throat as I pull it out makes my nipples harden.

He notices, giving them a look as I begin stroking his length. He removes the cane and fists the top of my head, forcing me to fold in half.

I part my lips just in time for his steely hardness to be forced all the way to the back of my throat. The tip of the wood softly strokes my bottom as daddy begins to thrust his hips.

“You moved that pretty little mouth away from Eight’s cock right before he came. That can make a man’s orgasm … anti-climactic, pun intended.”

I taste his pre-cum as it pools out of the slit. Holding the base of his shaft, I tug downward, pulling him from my mouth. “It was my first time. I’ll do better—”

I hear the swish of the cane right before it makes contact with my flesh. The pain is immense, like a hot knife slicing through my flesh.

My eyes widen and I shriek, curling my toes in response.

“I didn’t give you permission to speak,” he says, tightening his fingers in my hair and shoving me back down on his erection. He then teases the cane over my rear as if to soothe me.

His power makes me wetter, the bite of the cane already fading into a warm sting that ripples through me. I bob my head while sucking the tip of his shaft, listening to his groans of pleasure.

“That’s a good girl,” he rumbles, moving the piece of wood down the outside of my thighs. “But I need to give you three good whacks to teach you a lesson.”

I murmur, tightening up all over while at the same time getting wetter and wetter. Three whacks isn’t much. I can handle it.

With his rough hands tangled in my hair, and his cock twitching against my tongue, he brings the cane down on the fleshy part of my hips, three times in rapid succession, the whirr in the air the only warning I have of its impending bite.

I squeeze the base of his cock as tears scorch my eyes, the pain feeling as though it might rip me in two, but as I whimper and drool pours from my lips, daddy’s cock turns rigid and spits out several thick ropes of cum that I immediately gulp down.

“Ahhh, fuuuuuuck,” he growls, holding my head down as he gives several hard thrusts, forcing the tip of his cock to the back of my throat as he continues to empty.

Heat consumes me, my own need for release overwhelming. And I can’t wait for him to ravage me with his mouth, his tongue, or his fingers. Whatever he chooses.

I find myself groaning in anticipation, my clit a tight ball of fire as I work his shaft with every bit of passion inside of me. But the moment he goes soft and pulls me to an upright position, he merely tucks himself back in his pants and hands me the cane, his eyes almost … vacant.

“Be a good girl and put this back for me.”

In no mood to argue, I walk quietly across the room, sliding the implement back in its spot.

When I turn to face him, he thrusts my dress back at me. “You’re dismissed now. Go find Selena and get your chores done, then come find me.”

My insides tighten. He’s not letting me cum?

“So you’re breaking your promise to me?”

He snaps his head at me. “What promise?”

I step into my dress and pull it all the way up. “You promised me multiple orgasms when I agreed to stay. I thought…”

Narrowing his eyes, daddy approaches me, sliding his hands in his pockets. “I promised to keep you safe. I’ll bring you orgasms as I see fit.”

“But—”

“You’re dismissed. Immediately,” he snaps, clenching his jaw.

I bite my tongue, the dampness that sits unattended between my legs making me so angry as I spin on my heels and walk out.

“I’ll do my chores, alright,” I mutter, storming down the hall to find Selena. I know just where she is, too.

I pass several of the military men on the way, their eyes licking me from head to toe. I’ve not met all of them, and with the angry vibe I’m giving off, they probably wonder what’s going on.

When I get to Selena’s room, I push her door open, expecting to find her cleaning her modest space. But instead, I hear water running in the bathroom. I walk in and push her door closed before shimmying out of my dress and tossing it on top of her bed. My nipples harden into peaks as I approach the bathroom. My flesh is hot with need, my core burning with desire.

I’ve seen the way Selena looks at me, so I don’t think she’ll turn me away. She’s close to my age—nineteen years old—and I’m certain she would enjoy the release as much as me.

The water turns off right as I knock softly on the door before walking in, only to catch her standing naked in front of the mirror, brushing her hair as she prepares for the bath.

A look of surprise crosses her face, but then it softens into a smile.

“Oh, hi,” she says, her bright eyes dragging over me.

“Hi.” I’ve never seen Selena naked, even though she was the one who shaved me clean less than a week ago. But the sight of her sensual curves, her ample, pillowy breasts, they all have me responding in ways that take me by surprise.

She’s … breathtaking.

“Are you okay?”

I realize I’m standing here feeling and probably looking as serious as ever. “Yes. Master Synister told me to find you. For us to do our chores.”

Her eyes flick to the side in confusion. “Yes. That’s what I’m doing.”

I walk to her and take the brush from her hands, setting it aside on the countertop. “I was just thinking… our chores involve caring for our bodies, right? Keeping everything clean and shaved?”

She nods, licking her lips as she glances at my mouth.

“Well, I thought we should take it one step further.” Feeling bold and brazen, I let my hand run down her side, feeling her soft skin against my fingers.

Her breathing quickens and her cheeks blush. “I’ve never …” she says, her voice trailing off.

“I’ve never either. But seeing as we both have the same parts, I think we can figure it out.”

Selena giggles and takes me by surprise when she jumps up on the counter and cups my face. “I’ve always wanted to kiss. Master never kisses me.”

He’s not kissed me yet, either, but I don’t get a chance to tell Selena that. She pulls me to her, and her lips are on mine, her warm tongue sliding seductively inside my mouth. I moan as her fingers move down, rolling over my hard nipples and down my belly, between my legs.

I purr as her finger finds my clit and circles it with precision. My thighs tremble and my body quakes as I roll my hips forward, feeling dangerously close to cumming.

Selena breaks the kiss and studies my face as she teases my pearl, a look of lust on her face that fuels mine.

“I’ve thought about doing this ever since I shaved your pussy.”

“Really?” I ask, kneading her breasts and pinching her nipples softly, amazed at how sexy the female form is.

She tosses her head back and moans. “Oh god, yes.”

“Let’s get on your bed,” I whisper, tingles of excitement bubbling inside of me as I realize, who needs daddy when she and I can play together?

“Okay,” she says, sliding off the counter and giggling.

She takes me by the hand and leads me to her bed, and I have the pleasure of watching her curves move and sway. Her ass juts up in the air as she crawls along the bedding before lying down, flipping her long hair up on the pillow beneath her. Her legs splay open and she bites her lip.

“Do you want to scissor me?”

“What?” I ask, joining her at her side and letting the back of my hand trail over her belly.

She holds her hands up in the air, spreading the first two fingers before bringing them together in a lock. “Like this. I’ve seen some of the other servants do it, and I’ve heard it’s one of Master’s favorite thing to watch.”

I get the picture, right away, and my pussy grows wetter.

“Well, since Master isn’t here, let’s do something just for us.”

I push myself up and straddle her hips, planting my pussy directly on top of hers. Her eyes grow wide and she smiles, nodding with enthusiasm.

“I think this might bring about the same results, no?” I ask, holding onto her sides as I begin a slow grind.

As her eyes flutter closed, and her nipples grow hard and tight, I feel my clit rubbing against hers through the puffy folds of our labia.

“Oh fuck,” she groans, rocking her pelvis in rhythm with me. “I’m sure you’re right.”

My heart quickens as my orgasm approaches. I can hardly believe how quickly I’m about to cum. But the way our bodies move in sync, and our clits seem to be ballooning against the other, it feels so intense. We’re fucking one another in a way that only two girls can.

“I’m gonna cum,” I mutter, feeling the whole bed shake as we rub our wet pussies together, her slickness mingling with mine.

“Oh god … me too,” she squeaks, reaching up to grope my breasts.

Her soft hands pinch my nipples, and fire rips through my core as I cum at the same time as Selena, both of us moaning and purring, making feminine sounds with our feminine voices.

And as the waves crash hard into me, one after another, I don’t even notice that there’s another presence in the room.


Rogue

Once Natasha is dismissed, I walk out to the training grounds where some of my men are in the middle of target practice. I just want to check on things because I have a feeling that come Thursday, I will need some extra hands on deck, so to speak. I know that Evan Addams’s intentions are not pure, not even in the slightest, and I think the time is drawing near to be rid of him and everything he stands for.

My father dealt with threats like this not once but nearly half a dozen times. And every time he succeeded in eliminating those threats. I plan to do the same.

What’s truly frightening is that all Evan would have to do is have me offed, infiltrate the estate with his men, then simply sit at my throne to rule as State Master. Any of my remaining men would have to obey his orders or take the chance of being killed.

I don’t know why he wants this particular state when he could head about fifty miles south and have ten thousand square miles of lush landscape and women aplenty. There are also hundreds if not thousands of thriving businesses and private property owners for him to tax. But for some reason, he has it out for me.

That’s fine. I can take him on. I simply see a man like Evan Addams as another challenge.

Once I feel satisfied about how things look at the training grounds, I head back inside to find Selena. I haven’t spent much time with her over the past few days, mainly because Natasha has kept me occupied. Occupied and satisfied. I know that Selena needs to feel needed, so I was thinking of having her give me a full body massage, after which I would reward her with a mind shattering orgasm—something I haven’t done for her in a while. Maybe I need to change that.

Before I even step foot inside her room, I hear erotic moans, the sound of her voice lifting as she gasps softly. My cock stirs as I listen in, and when I hear a second voice, this one quite familiar, my blood runs hot.

I push open the door, keeping my temper in check as I see Natasha mounted over her, straddling her hips and grinding her pussy softly into Selena’s. I hold back a growl as I watch their bodies move together—Natasha’s ass rolling in a circle and her head tossed back, their hands groping one another as they quiver on the bed that I have provided for my servant Selena. I battle the erection that’s straining against my pants as the anger, the betrayal I feel, claws its way through me.

As I stand behind my newest property, I glare at Natasha’s backside, despite the fact that I want to do nothing more than plunge my steely rod into her virginity and take her right here.

“What in god’s name is going on here?” I ask through gritted teeth.

Natasha sucks in a rush of air and topples over, pulling the crisp white sheet over her and Selena.

“Master!” Selena blurts out, pushing up on her elbows as a guilty look washes over her face.

But my focus is on Natasha. How dare she?

“Explain yourself. Now.”

She licks her lips and averts her gaze, knowing she’s betrayed me.

“I—I’m sorry, daddy. But … I feel you left me no choice.”

“Daddy?” Selena asks, flicking her gaze at Natasha then slowly moving her eyes to me. “You’re her …?”

“No. He’s not my father. Master Synister just likes it when I call him daddy, don’t you?” Natasha answers for me.

My cock bounces again. Just hearing that word makes me stiff, and she knows it.

“You’ve never asked me to call you that, Master. But I’d be happy to,” Selena says.

“I didn’t ask you to speak, Selena,” I edge out, keeping my focus on Natasha as she holds my heated gaze. I know what they’re up to, attempting to distract me from the violation at hand. They know they have no business sharing a bed, or their bodies. But yet … here they are. “What do you mean, I didn’t leave you a choice?”

She purses her lips together and pulls the sheet up higher, covering her chest. Her voice is low as she speaks. “Well, if you must know…when you ask us to service you, without taking care of our needs, it leaves us feeling … extremely frustrated. And when we get frustrated, it’s hard for us to focus on much of anything else. It actually causes us a lot of pain, if you can imagine that.”

Her words are like a knife to my heart. That I have caused her or Selena pain awakens a new emotion inside of me. One I’m not familiar with. Jesus. Could this be … guilt?

“I didn’t know it caused you pain. It’s your duty to be subservient, to willingly and lovingly make sure we men are taken care of. That we don’t have any weight we carry between the legs. It’s how you women are wired.”

Selena and Natasha exchange a look, and I get the impression that they have differing opinions on what I’ve just said.

“Well, I’m not wired like that,” Natasha mutters. “I’d prefer that you take what you need, what you want, and then give me something in return.” Her gorgeous blue eyes meet mine, soft but firm. “Reciprocity breeds impassioned domesticity. But if you neglect our needs, our will to serve will be strained, at best.”

I step back, shocked at her declaration but also strangely satisfied with her honesty. I would never admit this to one of my men, or to anyone for that matter, but my chest feels hollow now that it’s been brought to my attention that I have neglected anything. It’s my duty to care for the things around me, those things that are important.

I glance at Selena, and she’s staring at Natasha open-mouthed. “Do you feel this way as well?”

She looks my way and clears her throat. I can tell she has reservations. “Well, it would be nice to be pleasured regularly. It’s been a while since you did that, and, if I’m being forthright, it has left me feeling … unfulfilled. But I always enjoy serving you, Master. Please, don’t ever doubt that.”

I pull in a deep breath and run a hand through my hair as I give this some thought. I don’t want them to feel like they hold any sort of power over me. But, at the same time, I realize it’s time to make a few subtle changes, ones that will leave everyone satisfied and motivate my servants to do better.

I could implement these changes right now, too. Watch both Selena and Natasha writhe in pleasure as I bring them to orgasm. I pull off my shirt and step out of my pants as the girls watch me with wide eyes.

“Perhaps I could relieve you of your frustrations today, so that you don’t feel forced to turn to one another. Why don’t you bring yourselves to the foot of the bed and get on your hands and knees, display your rear end for me.”

With a look of surprise, both Natasha and Selena crawl along the mattress and turn around, showing me their round bottoms, Selena’s larger than Natasha’s. My cock stiffens, even as I drop to my knees and run my hands over their hips.

“Move closer together now,” I tell them, watching as they scoot to the side several feet until their outer thighs are touching and their asses are resting against one another.

I groan as I take in the sight of their puckered roses, moving my fingers over the ring of muscles as they arch their backs to me.

“Today, I am not Master. I am daddy to the both of you. Understood?”

“Mmm, yes, daddy,” Selena purrs, wiggling her bottom teasingly.

“Of course, daddy. As always.”

My cock pulses hard, pre-cum seeping from the tip as I lean in and trail my tongue over Natasha’s labia, tasting her yummy juices that have no doubt mingled with Selena’s. I run my hands over the round globes of their bottoms as I find her clit and flick it back and forth with my tongue.

All the air escapes her lungs as I roll it in a circle, feeling it grow hard and throb.

I move to Selena’s pussy next, noting the subtle change in taste but both of them delicious, nonetheless.

My dick grows harder as I flick her tiny bean, moving a finger to Natasha’s drenched hole and penetrating softly, until I meet that resistance.

“Oooohh, daddy. That … that feels so good.”

I growl, listening to their moans of pleasure and feeling their bodies grow hot as I lick their pretty pussies while digging my fingertips into their fleshy bottoms. I move back and forth between the two, feeling their clits enlarge and respond to the attention that they have so obviously craved. Fuck, I don’t know why I waited so long to do something like this. My cock is hard as a board and desperate for another release, even though Natasha took care of me half an hour ago.

Letting my hands roam to their chests, I feel the tips of their hard nipples graze my palms as they mew in pleasure.

“May I cum, daddy? Please?” Selena begs.

“You shall both cum immediately so that I can fuck your pretty holes.”

With her thighs trembling, Selena is the first to let go, her clit bouncing rapidly on the tip of my tongue.

“Oh fuck,” she grunts, a rare curse word escaping her lips.

Fuck, it turns me on to no end. My cock does a mid-air dance as it leaks more of my need. But when Selena’s cries of pleasure subside, I quickly shift to Natasha’s bundle of nerves, bringing her to climax in mere seconds, rubbing my face between her folds until my beard and nose are both coated in her juices.

My libido is through the roof, and once Natasha’s moans settle, I stand up and run both hands over their lower backs, taking in the curve of their hips and their hair splayed out on the sheets.

“Don’t move an inch, either one of you,” I tell them, my cock harder than ever.

As I stand up and stroke my length, I catch Selena leaning over and pressing her lips to Natasha’s. They engage in an intimate kiss, their tongues dancing with one another as I slide into Selena’s pussy and hold her steady.

I fuck her slowly as my eyes float over the two women who belong to me, but I see them differently now. No longer tools, or mere servants to satisfy my needs, they have taken on a sort of importance, like a gift I should treasure. But not the kind of “treasure” you leave on a shelf, only taking it down when it serves a purpose. These sorts of gifts you treasure by using them and bringing them joy.

Fucking her feels different now, and I take pleasure in watching her and Natasha indulge in sensual expressions of lust.

I know how Selena likes to be fucked, too. So I tighten my grip on her fleshy sides and pick up the pace, ramming my cock into her depths with enough force to elicit another orgasm. My pelvis slams against her rippling ass, and I feel my own release is imminent.

“Oh god,” she huffs, gripping the sheets and looking over her shoulder at me.

“Cum on my cock. Show me how you love it.”

I give her ass a hard slap, then take her long hair in my grip and give it a tug. And that sends her tumbling. Her tight walls grip me, quivering in waves over my steely length.

I hold back a growl as Natasha tosses me a look, her eyes filled with lust and need as our gazes touch. “You’re next,” I tell her.

But it’s not her pussy I will take.

Not yet.

After sliding out of Selena, and noticing the radiant glow on her face, I move over to my Natasha, my outspoken girl, and I touch the tip of my slick cock to her forbidden hole while keeping the heel of my hand pressed to her lower back.

“Are you sick of daddy taking you here?” I ask, pushing into her deliciously tight rose part of the way.

“How could I ever get sick of you taking what you want?”

The grumble that climbs up my throat relieves some of the tension that exists inside of me, but when I feel Natasha’s muscles grip me on the way in, I know my cock will empty inside of her bowels before too long.

Selena lies down lengthwise on the bed, directly below Natasha, so that they can kiss while I fuck her. And it heightens my experience, watching those two together.

I’ve watched plenty of my servants take pleasure in each other, often with me in the middle. And I’ve never responded this way.

Something is shifting, and I think it’s a good shift.

I push my cock all the way in Natasha’s puckered rose, until my scrotum is tapping the sticky lips of her labia, and the contact makes my balls tighten. I begin to pound her softly, not taking my eyes off her displays of affection with Selena.

I drive into her harder, listening to her purrs of pleasure, when she finally utters a simple, “Oh daddy.”

Hot lava courses through my veins at her words, and my cock releases a hefty amount of seed, filling her up so fast I can see my fluid leaking out before I’m finished emptying.

I growl, burying myself balls deep as I realize…

…I’m falling for her. I’m falling for someone I never even planned to keep.


Natasha

I lie in the tub, letting the bubbles float over my skin as I relax.

A lot has happened in the last week, and as I compare my life now to the one I had with Sir Evan, I feel real tingles of joy.

Daddy said he would use me mercilessly for sex, and that he has done. But he also said I would come to hate him.

And that couldn’t be further from the truth.

I never expected to have feelings for him, even though most women do end up developing warm fuzzies for the men who own them. But I’ve always been a little hard around the edges. I came here for help, with no idea of how things would turn out. I sure didn’t come to to fall for a man who has yet to declare his ownership of me.

Besides, I watched the way my father treated his servants, like they were no better than the livestock he owned. And those women did so much for him as well as teaching me a lot. I’ve no clue what happened to my mother. I learned from a young age that he sold her to someone else, but he never talked about it much, as though it were a sore subject. I suppose that I was lucky, that I grew up with a father who was affectionate towards me, especially since I didn’t have a mother to do those motherly things. But I still feel like my childhood carved me into a hard woman.

A hard woman who’s quickly becoming soft towards our State Master.

When my father sold me to Sir Evan, I was initially relieved because he has so much power within the community. I thought that maybe, just maybe, he would appreciate me, appreciate what I could offer. That he would see I wasn’t some random servant looking to be of use only within the home. I could do so much more. I could help him run his businesses. I could keep his books or run marketing campaigns.

But he threw me in the cellar like I was nothing more than a nuisance.

At least Master Synister is making me feel as though I hold some value. And the way he came through today for me and Selena proves that he does have a heart, beneath that rough exterior.

I think he appreciates my outspokenness, and I believe that he can be molded. I just need to be brave with him and not hold back. Tell him like it is.

A knock at the door startles me, and when I look up, I see daddy peering into the large bathroom. His eyes move over me in one long, visual lick that sends my toes curling.

“Hello, daddy. Did you want to join me?”

“Not right now. I need you in my chambers, ASAP.”

He pulls the door closed, leaving me feeling hollow. Something is wrong. I don’t know what, but I can tell by the tone of his voice that he’s not himself.

I flick the drain on the tub and wrap a towel around my body, my mind racing with the possibilities. Once I’m dry, I pull on the robe he bought special for me and make my way to his room, my heart racing. I hope he isn’t sending me away. I don’t know why that’s at the forefront of my mind but it is.

The door to his chambers is open and when I walk in, I find Selena sitting at a small vanity in the corner. A vanity that wasn’t there earlier today. Daddy has his nose in his cell phone, typing away at … something.

I pad across the room and he finally sees me before setting his phone aside on the large dresser. “Little one, come here.”

He stands with his hands in his pockets, and as I approach him with apprehension, Selena tosses a look over her shoulder at me, wearing a half smile.

“Things are going to be a bit different around here,” daddy starts, taking my hands in his.

I feel my walls start to weaken at his touch. And looking into his dark, brooding eyes grow softer as they stare into mine, I wonder if his walls are about to crumble or if he’s about to break my heart.

“All right,” I whisper, holding his gaze.

“Thanks to you, it’s been brought to my attention that I might have been neglecting my servants. I don’t want that to happen any longer, so … I’m bringing Selena into my bed. Which means the three of us will be sharing space together.”

“That’s it?” I asked, glancing at Selena as she sat on the stool facing us, hands on her knees.

“That’s a lot. A major change for me. I’ve not let many servants sleep in my bed, much less two at a time.”

“Oh, I understand that. It’s just, well, you appeared … I thought you were upset about something.”

He pulls a face and places my hands on his strong chest. “Upset? Why would you think that, little one?”

“I’m not sure. The tone of your voice, maybe? It doesn’t matter,” I answer, shaking my head. “This is good news.”

“You really think so?” Selena asks, standing up and walking our way. She slides her hands around daddy’s waist, and I admit a spark of jealousy surges through me. “We weren’t sure how you would feel about it.”

We weren’t sure? Selena makes it sound as though he brought it up with her first. I mean, obviously he did, but I get the feeling that he asked her opinion on it, which surprises me.

“I feel perfectly fine about it,” I argue, pulling my hands away from daddy’s frame. “I am particularly tired tonight, though, so if it’s okay with you, I’d like to retire for the evening.”

Daddy’s eyes flicker at me in a way that makes me think he knows I’m not being completely honest. But I know that if I act defiant in any way, that might trigger him to pin me to the bed and throat fuck me. And I’m not in the mood for that. Not at all.

I shouldn’t feel sick about this. After all, he’s owned Selena longer than me. And I don’t even know if he technically owns me. Am I even his servant or just some captured girl he wants to keep around for a while?

God, I feel sick. Even as Selena backs away from him and returns to brushing her hair.

“I’ll allow you to retire, but I’d like to talk about this more later on, when you’re not so tired.”

Great. He knows. “Of course, daddy. Good night.”

I stand on my tiptoes and give him a soft kiss on the cheek, and it makes my chest hurt. I want him to embrace me, to growl and lift me off the floor, taking me in his arms and kissing me the way I’m dying to be kissed by him, as if he can’t resist being in my presence without consuming me.

“Good night, little one,” he answers, cupping the back of my head for a moment. “Selena? Why don’t you join her so the both of you can get a good night’s sleep? I still have some work to do before I come to bed.”

“All right, Master.”

“Good night to you both,” he says, leaving us alone.

I get settled under the covers, relieved that at least Selena isn’t still calling him daddy like she was this morning. Once she’s lying next to me in the large king-sized bed, it immediately starts to feel crowded, and daddy isn’t even here yet.

“Are you upset about this?” she asks, turning over to face me.

Immediately, I feel guilty. It’s not as though she’s done something wrong, so I can’t exactly hold this against her.

“No, I’m not upset with you.”

“That’s not what I asked. Are you upset about the situation?”

I let out a quiet sigh, and she scoots closer, reaching across to brush her hand along my cheek. “I don’t know what I am. I’ve never been in this situation before, so it’s new to me. I just never expected to have … feelings like this.”

“I have feelings too,” she whispers. “But I’m afraid they aren’t reciprocated.”

My insides twist. I don’t have the right to feel this way. I know I don’t. I cross my arms over my chest under the covers before speaking.

“You don’t think Master Synister cares about you? I can tell you, he does.”

Now she lets out a sigh. “It’s not Master I have feelings for.”

I flick my head in her direction, confused.

“It’s James, his assistant. But … I don’t even think he knows that I exist.”

A smile plays upon my face. “Well, we can change that. We can change that easily.”

I roll over in bed to face Selena and take her hand in mine, giggling. This is going to be fun.


Rogue

I sit at my desk and sort through the messages on my phone when one from James catches my attention. I don’t know how I missed it earlier, but I have been a bit distracted today. Not just with fielding complaints from some of the local business owners regarding the new tax for infrastructure laws, which weren’t even my idea to begin with. But also fielding complaints from the two women closest to me.

The one-line message from James is simple: News.

This of course means there’s new information to share, and I’m relatively certain it’s about Evan Addams since that’s his top priority right now. I respond, letting him know I’m in my office. Since he lives downstairs in my presidential suite, he should be here in a few minutes.

While waiting on James, my mind can’t help but drift back to Natasha. I purposely moved Selena into my bed and chambers, thinking it would make them both happy. From the moment Natasha arrived, they’ve been like two peas in a pod, and finding them in bed together today cemented my theory: that the three of us would be good together.

But perhaps I jumped the gun? The look of disappointment that washed over her face when I told her spoke volumes. Maybe she really is tired and just needs time to process. Or maybe … she wants Selena all to herself now?

The thought makes me growl, to think that Natasha doesn’t want me, that her one experience has left her confused about her sexuality.

And fuck, now that I’m really thinking about it, the truth is, I wouldn’t mind having Natasha all to myself. But then, what would I do with Selena?

“Good evening, sir.”

“James, you got here fast.”

I stand up and nod to the door, gesturing for him to give us privacy.

“Sorry, it’s late,” he mutters, shutting the door.

“No worries. What did you find out?”

He runs a hand through his sandy blond hair. “I’ll need to get confirmation from Sal, but it looks like our friend has someone here, on the inside.”

My hands immediately clench into fists.

“Who?” I grit out.

He slowly shakes his head. “I’ve no clue. Sal asked me if he should start questioning some of the men, but I told him I wanted to speak with you first.”

“Fuck.” I spin on my heels and cross the room, looking at the monitors. All I see is darkness, but I fondly remember the night I saw Natasha moving among these same trees. But Evan’s spy would not have snuck in here the way she did.

I have close to a hundred men stationed on my property, all of them brought here to train for my military program or to be working on the inside via security, state planning, policing, or even minor tasks like meal preparation. It could be any one of them. But I think I can narrow it down a bit further.

“Whoever it is would have arrived this week. Evan is after Natasha. He knows she’s here.”

“Sir, Evan has been planning something for a long time now. I wouldn’t necessarily say the implant arrived this week. He could have gotten here at any point over the last few months.”

Goddammit, I know he’s right. Which complicates things. “Tell Sal, first thing in the morning he is to begin questioning our newest arrivals, starting with our trainees. I have a hunch.”

“Yes, sir. I’ll contact him right away.”

I remain silent for several moments as I vacillate between wondering who our spy is and feeling heavy about Natasha. “James, before you leave, I have a question.”

“This sounds personal,” he says, sitting in the chair next to the wall and stretching out his legs.

I chuckled. He knew me well. “You could say that. When was the last time you took a woman here?”

Pulling a long face, it was evident James had been too focused on work. But I consider that a good trait. I need him focused right now. “Longer than I care to admit, why?”

“When all this blows over, I’d like to reward you with one of my girls. Maybe send you away on vacation for a while. You’ve earned it.”

He lifts his brow and stands to shake my hand. “I wouldn’t turn such a gift away. Thank you, sir.”

“I can’t tell you how much I appreciate your loyalty. Go ahead and call Sal, and get some rest. Tomorrow will be a busy day.”

“You bet.”

I watch James leave, staying behind in my office to take care of some overseas phone calls I’ve been putting off. Within the hour, I’m exhausted and, for the first time, really looking forward to lying next to Natasha and feeling her body heat.

After showering, I slide into bed between the two, trying not to wake either one of them. Their soft bodies feel good and my cock grows stiff, right about the time that Natasha murmurs something and curls her body into my side, tossing her leg over my mine.

“Daddy? Are you awake?” she whispers.

“I just got here, so yes.”

Her hand trails across my chest and down my abs, until she finds my erection and can grip it with her fingers. Her voice is a purr as she nuzzles her face in my neck.

“Hi, daddy,” she says, her voice still a whisper.

“Hi, little one. It seems you’re no longer tired?”

“Nope. Wide awake and hungry for you.”

This sure is a change from when I last saw her. But I don’t dare question her about it. Especially since she’s climbing me as though I were a jungle gym. “You’re not even going to ask my permission, huh? You’re just going to go for it?” I ask, sliding my hands behind my head and watching her mount me in the dark.

She shakes her head, and within a few seconds, I can see the rough outline of a smile on her pretty face.

“Good,” I growl, moving my hands up to her breasts and cupping them softly.

I love the way Natasha thinks, acting and speaking with no fear. For the first time I can just lie back and let her take what she wants. I rather like it.

“Mm, I hope I get a turn.” Selena’s voice floats to me.

“Your turn is now. Get on my face.”

Without hesitation, Selena straddles my face, and I grip her cheeks as she begins to grind her wet pussy all over my beard.

Natasha suddenly grips my cock and I feel the tip push inside her opening, tight as it grips me on the way in.

Fuck. She’s going to use my dick to pop her cherry, right the fuck now.

I release a growl as Natasha begins bobbing up and down, snaking my tongue inside Selena’s folds and then coming out to dart my tongue around her clit.

She hisses and grabs my hair while rolling her pelvis in small circles. And right as I feel the tip of my cock pressing against Natasha’s cherry, she pulls it out and presses it flat against my lower belly before rubbing her gash along the length.

I groan as I feel her wet lips coat me, and the way she grinds her little clit along my frenulum, mewing as she digs her nails into my chest.

“Oh daddy, I’m going to cum on your cock.”

I growl and thrust upward, still flicking my tongue over Selena’s hard little bump. And when Natasha’s legs tighten around my sides like a vice, I know she’s cumming and she’s cumming hard.

“Yesss!” Natasha cries out, her body trembling on top of mine.

God, I would love nothing more than to spurt on her pussy. I struggle to hold back because I know Selena will want a ride, and since she’s not a virgin, it won’t be an issue to fuck her tight pussy. Good thing I’ve got her on birth control because there’s a lot of seed in me that needs to be released.

“May I fuck your cock, Master? Please?” Selena begs, obviously needing her own release.

I offer a firm slap to her ass before pushing her off my face.

“Yes. You and Natasha trade places,” I say, feeling the weight grow heavier in my balls.

It’s hard to believe I’m letting two females control the direction of this adult activity, but damn it feels good to know that they’re turned on and enjoying my body, my hands, my mouth.

Natasha and Selena pass a kiss to one another before trading places, their hands caressing one another, and it causes my cock to grow harder, bouncing in mid-air before Selena can slide her warm pussy down its length.

Natasha smiles down at me as she starts to mount my face, and I have the pleasure of feeling the warm, wet glove of Selena’s cunt grip me all the way down to my balls.

“Turn around, little one. I want your ass.”

I catch her mouth drop open slightly, and frankly, I surprise myself with the order I’ve just given her. But I want to taste her most forbidden entrance, see if she enjoys my tongue as much as she does my cock.

“Ok, daddy,” she whispers, turning around and arching her back until her pretty rose is bared before me.

I growl as Selena moves steadily over my cock, spreading Natasha’s cheeks apart and slathering her forbidden ring with my tongue.

“Oooohhhh,” Natasha purrs, her tight hole quivering as I flick it rapidly. I reach up and fondle her breasts, feeling her nipples prick hard against my fingers.

I’ve never experienced sex like this with multiple women. It’s always been about me getting off. But fuck, this is so much better, bringing pleasure to these two beauties who I know would do anything for me.

My cock grows stiffer, turning to steel as Selena cums. Her walls clench tight around me as she squeals in pleasure. And the moment I hear Natasha huffing and feel her cheeks trembling, I shoot my load inside of Selena, releasing a growl that no doubt erupts against Natasha’s beautiful ass.

Selena grinds her cunt on my cock, forcing me to the deepest part of her womb and tugging out what’s left of my seed. I quickly let my hands wander back to Natasha’s rear, forcing a finger inside of her bottom and fucking her slowly, causing her orgasm to be stretched out for a few more moments.

“Oh daddy, you make my ass feel so good.”

“And you, little one, taste so fucking delicious I can’t resist eating your ass.”

Natasha and Selena exchange a very wet kiss, one that makes me wish I was up there with them. But at the moment, I’m at their mercy until they decide to move.

“I need to use the restroom. Keep Master warm for us, would you?”

“You know I will,” Natasha answers.

Selena giggles before dismounting me, and I hear her pad across the floor as Natasha lies down next to me. I quickly pull her into my arms.

“What got you so riled up tonight, darling?”

Her eyes light up. “Darling? I like that?”

I smile and sit up enough to kiss her forehead.

“I guess I just feel closer to you now. And Selena?” she adds, sitting up on one elbow.

“Yes? What about her?” I’m sure that she’s about to tell me that they worked through some issue they had. Or that she feels slightly jealous. Actually, I’ve no clue what to think.

“I think she has a crush on James.”

“Really? That’s … serendipitous.”

“How so?” Natasha’s finger softly moves down the trail of hair on my chest.

I don’t want to go into long explanations, or worry Natasha about Evan. Not until I have to. “I’m thinking about giving her to him, at least temporarily, as a reward for all of his hard work.”

“Oh, daddy. She would be thrilled.”

“Let’s hope he is too.”

I can’t resist the happiness in her voice or the smile that plays upon her face. I place my palm on the back of her head and pull her into a kiss, letting my tongue slowly dance with hers. She groans in my mouth, in a feminine sort of way, and I do the same, letting my hands wander all over the swell of her back.

We’re breathless by the time I fist her hair and move my lips down her neck.

“That was amazing,” she mutters, gliding her hand across my pecs.

“Your first kiss?” I say, looking into her sparkling eyes.

She nods and I press my lips to hers again, briefly. “You’ll have lots of firsts with me. So get used to it.”

She will, too. And as I wrap my arms around her and hold her body to mine, I know I will do whatever it takes to keep her safe.


Book 3

His to Keep

Natasha Addams

When Selena and I overhear some disturbing news, we put aside our tasks for the banquet preparations to find out what Master Rogue has planned. And what we learn leaves me feeling more disturbed than ever.

I’m given a task so simple, a task that could potentially help us be rid of Sir Evan Addams once and for all, but tragedy strikes before I get the chance to carry out that task. And as my life hangs in the balance, my only hope is to be rescued before it’s too late.

Master Rogue Synister

I need all the help I can get to find out who Evan’s mole is. But it looks as though I may have put the only woman I’ve ever loved in the line of danger.

My sweet, innocent Natasha has gotten caught in the crosshairs of my battle with the man attempting to overthrow me as ruler. But I will stop at nothing to save her and have her in my arms, in my bed, and in my life where she belongs.


Natasha

I’m supposed to be downstairs with Selena, helping her prepare some floral arrangements for a banquet tomorrow. But when I walk past daddy’s office, I can hear voices coming through the door. I’m not sure who he’s with, but it sounds heated. I press my ear to the door and try and listen in when Selena comes up behind me, gently pressing her hand to my shoulder so as not to startle me.

“What’s happening?” she whispers. “I’ve been waiting for you.”

I glance her way and shrug.

“Master sounds pissed.”

I nod and lean in closer, and Selena does the same, maintaining eye contact with me until we hear something that we don’t know what to make sense of.

“I’m not waiting until Thursday. Continue with your questioning and send James to me when you see him. I’m moving forward with my plan to eliminate him once and for all.”

Selena and I both gasp at the same time. She snaps to an upright position, throwing her hand over her mouth. “He’s … he’s … getting rid of James?”

I can see the tears forming in her eyes as I pull her aside, moving away from the door before whoever is in there doesn’t catch us eavesdropping as he leaves. “I seriously doubt it, Selena. Daddy has plans…”

I don’t want to tell her that just last night, he mentioned offering Selena to James. I was hoping it would be a surprise.

“What sort of plans?”

“Just … trust me, okay? I doubt he would get rid of his right-hand man. James is invaluable. He must be talking about someone else.”

“But what if he’s not?”

When the door swings open, Selena and I scurry down the hallway, and I look over my shoulder to see who is exiting daddy’s office. I think it’s a man named Sal, one of his chief military officers.

“Why don’t you go to the kitchen and make his favorite snack while I talk to him. Hopefully by the time you return, I’ll have some answers.”

“You don’t think he’ll be angry that we’re not working?”

“Not when I offer him my body before questioning him. He is a man, after all.”

Selena nods and agrees it’s the best plan. “You do seem to have a way with him. I’ll be back as fast as I can.”

Darting back down the hallway, she passes Sal on the way. Selena is obviously on a mission.

I believe what I told her, that I don’t think daddy would do anything stupid like have James killed or sent away, but I have to admit, what we overheard is rather unsettling. I just hope he’ll talk to me, provide me with some answers to ease Selena’s fears.

The door to his office is slightly ajar. I tap on it with my knuckles before walking in. “Daddy?”

He’s sitting at his desk, flipping through the pages of a thick manual. “Hi, little one. What brings you here? I thought you and Selena were spending the day arranging flowers for the banquet tomorrow.”

I shut the door and prance his way, dragging my fingers up my thighs. “We were on the way there when I got a wild hair to visit you.”

“Oh? What kind of visit? I’m quite busy at the moment.” His face hangs with irritation, and I start to have doubts. If his mind is elsewhere, he may not respond to my suggestive nature.

“The kind of visit that washes away our frustrations.” I slide my bottom across the edge of his desk, lifting the lower hem of my skirt and parting my legs.

He moves his gaze there, leaning back in his chair and clasping his fingers behind his head. “What sort of frustrations do you have right now?”

I lick my lips and tug down the upper collar of my dress, forcing my breasts to be displayed for him. “Frustrations that leave me wet, swollen, and unable to focus on work.”

Tossing my feet on the armrests of his leather chair, I feel the cool air rush around my pussy, and I’m anxious to get his mind to a place where I can question him without too much scolding.

“Darling, you know I have a lot of work to attend to today. Many things demanding my attention.”

When his phone rings, I sink in disappointment.

“One moment,” he says, holding a finger up to me.

He stands up to answer, turning his back to me as he speaks with someone downstairs about a technical issue with the security system. I quickly scan his desk, looking for clues to his plans for elimination. I don’t see anything that gives it away, but I do spot a few rubber bands. Remembering how much daddy likes the innocent look, I quickly pull my hair up into two long ponytails, securing them right as he ends his call and spins around.

“Dear god,” he mutters, sliding his hands in his pants. I can’t tell if he’s turned on or put off.

I twirl my hair and bite my lip, realizing I’m trying a little too hard. He should be more receptive to my advances. He must really be stressed out.

“Maybe you should just take a quick break, daddy. Let me suck those fears away so you can shoot your frustrations to the back of my throat.”

His growl sends shivers up my flesh, leaving pin pricks of heat in their wake. When he curls a finger at me, I slide off the desk and find my place at the floor.

His hands grip my ponytails as I unzip his pants, and his cock throbs as I grasp his length.

“My little girl,” he groans as I swirl my tongue over his crown. “You must know what you are doing because no one has been able to distract me like this while planning an assassination.”

My breath catches in my throat, but I do my best to act unfazed as I work to please him. I need to know who he’s talking about.

Angling my eyes up at him, I give him a smile right before sucking his cock past my lips. His dark eyes watch me, and I suddenly have performance anxiety. But I push past it, bobbing my head up and down over his length as he grows harder.

I move my fist up and down his base, using my tongue to work the underside of his shaft. His groans are deep and hungry as he turns to steel and empties in my mouth.

“Ah fuck,” he growls, moving a hand to the back of my neck and holding me steady as he spurts several more bursts of seed.

I close my eyes, hoping he’s more relaxed. And when his fingers softly caress my cheek during his final spasm, I feel confident I have him where I want him.

I lick him clean as he grows soft ever so slowly, and when he lifts me off the floor, I expect him to send me downstairs to get to work immediately.

But he doesn’t.

Instead, he places me on his desk and pushes my legs apart, pulling his chair back in place with his foot. His strong hands grip my hips as he leans into my neck, drawing in my scent. I want so desperately to ask him who he plans to assassinate, but I get the feeling he isn’t done with my body, and I don’t want to give him the impression that I don’t want our fun to continue.

“For some strange reason, I have the most sudden and intense urge to lick your pussy. But you have a lot of work that needs to be done, and I shouldn’t take up any more of your time.”

As his tongue drags over my flesh, my nipples pucker. I think he wants me to beg.

“Oh please, daddy. I really need my pussy licked. I … I promise I’ll cum quickly.”

He growls and sinks his teeth into my skin, then sits in the chair, taking a few moments to fondle my breasts as I grow wetter.

“You’ve got exactly two minutes, little one.”

I nod and fist his hair as he sits in the chair before rolling it in my direction. And I make it a point to give the back of his head a little push as he nuzzles his face at my pussy. I think I hear him growl again, but his tongue slides out with a quickness, so he isn’t about to protest.

He laps away at me, and I let my head fall back as his skills bring me to the edge. Lashing the tip of his tongue over my clit, daddy makes me cum in less than two minutes, his fingers softly pinching my nipples and sending daggers of pleasure to my core.

Sucking on my clit as I have an orgasm, he knows how to edge out my pleasure, making it last longer than I can ever do with my fingers.

“Oh daddy,” I moan, breathless as he grips my waist and groans his pleasure against my swollen folds.

When he looks up at me, I can see my desire glistening on his lips. He stands to kiss me, and I love the way I taste on him. Not the taste itself, but at the eroticism of him being coated in my juices. Not too many men treat their women this way.

“Have I abated your frustrations, little one?”

“Yes, daddy.” I cup his face and kiss his chin. “I only hope that James and Selena can have what we have. Speaking of which …” I jump off his desk and pull up the top of my dress before pressing down the front of it. “Have you been able to finalize any plans for them?”

He parts his lips and I hold my breath, hoping he will let me know if James has seen his final days.

“Yes. I have.”


Rogue

I don’t know how she does it, and I have to admit, it almost makes me angry that Natasha has this power over me. But my girl, my little one, she makes me growl with need. I cannot say no to her, and I think she knows it.

Just the act of licking her sweet pussy has got me hard again, but I have too much to do. So much to plan for. Sal suggests I go into hiding while he and my militia take care of Evan. But I’ll be damned if I chicken out and run away. This is my home, and Natasha is my girl. And the both of us will stay here so I can protect her on my own turf.

When Natasha asks about Selena and James, I’m surprised. But I know they have grown close, so she’s probably excited for her friend. I start to explain to Natasha everything because I have grown to trust her. But a knock at the door interrupts us.

“Come in!”

Selena opens the door, carrying a tray of finger sandwiches and pastries as well as a carafe of coffee.

“You’re not working either?” I ask, the irritation in my voice difficult to hide.

“I thought you could use a break, Master.”

I suddenly feel guilty for being harsh. “I suppose I could. Thank you, Selena.” I take the tray from her and set it on one of the tables, noticing Natasha and Selena exchange a worrisome glance.

“Okay, what’s going on between you two?” I pick up a sandwich and drop the entire piece in my mouth.

Natasha is the one to speak up, nervously touching her hands as she cautiously steps my way, her blue eyes dancing with concern. “I should explain, daddy. You see, Selena and I were walking by and … I overheard a conversation you were having a few moments ago. and then … when I was …” she adds, eyeing the other side of my desk where she was just on her knees, “…you mentioned an assassination, daddy. Please tell us you aren’t getting rid of James.”

I flick my gaze to Selena. She has her lips pulled inside her mouth, a look of fear washing over her face. Jesus, these two are gravely misinformed.

“Please don’t be angry at me for eavesdropping. I couldn’t help myself.”

I reach out and slide my thumb down her soft cheek. “Little one, I’m not angry at you for listening in on a conversation, but you honestly think I would kill one of the few men I trust? What in the world gave you that impression?”

Natasha licks her lips and Selena steps behind her, gently placing her chin on her shoulder before speaking. “It was what you said. We probably misinterpreted. So … James is safe, Master?”

“Of course he’s safe. It’s not James I’m eliminating.”

“Then who is it?” Natasha pleads with me.

“Your owner, Evan Addams.”

Natasha blinks several times, then slides her hands up my chest. “Daddy. You’re doing the right thing. That man, he’s nothing but pure evil.”

“I know about that man, darling. He’s scheduled to be here tomorrow. But I won’t let him past my front door.”

“He’s coming for me?” she asks, her voice barely above a whisper.

I turn around and run my fingers through my beard, contemplating. I’m not sure if I should tell her everything in Selena’s presence. She’s a bit more delicate than Natasha and the details may upset her.

“I believe he knows you’re here, and that part of his plan is to take you back to his home, yes.”

“But?” Natasha’s hand is on my shoulder.

I turn to face her. “But … as you know, he wants to overthrow me as State Master. And I will not allow that. So I have solidified some plans to prevent that from happening.”

“You’re going to kill him, aren’t you?” Selena’s question feels like a slap, coming from way out of left field. “Personally, I think you should. We don’t need any traitors around here.”

I can’t help but start chuckling. The whole notion that I’ve managed to let two of my servants get close enough to me that I actually allow them to give me advice is downright comical. Not that they’re technically giving me advice. It’s more of an approval.

And I love it to no end.

Selena and Natasha look at each other, but then they break out in soft laughter. Natasha wraps her arms around my waist and holds me tightly.

“I don’t know why we’re laughing, but I think we should do it more often.”

Selena comes up behind Natasha and hugs her, and we’re all standing there hugging each other when it occurs to me that I haven’t given them one of the most critical pieces of information. But I don’t want to do that because then they will be looking over their shoulder constantly.

“I agree we should do this more often. But girls, you really need to get downstairs and help plan for the banquet tomorrow. It’s not only a fundraiser, but it’s going to become a celebration, and I want everything to be perfect.”

Natasha and Selena give me a kiss on the cheek and start to walk away. I take Natasha by the hand but look at Selena. “You go on ahead. Natasha will be down momentarily.”

Her smile fades, but she nods quickly and disappears, pulling the door closed behind her.

“What is it, daddy? Is there a problem?”

I pull her face to me and give her a deep kiss, feeling her body melt into mine and her hands glide up my front. She moans softly as our tongues dart around one another.

After, we’re both breathless, and I’m desperate to have her in my bed, taking her innocence once and for all. But I want everything to be perfect for that.

And by perfect, I want to know her owner is completely out of the picture and is no longer a threat.

“That was nice,” she murmurs, sucking her lower lip between her teeth.

“I agree. I think we need to laugh and make out more often.”

Her face lights up with a smile. “You’ll get no arguments from me.”

“I need you to do something for me, little one.”

“Anything, daddy. Just name it.”

“We’ve a spy among us. I need you to be my eyes and ears downstairs today.”

Her lips part and her upper body stiffens. I can tell she’s frightened. “Who is it?”

“I don’t know, that’s the thing. I’m conducting an investigation, and I will find out who Evan has sent here, but until then, I need your help too. I’m counting on you, little one.”

She nods and searches my face and I feel as though I need to offer her more reassurance. I wrap my arms around her waist and pull her close, and she sucks in a rush of air.

“Don’t worry. I won’t let anything happen to you or Selena. If anyone even looks at you funny, you come straight to me, understood?” My voice is a growl as I give her instructions.

“Yes, daddy. I will.”

“And don’t let Selena know. This is just between us. She isn’t strong enough to handle all this. And soon enough, she and James will be together and he will look out for her.”

“She’ll like that.” When I see the tiny smile creep upon her face, I kiss her once more.

“That’s my good girl. Now go downstairs and make the dinner hall look beautiful for our dinner tomorrow.”

“Yes, sir.”

I wait until she’s out of sight to make the call.

Within the next twelve hours, Evan will be gone.

And Natasha will permanently belong to me.


Natasha

On the way downstairs, I pull the rubber bands from my hair and think about what daddy said. It’s disturbing to think that Sir Evan sent one of his men here to gather intel, or whatever. But most people here know that I share a bed with the State Master. I seriously doubt they will talk openly around me. If anything, they’ll probably watch what they say more closely. Nevertheless, I will follow my orders and observe everything like a hawk.

As soon as I get to the banquet hall, I see Selena standing at the long table of flowers, snipping the stems before sliding them in a vase. I’ve always been good at keeping secrets, but this one is so big, I know it will be challenging. Plus, she’ll probably notice that something isn’t right. Maybe I should keep my distance for a while.

I scan the room and see Doris, one of the head servants for the cleaning crew, and decide to ask her if there’s somewhere else she needs me, at least until I think I can keep my mouth shut around Selena.

“Actually, it would be nice to have a little help with the outdoor decorations,” Doris tells me. “Do you think you can handle the heat out there?”

“I think so. I’m used to this weather.”

“Wonderful. Why don’t you head out back and let them know I sent you. If they’re fully staffed, I can probably use you in the kitchen.”

“Great. Thank you, Doris.”

That’s the other thing about sharing a bed with the State Master: it seems to earn me more respect. In the short amount of time I’ve been here, I rarely hear the word ‘no.’ I don’t think it’s fair. I mean, everyone around here works so hard. But in this situation, I’m grateful.

I walk to the table of flowers to let Selena know I’m needed outdoors, and she looks surprised. “Oh, I was hoping we could work together. Oh well.”

I can tell she’s disappointed, so I pull her to my side for a hug, right as I see James walk in. His gaze immediately drifts our way, his eyes focusing on Selena.

“Don’t look now, but we have company arriving.”

“Huh?” She asks, scrunching her face and smiling.

“Afternoon, ladies.” I can’t help but notice that James is resting his hand on the gun attached to his belt.

“Hello, sir,” Selena says.

I smile softly at him, feeling suddenly like a third wheel. “Well, I’m needed outside. I’ll catch up with you later.”

Before pushing the door open to the back yard, I look back and see that James is tucking some hair behind Selena’s ear. It would be so amazing if she and he were to fall in love. I know how crazy she is for him, and it’s so rare for a man and his servant to have chemistry like those two seem to have.

Once I’m outside, the heat and humidity slams in to me. I hadn’t realized how much it had warmed up today. But they’ll have coolers out here with plenty of refreshments. My main goal is to keep my word and let daddy know if anything seems suspicious.

I don’t know everyone here, but those I do know seem loyal beyond words. I can’t imagine what kind of man would betray our ruler, who would take the chance. But if they’re working for Evan, he’s probably promised them a secure place here. The thought of that man running this state makes me shudder. He wants to go backwards, making the laws more archaic than anyone wants. And god only knows what would happen to me if he does overthrow Master Rogue.

I have to help him find out who the traitor is among us.

After spending an hour helping one of the servants hang dozens of paper lanterns around the garden, we both take a break and find a place in the shade to rest with a large glass of lemonade. There are so many people milling about, landscapers cleaning up the grass clippings and cutting back some of the bushes, as well as others setting up tables and chairs, but I haven’t heard or seen a single thing that seems offbeat. In the distance, Seven and Eight seem to be engaged in a heated discussion, and I half consider making my way down the hill and asking them if they’ve caught wind of something.

But I don’t think daddy would like that. He may not want any of his men knowing what’s going on, outside of whoever is conducting the investigation he spoke of.

I finish off my lemonade when I hear scuffling behind me. Several gasps and cries of concern cause me to feel sudden panic, and when I turn around, I see that one of the servants has passed out.

“Someone help me get her in the shade please!”

I start to make my way over there, but four others jump in, holding the woman by the arms and legs and dragging her under a tree close by.

I turn around to wave Seven and Eight over, thinking that they might be needed to alert the medics, but they’re already on the way, running in my direction.

One of the men hovers over her, touching her flushed cheeks. “She must have overheated. Can you go inside and get a cup of ice?” he asks, turning to one of the other girls I’ve been working with all morning.

“Yes, sir. Right away.”

I feel like a bump on a log, just standing there, but when I hear the sound of Seven and Eight approaching from behind, I turn around, only to find them focused on me.

Holy hell. They’re running toward me?

My heart hammers like a drill inside my chest, and when Seven gets to me, his hand comes across my face so hard, everything goes black faster than I can register what’s happening.


Rogue

I pace my office floor as I wait on the call from Sal. Once I’ve heard from him, and I know we can proceed, all I will need to do is get Selena and Natasha in my safe room so that I can take care of Evan. I just got word that he plans to leave tonight, and I’ll be damned if I let him get anywhere near me or my loved ones.

Yeah. My fucking loved ones.

Selena will be turned over to James, and Natasha will rightfully belong to me. I’ll make sure no harm ever comes her way, and she will bear my children. Finally, I will have a woman that I not only cherish, but who will also give me an heir to the throne.

But before my phone rings, James bursts into my office, his face pale and drenched with sweat.

“Rogue,” he says, holding his chest.

“James, are you alright?”

“Yes,” he nods, catching his breath. “It’s Natasha … she’s missing.”

The room starts to spin as my blood runs ice cold. “Missing? What do you mean? I sent her downstairs a while ago to work on the banquet preparations.”

“I know. I saw her, right before she went outside to help with the garden decorations. But then someone fainted from heat exhaustion. Moments later, Breanna came bursting into the banquet hall and said that Natasha was being carried across the river, and it looked as though she was unconscious.”

I grip the edge of my desk as James continues.

“Sir, Natasha is nowhere to be found. We’ve searched everywhere but all that was discovered was this.” James hands me one of the buttons from Natasha’s dress as fear grips me.

Just then, Selena barges in and bursts into tears, throwing herself into James’ arms.

“Jesus,” I mutter, holding the button and inspecting it closely, as if it holds some clues.

“That’s not all,” he says, trying to console Selena as he conveys such awful news.

I narrow my eyes at him as my blood begins to boil. I don’t even know what he’s about to say but I know it isn’t good. “What?” I grit out.

“Seven and Eight are missing, too.”

An angry growl climbs up my throat. I slide the button in my pocket and pick up my phone, dialing Sal’s number. I press the phone to my ear as it rings, looking at James.

“Get the men together. We’re leaving now.”

James nods and cups Selena’s face, giving her a soft kiss on the forehead. “Go to the safe room and wait for me there. I’ll be back. I promise.”

With a quivering chin, she looks my way, right as he darts out of the room. She still needs my permission. Such a good girl. I have to protect her.

“Listen to James, Selena. Do as he says.”

“Yes, Master.” She nods and sniffles before disappearing. My safe room has a bed and enough food and other supplies to last a week. But Selena won’t need to be in there any longer than twelve hours if I have my way.

It takes nearly forty-five minutes to gather my men and all the needed ammunition before heading out. Some of my militia are on foot, spreading out around the perimeter of the estate while the rest of my force loads up in the trucks. Evan’s home is thirty miles from here, and we’re going to come at him from all directions so the son of a bitch has no chance at escaping.

My insides twist as I drive down the highway towards his home, thinking about what he might do to Natasha. I can’t believe I even let her out of my sight, knowing that there was a dirty seed planted among us. Two as it turns out. I should have at least kept her locked up in the master suite, away from the crowds and the danger. I’ll never forgive myself if anything happens to her. I may not ever forgive myself anyway.

It seems almost unreal that I was going to use her and send her back to Evan, that she was nothing more than a tool to me. A tool to be used and discarded.

I shudder at my own disgusting behavior, and I think about all the beautiful women I’ve had over the years and never really appreciated. It has taken someone like Natasha to make me see the error of my ways.

Maybe it’s because of the way my father was with my mother. He never treated her properly. Even to this day I think she craves his love and affection. My heart aches. Once all this bullshit with Evan washes over, I plan to go visit them in the highlands where they’ve lived for the last five years. I want to talk some sense into my father, and tell my mother how wonderful she is, even if my father doesn’t show it.

James is quiet as he sits by my side in the truck, but I need something to distract me from my thoughts right now. Something to keep me from letting this rage flooding through my veins take over.

“Talk to me,” I say to James. “Tell me what’s going on with you and Selena.”

“Right now?”

“Yes, right now.”

“Nothing happened between us, Rogue. You have my word on that.”

“I don’t presume that anything happened. I know you wouldn’t betray me like that.”

He takes a deep breath and runs a hand through his thick hair. “Well, I’ve noticed her looking at me a lot lately, and—I don’t know. I find her attractive, sweet. Right before Natasha disappeared, I struck up a conversation with her. I … told her I would speak to you about letting us spend some time together.”

I nod slowly, feeling a little bit of this weight shift away from me. “I was actually going to give her to you, send you two away for a short while. You’ve worked hard, and you deserve a little time off.”

“Honestly, that would be fucking awesome. Thank you.”

“Loyalty should be rewarded,” I tell him as we turn down the gravel road that leads to Evan’s home. I happen to know he’s got cameras set up, but not for a few more miles, so I pull the truck off road and drive for about a quarter mile, my caravan not far behind. We’ll have to finish the hunt on foot. I park the truck behind an abandoned barn and twist the keys, killing the ignition.

“Now, let’s get rid of this fucker once and for all.”


Natasha

I wake up with a pounding in my head, my face pressed against cold dirt. It’s quiet, though, and I’m grateful for that. Until I open my eyes and see the reason for the silence.

I’m back in Sir Evan’s cellar once again, but this time, I’m chained to the wall and completely naked. Shackles bind my ankles and wrists, but the tightness I feel is in my chest. Memories collide inside my mind—getting set up for daddy’s banquet, seeing Selena and James together before heading outside, hanging paper lanterns everywhere, heat sinking into my bones, a stir of commotion, and then…

Seven and Eight running in my direction.

I don’t remember anything after that. But I think that the commotion I heard had something to do with me getting here.

Nausea creeps up my throat as I push up off the floor and wipe my face. A small amount of light filters through the tiny window above me, so at least it’s still light outside. It doesn’t look as though Sir Evan has changed anything about the cellar, except it feels even colder down here than it did before.

I can hear voices above me, but there’s a thudding in my ears, so I can’t tell what they’re saying. I lean against the wall and try to take in a few calming breaths, telling myself that daddy will find me. He has to know I’m here. With everything that’s been going on, the rivalry between the two men, where else would I be?

I can only hope he doesn’t think I’ve run away. He knows I’m headstrong, but he also should know how much I care about him at this point.

How much I love him.

My mouth feels tacky, so I look around the room to see if there are any bottles of water within reach. But they’re all stacked up against the far wall. Tears scorch my eyes, feeling as though I’m sinking into a pit of cold, dark hopelessness.

But when I hear the voices above me become frantic, and the shuffling of feet along the floor, my heart begins to quicken as I realize that things may have come to a head. After several loud pops ring out, there’s a loud banging on the door above the stairwell. It bursts open and smashes against the wall, but all I can see is the shadow of a man.

And that’s when the panic sets in.

I’ve no idea who is coming down here, but my blood runs ice cold until he steps into view.

Daddy.

I let out a slight laugh as tears pour down my cheeks. Nothing about this is funny, but I’m just so relieved to see him that all my emotions crash together at once and pour out of me.

“Jesus Christ,” he grumbles.

He sees me and runs down the stairs, dropping to the floor and pulling me into his strong arms. I’ve never been so happy to see anyone in my whole life.

“Daddy,” I whimper. “Thank goodness you found me. We … we have to get out of here, before Sir Evan shows up.”

His hands softly pet my hair, and he plants a few kisses along my neck. “My darling, Evan is no longer a threat. And neither are his men.” He cups my face and peers into my eyes, and I’m overcome once again with emotion. “You’re safe now. Safe forever.”

I don’t want to know if he killed Evan, or even how. I’m sure that he did, though, because he wouldn’t promise me I’d be safe from him forever if he wasn’t in eternal slumber.

And now, the state we live in, this world, is a better place.

Since the key to the shackles is nowhere in sight, daddy has to find an ax to break the chains that hold me. I end up having to walk out of this hell with the wide metal cuffs still around my ankles and wrists, but that’s a small price to pay for my freedom. He wraps a long white sheet around me for modesty as he leads me out of the cellar and back into the sunlight.

James is here, and he actually gives me a hug. I don’t know that I’ve ever felt so cared for than in this moment. Daddy, James, Selena, all the men responsible for fighting this battle are now my family. The family that I never had.

***

James drives us back home while daddy and I sit in the back seat. He urges me to rest my head in his lap and caresses my hair, my face, and my arms. He also explains that Seven and Eight were both Evan’s men, sent to the estate as spies. It makes me sick to think that I had both of their cocks in my mouth, and that thought is like the elephant in the room. But neither one of us brings it up.

He also said that the servant who passed out didn’t really pass out, that she was just acting. Apparently, Seven had forced her into it, threatening her severe punishment once “Evan takes his rightful place at the throne” if she were to refuse.

I asked daddy if the girl would be punished, and he said absolutely not.

“She was just as much a victim in all of this as everyone else. Why, darling? Do you think she should be punished?”

I shake my head. “No. It wasn’t her fault. But …”

“Yes?”

I roll over and look up into his dark eyes, filled with so much love for me. “I was just going to say that I think we need a more stringent vetting process.”

A smirk tugs at his lips. “We?”

“Yes. We. I’d like to help you, daddy. I may be only eighteen years old, but I think I would do a good job.”

“Mm,” he answers, stroking my cheek with his thumb. “I will say, I agree. But first, let’s get you home and recovered. If I’m going to have a woman by my side, helping me fight these daily battles, you need to be strong.”

I sit up and wrap my arms around his neck, trying not to let the metal cuffs scratch his skin. “As long as I’m with you, I’ll always have strength.”

I press my lips to his, and he holds me tight, keeping the kiss G-rated. He then pulls me to his chest.

“Believe it or not, little one, you’re a source of strength for me too. God help me, I don’t know what I would do without you.”

I smile, feeling his heart beat against me. “You’ll never have to find out, daddy.”


Rogue

Once I get Natasha back to the estate, I offer her some aspirin for her headache, then have one of my men remove the bolts holding her shackles in place. She shakes her hands and feet as soon as they’re gone and lets out a sigh before falling into my arms.

I then immediately have her examined by my personal physician. She swears that no one touched her and that she never even saw Evan, and I believe her. But my mind won’t rest until she gets the all-clear from Dr. Wallis. His office is on my property, near the clubhouse, and while he examines Natasha, I wait outside the exam room.

James comes in, relief washed across his face. “I think everyone is caught up on what happened. They’ve all been instructed to proceed with the banquet preparations for tomorrow.”

“Good. How is Selena?” I ask.

“She’s fine. Desperate to see Natasha and make sure she’s okay.”

I nod. “Let’s have dinner tonight, just the four of us. I want to officially release Selena to you and let the girls have some time together. It will be good for Natasha.”

“Sounds like a good plan. Do you want me to…” his voice trails off as he points over his shoulder.

“No. Let Sal handle it. And make sure he knows to express my deepest sympathies to the family. And let them know we will take care of all burial expenses.”

“Of course. Thank you, Rogue.”

James walks out, and a heaviness consumes me. Sal will have to deliver the fallen to his family, explaining that he lost his life in the line of duty. It makes me sick to know that one of my men died protecting us. But I’m grateful that we only had one casualty. And the truth is, if I hadn’t stormed Evan Addams’ estate like that, he would have come here, and the damage would have been far worse. With all the servants here, and the hired help, the casualties would have been in the double digits, I’m sure. We caught him off guard, and as a result, he’s gone. For good.

And I no longer have to worry about him taking the throne.

Within the half hour, Natasha is brought back out to me, a smile on her gorgeous face as she wraps her arms around me.

“She’s fine,” Dr. Wallis says. “Just a little bruising on the head but no concussion and no sign of any other injuries, anywhere.”

He places purposeful emphasis on the last word, and relief floods me. I hug her tighter and she nuzzles her face in my neck.

“Thank you, doctor. I appreciate you taking the time to look at her.”

“Don’t mention it, Master Rogue. It’s an honor. Just make sure she gets plenty of rest, and I believe she has a prescription for ice cream therapy, isn’t that right?”

The doctor taps her on the shoulder, and they both laugh softly. My heart warms as I join in the laughter. “She’ll have all the ice cream she wants tonight.”

I walk Natasha across the lawn, back to the main house and straight to the bathroom. I’d started to message Doris a few moments ago and ask her to draw a bath, but I decided I wanted to do that for her.

I have her sit on the edge of the tub and twist the spigots. “Warm, hot, or really hot?”

“Really hot,” she answers, pulling an elastic out of her long hair.

I turn the hot water higher and pour in extra bubbles. “How’s your headache?”

“It’s practically gone.”

Once the water is flowing, I stand Natasha up and untie the robe she’s wearing. My god, her body is so gorgeous, the sight of it makes me insanely hard. I feel guilty for wanting her so badly right after her ordeal, but there’s just no end to how crazy I am for her.

I push my desires aside and guide her into the tub, using the washcloth to gently wipe her clean. When she parts her legs for me, I hold back a growl. Those blue eyes of her flash me a wanton look but the dark circles there make me behave like a gentleman. So I move down her legs and to her feet, giving them a nice massage.

I scrub her hair and rinse it thoroughly, enjoying the look of sheer relaxation on her face. My cock stirs as I observe her in the water, the bubbles dancing around her soft pink nipples as they poke up through the surface of the water, and her bald little pussy teasing me between her thighs. I feel like a bastard when I silently wish her a quick recovery so I can fuck her. But hell, I suppose I should be doing all I can to facilitate that regardless.

“I’m going to leave you alone now.” I press a kiss to her forehead. “When you’re finished, I want you to lie down for a while before dinner.”

With a smile plastered across her face, she nods. “You won’t get any arguments from me, daddy.”

“Good.”

I leave her alone and head downstairs to make sure we have a nice menu planned for this evening, and then when that’s taken care of, I walk around the grounds to see how the banquet preparations are coming.

It seems as though a lifetime of events have occurred over the past week. I always knew I’d have to deal with Evan, and I hate that Natasha got caught up in the middle of it all. But her arrival certainly expedited everything.

And since Natasha came into my life, I feel as though I’ve evolved into a better man. I hope that I have. I’m damn lucky to have her, and I will vow to protect her until my dying breath.

Natasha and Selena spend some time together before dinner, and I’m shocked when they come out of Selena’s room wearing cocktail dresses that show off their legs. They both look gorgeous, but Natasha takes my breath away. Her dress is silver and dotted with sequins, and the slit down the front accentuates her sexy cleavage. That long, dark hair is pulled into a bun, several curly wisps framing her face.

After telling Selena and James that we’ll meet them downstairs, I run the backs of my hands down her arms, taking in the softness of her skin. “My god, little one. Are you trying to give me the erection of a lifetime?”

She smiles, and her cheeks bloom pink. I’m thrilled to see her feeling so much better.

“I’m just glad I still have that effect on you.”

“Still? Why in the hell wouldn’t you have that effect?” I ask, forcing her to meet my gaze.

Natasha seems unsure as she answers. “Today, when you were bathing me, you didn’t show much interest. I just thought…”

I wrap my arms around her and pull her close enough that she can feel my cock pulse against her belly. She draws in a tight breath as I peer into her blue eyes. “I wanted you to relax. You’ve been through hell today.” She nods, but I’m still not sure she’s convinced. “Don’t you ever doubt my attraction to you, or my love.”

Her pupils dilate, and her lips part. “I love you, too, daddy. So much.”

I press my lips to hers and slide my tongue inside her mouth. The brief contact makes my cock stir, and I know Natasha feels it.

“And if you’re up for it, I will show you tonight just how much I love you.”

Natasha bites her lip and flicks her gaze to the side. “Maybe. We’ll see.”

I chuckle, think about tying her up and spanking her bottom before devouring every inch of her body. But after being shackled in Evan’s cellar, we might need to wait on that one. Tonight, I want her to feel teased and pleased. Safe, loved, and cherished.

“That’s my girl.” I softly pinch her chin and peck her on the lips. “Now, let’s get downstairs and have dinner so I can get you back up here.”


Natasha

All through dinner, I can’t keep my eyes off daddy. The way he risked his life to save me has caused the little bubble of warmth to grow within me. I know he would have had to deal with Sir Evan sooner or later, and that my escaping his evil clutches didn’t help the situation. Hell, I probably made things worse. But my daddy Master Rogue has a few things that Evan does not. Or did not as it were.

Drive. Determination. Strength. Power. Class. Intelligence. Patience. And let’s face it, a better militia.

When he tells Selena that she is free to be with James, her whole being lights up. James looks happy, too. We all celebrate with heaping bowls of ice cream. And when they excuse themselves after dessert, daddy and I do the same thing.

I give Selena a hug before she disappears, telling her we’ll catch up in the morning.

Daddy takes me by the hand and leads me upstairs. And as he places several soft kisses along my neck, everything bad that’s happened seems to melt away, like a bad dream does once you’ve been awake for a while.

“Are you up for this, little one?” he asks, letting his hands slide down over my rear.

My pussy clenches, and I move my hand to his erection and rub it slowly with my palm. “I’m definitely up for it, and it seems you are too.”

I hear a groan climb up his throat, and it completely melts all my reserves. “You know I am, darling. I’ve been waiting for this moment all week.”

“Are you sure you aren’t getting soft on me?” I run my hands down his chest, thinking of the man I butted heads with when I first arrived.

He runs his hand over my bun, releasing my long hair before pulling me close. “After all you’ve been through today, I can’t help but be a little soft with you. But don’t mistake my temporary sympathies as something permanent. I will get rough with you once again, and soon.”

Excitement ripples through me. “I need you to be rough with me now, daddy. I’m not a delicate flower.”

He growls right before pressing his lips to mine, forcing my mouth open with his tongue and letting me get a taste of his need for me.

His hands push the sleeves of my dress down, hungry as they immediately begin to explore my body. I feel the same way, allowing my hands to roam over his hard muscles, needing to feel him take me. Take all of me.

Knowing that I belong to him now, and that my former owner is out of the picture, I want daddy to come at me with everything he has.

Wearing nothing but dress pants, he sits down on the edge of the bed and pulls me between his legs. My dress is tossed over the back of a chair, and as I stand before him in nothing but a small pair of silken underwear, I feel the heat between us. The desire, and the love. His hands softly cup my breasts, and I run my hand over his cheek, feeling the roughness of his beard as his dark eyes pierce mine.

“No holds barred, daddy. Take what you want tonight. I am yours.”

With a soft pinch to both nipples, he licks his lips. “Yes, you are mine. And I will take what I want while you give me what I need.”

Hooking his thumbs in the waistband of my panties, he glides them down my hips so I can step out of them. He then stands up and lifts me into his arms, walking around to the other side of the bed where he lays me down. Lifting my legs in the air and diving face first in my gash, he’s obviously hungry for me.

I let my eyes close and run my fingers through his hair as he laps away at my delicate center, making animalistic noises as he feeds like a savage.

I huff as his wild hunger slowly transitions into a tamer feeding, and I can’t help but moan as he flicks his tongue along my clit.

And I can’t control the cry that escapes my lips as I cum without warning, daddy’s fingers digging into the flesh of my hips as my thighs tremble uncontrollably. He is relentless as he continues to feast, tugging my clit past his lips and suckling until I cum again, this time feeling my nipples prick as my entire body tingles all over from the intensity of it all.

I watch as he steps back and removes his pants, and I get on all fours so that I can taste him, bring him to a full erection with my mouth and tongue, give him a similar pleasure.

“What do you think you’re doing, little one?”

I scooch to the edge of the bed and sit down, curling a finger at him for a change. “I think you know what I’m doing. I want that cock in my mouth, and I want it now.”

“Bossy little thing, aren’t you?”

I bite my lip and nod, using my finger to swirl the tip of his cock. “You know how much I love to taste that pre-cum. It lets me know how much you want me.”

With a growl, he steps forward, inching his cock closer to my face. At that point, I drop to the floor, on my knees, and I grip the base of his shaft, pumping it softly. “Well, you should know how much I appreciate your efforts at keeping your daddy satisfied. And don’t you dare change that saucy attitude.”

He slides his fingers in my hair and forces his cock past my lips with no warning. I moan and start bobbing my head as I tease his balls with my free hand. The way he responds by growing harder, longer, and seeping out trace amounts of pre-cum leaves me throbbing between the legs.

I move my tongue along the underside of his shaft, then come up to swirl along the bulbous head, flicking his frenulum and listening to his growls as he slowly pumps his hips and holds my head steady, being mindful not to hurt me where I’m bruised.

“Fuck, that’s so good. But daddy needs that sweet pussy, little one. I want that belly filled with my seed.”

I knew daddy would want to make me pregnant. And quite frankly, I want it too. I’d love nothing more than to carry the heir to the throne in my womb.

“If we are to be blessed with a son, you should take me in this position.” I lie down on my back and spread my legs, throwing my feet up high in the air.

Daddy smiles at me, and at the old mythical tale. But I don’t believe it’s all that mythical. Even if it is, a daughter would be just as lovely.

Wrapping his strong hands around my ankles, daddy slides between my legs, tossing mine over his shoulders as his cock bounces lightly.

“I’ll take you in this position, and I’ll take you in any other position I see fit, little one.”

After leaning down and drawing my nipples into his mouth, one at a time, I’m desperate for his entry.

“Please, daddy. I need you,” I whisper.

Pushing up on his hands, daddy’s arms are rippled with muscles. His cock starts to slide past my entrance, and I feel my walls grip him tightly.

“Fuck, I need you too,” he grumbles.

With one swift motion, he sinks all the way in, pushing past my innocence so quickly I hardly notice anything more than a slight burning sensation that morphs into pleasure.

He moves steadily in and out, keeping his promise to be gentle. But then, as his moans of pleasure begin to escalate, I feel the urge in my core begin to grow as my walls shrink around his girth.

“Oh god, daddy. I think I might…”

I can’t even finish the sentence. A white-hot burst of pleasure rips through me as I reach my climax.

Daddy growls as he increases his pace, driving his hard cock in and out of me until I cum again, seeing stars burst in my vision. I sink my nails into his flesh, letting the blissful sensation take over.

Within seconds, he empties his seed inside of me, roaring into the room as warm, thick liquid pools out of my pussy and soaks the sheets below. He doesn’t stop pummeling me, but his movements become a little sporadic—speeding up then slowing down, until he goes soft and collapses on top of me.

“I needed that,” he grumbles in my ear. “And I need you.”

I wrap my arms and legs around him and feel his heartbeat against my chest. “I need you, too.”

I hardly notice that his massive weight makes it hard to breathe until he rolls off me and I take in a deep breath.

I roll over and place my soft hand on his hard chest, looking up at his rugged face and his beard that looks a little disheveled.

I could probably stare at him forever, but as he lifts my hand to his mouth so he can kiss it several times, I feel my eyes grow heavy.

“Are you alright, my love?”

I smile and nod. “Yes, daddy. Better than alright. I’m floating on cloud nine.”

“Good.” He kisses my forehead.

“It’s as if the weight of the world has been lifted from my shoulders. And having you here, well, I only feel stronger.”

Daddy rolls over and faces me in bed. “You are stronger. Stronger than any woman I know. And together, my love, my Natasha Synister, we will conquer the world.”

I bloom with happiness at hearing my new name.

He kisses me then, and I already know that with daddy by my side, I’ll always have the world at my fingertips.
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Book 1

Punishing the Fertile Brats

Monica and I were raised in the same home, by the same man. And he’s never let us leave the house without supervision. Now that we’re both eighteen years old, we’ve decided that enough is enough!

We want to get out there and do some exploring, maybe find someone to take us on at the same time and claim our innocence.

But the man who raised us interferes with our plans, saying he should be the one to make that claim and take advantage of our fertile state, right after some rough punishment.


“Do you think daddy will hear us sneaking out?” Monica asked.

“Not if we’re quiet.”

“If anything happens, I want you to know … you’ve been the best sister to me.”

I looked at her and started giggling at how melodramatic she was being.

Monica isn’t my flesh-and-blood sister, but that’s how we think of one another. She and I were foster kids, barely surviving being bounced from foster home to foster home. Her birth parents were killed in a car accident, and mine were junkies who gave me up.

Mr. Dell took me in first, then a few months later decided that he wanted me to have a friend to grow up with, so he brought Monica into our lives, raising us both as his own.

Obviously, Mr. Dell is not our real dad, but he’s always insisted we call him ‘daddy’ so that we would feel like a real family.

He loves us like mad, but he’s also super protective. He hired this woman named Mrs. Cruella to homeschool us, and let me tell you, the name totally fit. She was ultra-strict, and as a consequence, we had to mind our Ps and Qs all the time. Thank goodness we are finally done with school, and we have a nice little beach vacation planned next month.

Despite the fact that both of us turned eighteen at the beginning of the year, we hardly ever go anywhere without him. Except for the rare occasion that he drops us off at the mall for an hour or so to shop for Christmas and birthday presents.

It’s never bothered us until recently. And Monica and I both admitted to each other last week that we were extremely horny and needed a man’s touch. Probably because we’ve spent countless hours watching daddy’s porn. He’s got a pretty significant collection of DVDs in his closet, and when he’s at work, Monica and I will watch one together and masturbate under the covers of the bed we share.

“I can’t wait to find a man who will eat me out, Carrie. My little pussy is aching for a man’s tongue.”

My pussy clenched at her words. I was wanting the same thing, but there was something else I was craving. “Oh, me too. But I also want to feel his throbbing cock fill my mouth.”

“Mmmm, same…” she echoed, putting the finishing touches of her outfit together. “And finding one to fuck us at the same time would be pure heaven.”

I agreed with that sentiment.

Daddy usually went to bed around eleven, but tonight he said he’d be retiring early since he had to get up before the crack of dawn for a work meeting. Monica and I had been planning our little escape for several days now. After getting dressed, we were going to go to a local bar downtown—the only one that allowed eighteen-year-olds inside. This place had a reputation for being a real “meat market,” and Monica and I were bound and determined to lose our virginity tonight.

For our special outing, we had dressed pretty slutty. With short mini-skirts—no panties and freshly shaved pussies—and tight little matching halter tops, Monica and I were asking for trouble.

No, begging for it.

Since our cycles had linked up, I was pretty sure we were both ovulating, intensifying our “cravings of the flesh,” so I made sure we had plenty of condoms.

“You look really hot,” she said as I smeared on some lip gloss.

“Thanks, sissy. You look gorgeous, as always.”

“And daddy went to bed thirty minutes ago. You think it’s safe to leave?”

“Let me just sneak a peek and make sure the coast is clear.”

I parted the door and peered out into the hallway, noticing that daddy’s door was closed and the lights were off.

“We’re golden,” I whispered to Monica.

With a broad smile, she picked up our small purses and joined my side as we made our way to daddy’s office. Neither of us had cell phones, and the office phone was the only one in the house we could use to call for a cab.

I spoke quietly into the phone as I relayed the address for the cabbie before hanging up. “Now we just go outside and wait.”

Monica grabbed me by the arm and sank her teeth into her lower lip as she grinned from ear to ear. “I’m so fucking excited!”

“It’s about time we actually had some fun, you know?”

She nodded enthusiastically, and we spun around to make our way out of the house. But the second we did, daddy was standing there in the doorway—arms crossed and a heated look on his face.

“What do you think you’re doing?”

I gasped but Monica just hid behind me, as if she needed protecting.

“Nothing, daddy. We were just having a little fun.”

His eyes brushed over my body, making me tremble. “What kind of fun?”

I gulped and tried to come up with something on the fly. Something he would believe. “Monica and I were just going through some of our old clothes, figuring out which ones fit and which ones we’d outgrown. And … well…we turned it into a makeover. I guess.”

I flashed a guilty smile but he just slowly raised an eyebrow at me.

Oh boy, daddy did not look happy. He took a few steps our way, running his big hands through his thick, dark hair as those dark brown eyes shot daggers at us.

“Daddy?” Monica said. “Why do you look so mad?”

“Because you’re in my office, calling for a cab.”

“Oh shit,” Monica whispered in my ear.

Oh shit was right.

“Well, we thought we’d run to the store and pick up some soda pop, daddy. We’re out, you know.”

He shook his head at me. Totally wasn’t buying it.

“Get in your room right now, girls.”

“Why?” I asked, crossing my arms in defiance. “We’re eighteen years old. Technically, you can’t keep us here.”

“Technically he can,” Monica muttered through clenched teeth. Man, she was really nervous.

“Your sister is right. Now, both of you, to your room right this instant.”

I bit back the anger because I knew there was nothing I could do. I mean, I could march outside and wait for the cab next door, but what would be the point? Monica wouldn’t come with me, and without her, it wouldn’t be as much fun.

“Fine,” I snapped, barging past him with Monica on my heels.

We went to our room, Monica closing the door behind us as I sat on the edge of the bed. “This is utter bullshit,” I grumbled, feeling the anger from being locked up for so many years.

“Yeah, total bullshit. We should have just walked out. But then …” She sat next to me, tucking her hands under her thighs. “…you know he would have just followed us outside.”

“Who fucking cares. I would have just kept on walking.”

Monica let out a long sigh as I fell backwards on the bed.

“We’re never going to get laid at this rate, Carrie,” she whined.

“No fucking shit. That’s why the next time he takes us to the mall, I’m going to let the first adult male that crosses my path take me home. In fact, ” I said, sitting up as I realized there was nothing stopping us from walking out of this house right now. “Fuck what daddy says. He can’t stop us from leaving. Let’s go.”

I stood up but Monica gave me a weary look. “I don’t know, Carrie. He would punish us pretty severely when we got back.”

“Your sister is right.” I turned to look and saw daddy standing in the doorway, anger written all over his face. “The truth is, though, you’re going to be punished regardless.”

He pushed the door closed and twisted the lock on the knob. Not sure why he did that, but my guess was that it was solely to intimidate us.

For me, it didn’t work.

“Punish us for what, daddy? Wanting to have a social life?”

He approached me as I crossed my arms. Meanwhile, Monica remained seated on the bed. “You know damn well what you’re being punished for. And the both of you are going to get a spanking as a reminder of your place in this home.”

I heard Monica let out a gasp, but I just broke out into laughter. “Yeah, right. Good luck with that one.”

I sank back down on the bed and crossed my legs. Daddy ran his gaze up and down my thighs, and I have to admit it threw me for a loop. He’d never eyed me like this before, but all of a sudden it was as if he was seeing me for the first time. And the way he licked his lips as that gaze ran up to my chest made me feel like a cheap whore. Daddy was attractive, but I’d never thought of him like that.

And the weird thing was, this was the way I wanted a man to look at me, but not the man who raised me!

He stood over me and Monica, and she scooched closer to me, our legs pushed together. Daddy slid his thumb underneath his belt buckle and smirked.

“You know that beach trip we have planned next month?”

Monica nodded but I just raised a brow.

Daddy pointed his gaze at me now.

“What about it?” I said.

“Well, I’ve already spoken with Mrs. Cruella, and she said she’d be delighted to stay here with you while I go alone.”

Oh my god … he wouldn’t…

“Daddy, that’s just plain cruel.”

He smirked again, obviously getting some kind of sick pleasure out of all of this.

“And what you girls planned this evening is beyond disrespectful to me and the rules I’ve laid out for you. That’s why the both of you are going to turn around, place your hands on the bed, and let me spank your bottoms.”

My mouth fell open as Monica visibly tensed next to me.

“There’s no way I’m letting you do that.”

Daddy pulled the long, leather strap from his buckle, forcing it to make a snapping sound as it was released. “You will let me, or you will forfeit your beach vacation.”

I could feel the anger seething under my skin. Monica simply turned to me and put her hand on the top of my leg. “Just let him do it, Carrie. It’ll be over in a few minutes, and then we can go back to everything being normal.”

But nothing would ever be normal if we let him spank us. We were adults for crying out loud! What the hell had gotten into him?

“Your sister has a point, Carrie. Do as you’re told, and it will all be over soon.”

But as he pulled on the belt, removing it from his jeans in a swishing motion, I couldn’t help but get angrier.

On the other hand, the thought of sacrificing my trip to the beach made me even angrier. So, I clenched my jaw and stood up, feeling the cool air flow around my legs as I spun around and placed my palms on the soft mattress.

Monica did the same, her long blond hair flowing down the front of her arms as mine fell over my shoulder and brushed the bedspread.

God, this was so fucking humiliating.

“Wise choice, girls.” I heard the snapping of the leather and began to tremble, remembering how much spankings hurt, even through a thick layer of clothes. But with our thin mini-skirts on, it would only hurt worse.

I closed my eyes and silently prayed he would go easy on us, just give us a few whacks and call it a night, fully convincing myself I was only allowing him to do this for the sake of the beach.

Because the beach was looking like my only hope for ever getting some dick in my life.

I pulled in a deep breath, and that’s when I felt daddy’s hands push up my skirt, making me flinch.

“What are you doing?” I asked, twisting my head around, only to see him doing the same thing to Monica, tugging the bottom of the skirt up over her hips.

“It’s called a bare-bottom spanking.”

“Why?” Monica whined, looking me in the eyes with disgust.

“Because,” he said, placing his hand on my shoulders and pushing me face-down to the bed. “Spankings are meant to make you uncomfortable. That’s the whole point.”

Oh god. I was beyond uncomfortable. I was downright humiliated.

The next think I knew, Monica was joining me, face-down on the bed.

“Jesus Christ. Neither of you are wearing panties?”

I grimaced, then felt the sting of the belt as it whipped across my bottom, forcing me to jump in place. I heard it strike Monica’s flesh seconds later, and she let out a slight whimper.

“You two have been planning this little getaway for several days now. You really thought I wouldn’t overhear you talking about it?”

Leather stung my ass again, and I fisted the comforter, gritting my teeth through the pain.

Neither of us answered his question, but I’m pretty sure it was meant to be rhetorical.

He went back and forth between me and sissy, the bite of each strike worse than the last. Heat scorched my flesh, radiating all through me. I was so angry that he was allowed to do this to us, and I thought about all the ways I wanted to get even.

“Ow, daddy!” Monica cried out at a particularly hard lashing.

And that’s when daddy growled.

But it wasn’t an angry growl.

It was … something else. Something primal.

It was a growl that needed no interpretation.

I felt my sex swell, and without realizing it, I arched my back. I only noticed it when daddy whipped the leather across that part between my lower bottom and upper thighs. But because I had arched my back, it struck my bare labia and made slight contact with my clit, sending an instant surge of adrenaline through me as well as an intense craving to be taken.

“Oh god,” I whispered into the bedspread, knowing that if he saw the way my body was responding, could see that I was swollen and wet, he would do something to further humiliate me.

“Mmm, daddy,” Monica moaned as she took another slap to the flesh.

Jesus, was she getting turned on too?

“You two are a couple of dripping, fertile sluts,” daddy edged out. “Not surprising, given what you had planned tonight.”

“We didn’t have anything planned,” I argued.

But he knew it was a lie.

Without wasting a second, he gave me another swat, making sure this one struck my heated pussy lips with force. I sucked in a rush of air and tightened my grip on the bedspread as the pain rippled through me, bringing me a pleasure unlike anything I’d ever before experienced.

“Looks like I’m about to cash in on what those poor bastards at the bar won’t.”

Daddy tossed the belt aside, and it landed on the bed above our heads. I then held my breath as I heard him unzipping his jeans.

“What is he doing?” Monica whispered next to me.

Daddy’s voice was a low rumble behind us as his clothes hit the floor, and I didn’t need to ask what was about to happen.

“He’s doing just what you think, Monica. He’s going to take our virginity.”

My nipples pricked at the thought. With a combination of disgust but intense ache, I sank my teeth into my lower lip as daddy’s hands gripped my hips. God, he was taking me first.

“I’m not just going to take your virginity,” he growled, poking the head of his cock at my entrance. “I’m going to impregnate you fertile brats. Keep those bellies nice and big and those tits full of milk.”

My walls tightened as he sank deeper into my gash, keeping a firm hand on my lower back. Oh fuck, it felt so good.

“Carrie …” Monica whispered.

“What?” I opened my eyes and peered into hers, and her eyes rolled back into her head. When I angled my gaze down her body, I could see daddy’s hand between her legs. The pleasure on her face was unmistakable.

“Oh … oh … daddy…” she purred, her cheeks bright red and her tongue dragging along her lower lip.

He pushed deeper inside of me at that very moment that she moaned, and I let out an uncontrollable sound of pleasure myself. I could feel my pussy gripping his girth. And even though I couldn’t see it, I could tell he was thick.

“Fuuuuck,” he growled, the head of his cock now straining against my tight cherry. “The way your innocence is gripping me right now…? I knew you’d be worth the wait.”

He had planned this all along. Waiting for us to be ripe so he could take what he wanted. I felt betrayed, but at the same time, it turned me on beyond measure, to know that the man who had raised me and Monica wanted to use us for his pleasure. It made my pussy leak with desire.

The pain was growing sharp, but there was such a deep need in the pit of my belly that I hardly noticed it. In fact, I needed him to push deeper, harder.

I arched my back once again and fisted the covers tighter, knowing the pain would quickly come to a head. And that’s when he gave one hard animalistic thrust, a growl erupting from his throat as he broke through my walls.

I gasped, but his growls only grew louder as he pummeled me violently, his hips slamming into my ass as he took my virginity.

Monica’s groaning grew more frantic, her breathless cries of pleasure making it obvious she was about to cum.

“Don’t stop, daddy. Oh god!”

I don’t know how he was managing to fuck me so hard while simultaneously bringing her to orgasm, but apparently this was something he was skilled at, and that only served to fuel my lust for this entire situation I was currently in.

As his cock rammed into me, and his scrotum slapped my swollen bud repeatedly, I could feel that familiar tightness in my gut, the sweet pressure of an impending orgasm.

“Cum for daddy, you little slut!” he commanded her.

Or was he commanding me?

My breathing quickened as he picked up the pace, ramming into me over and over, until I finally tumbled over that ridge, the walls of my cunt clamping down around him as I came.

Feeling way too much shame to vocalize my pleasure, I bit my tongue, feeling my thighs trembling as my orgasm swept over me in wave after wave.

Daddy’s voice boomed behind us as he commanded Monica to hurry. “Cum on my finger, you slut. Daddy can’t hold his cum in all night.”

Heat rippled through me, and the second I heard Monica cry out that she was cumming, daddy released inside of me, a torrent of liquid splashing my walls as he growled like a crazed beast.

When he pulled out of me, I had no idea what was about to happen next. But he flipped me over onto my back and jerked up my halter top, exposing my breasts in a shameful manner.

Monica’s ass was still sticking up in the air as her eyes fluttered over me, this look of lust filling her gaze. God, there was so much sexual tension in the air that I knew this night would not end without the three of us exchanging bodily fluids.

“Get between your sister’s legs,” daddy barked at Monica, giving her a hard slap on the ass.

She yipped and jumped, but within seconds, she had stripped completely naked, and her face was inches from my throbbing pussy, looking up at me with fire in her stare.

I sank my teeth into my lower lip as she pressed her mouth to my drenched pussy. Daddy gripped her by the hips, his voice a low rumble as he sank his cock in her cunt. He was much harsher with her, not yielding to her innocent walls, just thrusting in hard and fast, forcing her to cry out in pain.

“You like daddy taking what he wants, don’t you, slut?”

My head fell back on the bed as Monica whimpered an “uh-huh.” And within seconds, her tongue was dancing along my clit. I’d never in a million years think the girl who was raised with me would be licking my hot little pussy while our daddy fucked her from behind, busting through her cherry only moments after taking my innocence.

Not only that, she was good at it.

I could feel her slender body being pounded from behind, but she didn’t miss a beat licking my hot clit. Her tongue slid in circles over the enflamed, tender tissue, flicking and swirling the raised bump until my nipples curled up nice and tight.

“Look at those titties,” daddy groaned, thrusting with force, sweat dripping down his nose. “They look like little red cherries sitting on top.”

He was looking at me, staring at my chest, and he wasn’t kidding. My nipples were red and hard and pointed to the ceiling.

I lightly pinched them, making him groan with lust as he watched me play with myself. Meanwhile, Monica was huffing her hot breath against my gash, licking my clit like a damn professional pussy licker.

Monica slid her hands along the bedspread next to me, and the next thing I knew, she was cupping my breasts, letting her soft fingers delicately tease my nipples as she moaned in pleasure.

Daddy quickened his pace with her, ramming her so hard I could almost feel it myself. She pressed her lips to the hood of my clit and slithered her tongue out. With one quick pass of the tongue, I came hard, juices pulsing out of me in hard bursts and no doubt leaving the bed drenched.

“Oh god!” I cried out, unable to stay quiet, even though I had wanted to pretend like I wasn’t enjoying it, to pretend like this wasn’t something I wanted, that I was being forced into it.

But I couldn’t deny the pleasure my body was experiencing.

And I didn’t want to anymore.

Monica huffed, replacing her tongue with a finger as daddy gripped her tightly and gave one hard push, tossing his head back and letting out a long groan of pleasure.

“Knock me up, daddy!” she screeched.

“Oh, I am!” he gritted out, his jaw set as he kept his eyes on her ass. “Your tight pussy is nothing more than a breeding ground for my seed, and don’t you forget it.”

By the looks on their faces, they were both cumming hard as I was floating on that post-orgasm cloud. I felt a little disgusted that I’d let Monica eat me out, but the feeling was short lived because daddy wasn’t even remotely done with us.

He lifted Monica up and tossed her on the bed where she landed on her side, giggling. I hardly had time to get my bearings when he grabbed me by the legs, pulling me down the length of the bed and pushing me to my knees on the floor.

His hard cock was in my face, throbbing and bouncing as it was covered in the sheen of his and Monica’s desire. He gripped the base of it and fisted my hair.

“Good girls clean their daddies up. Get to work.”

And with that, he pushed the head past my lips. I readily took him in my mouth, feeling the shame turn to need as he pumped his thick meat in and out of my mouth. He tasted salty and earthy, and I ran my tongue over the thick veins as his length moved back and forth.

And as lost as I was in the enjoyment of finally being able to suck cock, I could feel Monica shifting around behind me followed by the sounds of them kissing, their moans of ecstasy making me envious.

His fingers tightened in my hair, making my scalp sting, and when Monica joined me on the floor, he quickly moved his cock to her mouth, letting her lips wrap around his thick girth and taste him for a while.

My insides burned as I watched her please him, especially with the guttural sounds rumbling up his throat. I wondered if she was doing a better job than me, so I felt the pull to join in the fun.

I lightly cupped his balls, noticing their heavy weight.

“Ah, shit, that’s it, baby. Suck daddy’s cum out. Make me proud.”

He thrust his hips in hard but short bursts, and Monica’s face was wrinkled, the tears streaming down her cheeks as she struggled to take him all the way to the back of her throat. He had a firm grip on her head and was not about to let her off the hook that easily.

I leaned forward and dragged my tongue along on the underside of his balls as his movements slowed, feeling his flesh crinkle as his sack slowly rose upward.

“Fuuuuuck,” he growled.

Monica grunted, and I felt the contractions of his scrotum as he emptied inside of her, his animalistic noises indicative of how well she was doing. In a fleeting moment of jealous passion, I gripped the base of his shaft and tugged him from her lips, taking him in my mouth for the last spurt.

Monica didn’t seem to mind as she simply replaced me as his personal tease, licking and sucking on his scrotum as I sucked the head of his shaft and tasted his yummy seed.

“Are you a little cum whore, Carrie?”

I nodded frantically, swirling my tongue over his slit and feeling more warm fluid pulse out.

“Well, then. It looks like my work here is far from done.”

“I like your cum, too, daddy,” Monica said, twirling her hair around a finger.

“I know you do, baby. And I’ll have more for you. Daddy has an endless supply.” He bopped her on the nose, which was quite the contrast from how he had been up to this point.

He climbed on our bed and laid down, stroking his length that was still long, hard, and angrily red. He curled a finger at the both of us.

“Monica, on my face. Carrie, slide that tight pussy down my cock and milk my seed out. I want you pregnant tonight.”

Hot waves of excitement rippled through me as I tugged off my halter top and made sure my mini-skirt was still bunched up around my waist. I climbed over his legs, watching Monica straddle his face, her curvy bottom getting right to work grinding everywhere.

I angled the head of his cock at my entrance and slid down, feeling his thickness stretch me as it filled me up.

I released a long moan as I placed my hands on his chest and began to ride him like he was my favorite stallion. I rolled my hips, I bucked my pelvis, and I grinded my pussy all over him as I watched him pleasure sissy.

“Oooh, yeah, daddy. I’ve always wanted my pussy licked like this…”

God, if he only knew that was all she talked about these days. And it was apparent he was doing a good job of pleasing her.

I got so turned on watching the way she wiggled her bottom, and the way his hands slowly crept around the globes of her ass and pressed into her flesh as I worked on milking his dick.

I felt it grow in length, my walls getting tighter and tighter as my orgasm approached.

“Oh daddy….” I purred. “I’m gonna cum…”

His throat rumbled, and he began to thrust upward in hard jabs. I leaned forward and he rammed his cock in and out of me with so much force I came right there on the spot, warm fluid gushing from me once again.

Seconds later, I felt the heat of his cum as it dribbled from me, his rod a pulsing, throbbing length of steel. He vocalized his pleasure, channeling that lust into eating out Monica. I watched her cum, her high-pitched screams making me want to straddle his face next.

Which is just what I did.

But unlike her, I faced the other way, watching Monica ride daddy’s cock, her pert little tits bouncing as he slammed into her over and over.

Daddy swirled his tongue over my clit, and even though I could feel his seed leaking from me, that didn’t stop him from tasting every bit of my womanhood.

I moved my hips in a circle, feeling my whole body heat up as I came once again.

“Yes, daddy … Yesss!” Monica was in her own state of bliss, having an orgasm at the same time as me.

And when daddy came inside of her, his voice rumbled against my tender labia as his tongue worked its magic on my girl bump.

It was an incredible night, daddy an unstoppable machine as he unleashed inside of us several more times.

And then, the next night, he brought us to his bed, taking turns fucking us, determined to get us pregnant.

“You won’t be disappointed if we have to try again next month, will you, daddy?” Monica asked as the three of lay in bed together.

“How could I ever be disappointed if it involves fucking my girls?”

I laughed and tossed a leg over his, gripping his erection in my hand.

“We should keep trying, even if we do get pregnant.”

“Sounds like the perfect plan,” Monica said, laughing.

I had never pictured my life turning out like this, but what was there to complain about?

Not a damn thing.


Book 2

Taken by Surprise
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I’ve wanted the man who raised me since turning eighteen six months ago. I don’t care if he has a girlfriend or not. When he picks me up at work tonight, I’m going to “accidentally” lock us in the storage closet and seduce him until he can’t say no.

But then he finds out what I’m up to and takes me by surprise, turning the tables and giving me a taste of my own medicine, rough and without remorse.


“Are you still okay with closing tonight, Sophie?”

“Yeah, I’m good. My dad will be here any minute.”

“Cool. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

I watched Ellie leave the restaurant where we worked, locking the door behind her. I still had a few end-of-shift bookkeeping tasks to complete before I could call it a night. But it would be fifteen or twenty minutes before my stepdad would be here to pick me up anyways.

I gathered all the receipts, thinking about that special man in my life: my gorgeous, hunky stepdad, Paul.

Paul had been a part of my life since I was an adolescent, but my mom passed away not long after they got married. We had bonded deeply, though, and even though he wasn’t my flesh and blood daddy, he told me there was no way he would let someone else raise me.

It made me feel so close to him, like I could trust him with anything. And by the time I turned eighteen years old six months ago, I was beginning to realize I wanted him to play a more intimate role in my life.

Daddy was beyond sexy. He was tall with sandy blond hair, had a thick build and a commanding presence. Since he was a fireman on top of it all, he got hit on all the time. But he would just brush off all the advances like they were nothing.

His girlfriend Blakely (who I couldn’t fucking stand) was only with him because of his looks. She didn’t appreciate the way he treated her. I knew this for a fact because my best friend’s mom said Blakely was always out partying with other guys.

I haven’t had the heart to tell my daddy that she’s stepping out on him, but only because I don’t want to hurt him. And, I’ve decided I’m going to snag him on my own, win him over, convince him that I’m the one he should be with, and make him love me the way I want to be loved: with his hands all over my body and his cock buried balls deep inside my aching pussy.

My stepdaddy gave up everything to raise me. It only makes sense that we should spend our lives together.

And I have the perfect plan to make that happen.

The door to our storage closet has this faulty mechanism that causes it to get stuck. So tonight, when he picks me up, I’m going to ask him to help me lift a tub of floor cleaner to the top shelf of the storage closet, “accidentally” letting the door close, effectively trapping us inside for the night. Naturally, as an employee here, I know the trick to getting the door unstuck, and once I’ve seduced him and we’re basking in the afterglow of our love, I’ll jimmy the handle, freeing us to go home for round two.

It’ll work. It has to.

Once all my paperwork was completed, I heard daddy knocking on the back door of the restaurant. I practically tripped over my own feet running over to let him in. Nervous flutters made me dizzy, but I had a good feeling about things, so I wouldn’t let those nerves stop me whatsoever.

I pulled the door open, and he flashed me a tired smile. And damn if he wasn’t dressed to the nines: suit pants with a snazzy dress top, and I caught a faint whiff of his spicy cologne.

He must have had a date. Uggh.

“Hey, baby doll. You ready to go home?”

“Just about. I need you to help me with something in the storage closet, and then we can go. Do you mind?”

“Of course not.”

I stepped aside so he could come in, and he made a beeline for the storage. He’d been back here dozens of times, so he knew where everything was.

“You look nice, daddy. Have you been out?”

He glanced over his shoulder. “Yeah. A business dinner with Blakely.”

“Sounds like fun.”

Not.

“Meh, it was okay, I guess. She’s trying to impress her boss, and she hates going to those dinners alone.” He stepped inside the closet, and as I walked past the door, I quickly and quietly pushed aside the doorstop. “So, what do you need help with, sweetheart?”

“I need to get that bucket on the top shelf so my boss doesn’t have a fit.”

“Okie dokie.”

Just then, the door closed, right as daddy reached for the step ladder nestled between the racks.

“Oh crap,” I muttered, turning around to face the door and feigning shock.

“What is it?”

I gave the levered handle a tug, but it didn’t budge. Thank goodness.

“Umm, we’re kinda locked in here,” I said, giving it another pull.

“What do you mean, locked in here?” he gritted out, brushing past me to grab ahold of the handle and pull it himself, as if he didn’t believe me. “You’ve got to be fucking kidding me.”

I pulled a face as he looked my way, hoping he couldn’t tell this was all a setup. But daddy was pretty good at being able to tell when I was full of shit.

He did raise me after all.

“I’m sorry. I must have accidentally kicked aside the doorstop.” I stared at the floor, pretending to hunt down the heavy plastic piece we used to keep it propped open. But it must have slid under one of the racks.

“Jesus Christ …” daddy grunted.

He began pacing the floor, visibly agitated. And my gut tightened, worried that this would piss him off too much to be seduced. I could tell he was tired when he got here. He’s not going to be thrilled with the prospect of being locked in here all night.

Even though we won’t be locked in here all night.

“Why the hell does that goddamn thing lock from the outside? That’s just downright asinine.”

“It isn’t locked, it’s stuck. It does this all the time.”

He ran his hands through his hair and shook his head. “Well your boss needs to get it fixed. It’s fucking ridiculous, and a fire hazard.”

“Yeah, no shit. We’ve been telling him that for a while now.”

Okay, I’d have to stay calm here, let daddy take a few breaths and realize this wasn’t the end of the world. Especially once I took my clothes off and let him take whatever he wanted.

He was quiet for a few seconds, pacing back and forth as I leaned against the rack and thought about how to play this out.

“Have you got your phone on you?”

I scrunched my face and shook my head. “No. I left it in the office.”

He tossed his hands up and laughed sardonically. “And I left mine in the car. Fuck!”

My eyes widened at his outburst. I’d honestly never seen my stepdad get this angry about anything. He was normally a calming presence under duress. As a firefighter, he had to be.

“Daddy, it’s okay. Someone will be here to open up at six a.m. That’s, like, seven hours. We won’t die in here.”

He sat down on the bucket and leaned against the wall, stretching his legs out in front and crossing his feet. “I’m aware we won’t die in here. I’m just exhausted right now. And tonight … well … let’s just say tonight was not so great.”

I approached him, a nervous blend of hopeful and guilty. Hopeful that he and Blakely were on the fritz while simultaneously feeling bad that I was now the cause of stressing him out even further. “You want to talk about it, daddy?”

He looked up at me, his expression morphing from weariness to skepticism. His eyes brushed me from head to toe, and it sent tingles dancing across my flesh. “Actually, I have a question.”

“Sure. What is it?”

He hesitated for a moment, and I could only imagine what he was thinking.

“Did you do this on purpose?”

My heart skipped a few beats. God, was it that obvious? “Do what on purpose? Lock us in here?”

He narrowed his eyes and nodded slowly.

I let out a nervous laugh. “Why in the world would I do something so silly? You think I want to be locked up in here all night?”

He stood up and slid his hands into his pockets, letting his eyes drift over me once again as he took a few steps in my direction. “Alone? No. But with me, I’m not so sure.”

I licked my lips and felt my nipples prick into hard points. Jesus. Daddy really did know me all too well. But … how? How could he know that I’d want something like this?

“What makes you say such a thing? You’re my daddy. We live together and practically spend every evening together when you’re not with your girlfriend. Why would I want to be stuck inside of this tiny room with anyone, much less my own stepdad?”

He stepped closer to me, letting his gaze drop to my chest. I was starting to get a weird vibe from him, from all of this, actually.

“What makes me say such a thing? Well, let’s just say that over the last few months, I’ve learned a thing or two about how certain types of women operate.”

I swallowed hard, not sure what he meant by “certain types of women.” Was I a certain type of woman to him?

“You mean, like, Blakely? Because I can assure you, she’s not the woman for you. I’ve been wanting to tell you for a while now.”

Shit. Now I was just digging a deeper hole for myself. A deeper, separate hole from the one I was already in.

“You have?” daddy asked, leaning against the rack next to me.

“Yeah. I think she’s cheating on you.” God, I was such a shitty person, changing the subject and dropping a bomb on daddy like this. Then again, this could turn out to be the perfectly timed confession.

“I know she’s been cheating on me. Found out tonight. How the hell did you know?”

“Shandra’s mom hangs out with her. So, I heard through the grapevine.”

Something flashed in his eyes, and I could swear that I heard him growl. “You’ve known about this? Yet didn’t say anything to me?”

“I wanted to, but I didn’t want to hurt you. And without any evidence, I wasn’t sure if you would believe me.”

He studied me for a moment, and I think he believed me. I may have been bullshitting him about accidentally locking us inside this closet, but the part about me not wanting to hurt my daddy was no lie.

“You’re my daughter, Sophie. Why wouldn’t I believe you?”

Shit. Now I felt really really guilty.

I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t know.”

He studied my face for a few minutes, making me a little self-conscious and worried that he wouldn’t forgive me.

And honestly, I didn’t know what to say or do at this point. It felt like my entire plans were coming apart at the seams.

“Did you know that she had me cut off for the last month?”

“Hmm? Cut off, how?” The moment I asked, I knew what he meant.

Daddy smirked. “In the bedroom. I actually let that fucking bitch give me blue balls, thinking she just wasn’t … in the mood.”

Heat rippled between my legs. My daddy had never talked like this around me. I was simultaneously aroused and confused.

“And all that time she was out running around with other men?”

He nodded slowly, his jaw tightening, the veins on his forehead beginning to pop out.

“That’s messed up. It sounds like you’re in the market for a new girl. Someone who will be loyal, honest, faithful.”

This was my moment of truth. The perfect time for me to confess my feelings.

“You’re damn right I’m in the market for a new girl. And I have just the girl in mind.”

My heart lurched into my stomach.  “You’ve … already found someone?”

No. I would not let another person come along and steal my daddy.

Wasn’t happening.

“You bet I found someone. Only thing is, she has no idea I’m into her.”

I had to find out who this was.

“Is it someone you know from work? I know you talk with a lot of medics.”

He did. And they were all really sweet, and young, and cute. Damn it.

He shook his head. “Nope. Nobody from work.”

My hands were covered in sweat. This was like torture. “Well, who is it?”

His lips pulled apart in a smile as his eyes drifted over my face. I loved the way he looked at me. But I wanted him to see this love I had for him, this need I had to be his.

“Someone who thought she had to resort to drastic measures to get the man she wants.”

“Hmm?”

He lifted a hand to my face, brushed his thumb across my cheek, sending shivers through me. “A certain daddy’s girl who’s about to find out what happens when she attempts to play the part of master puppeteer.”

His fingers gripped my hair tightly, and he pulled me close to his body, forcing me to pull in a quick breath. I threw both hands to his chest, and my body felt as if it would burst into flames as it sank in.

He was talking about me.

I was the girl he had in mind.

“I’m … I’m not trying to be a puppeteer, daddy. I made an honest mistake.”

He chuckled as his hands roamed down my backside. “Baby doll, I heard you kick the doorstop aside.”

God, I could feel my face turning beet red. “By accident. Honestly.” I don’t know why I suddenly felt the need to deny my feelings. But I think I liked the way he was taking charge. I think I needed him to take control while I pretended to play dumb.

Daddy’s hand tightened in my hair and he grabbed the round globe of my ass, sinking his fingers into my flesh as he pulled me closer to him. “So, you’re saying that you don’t want me? That if I were to flip you over right here, right now, you’d tell me to stop?”

Desire pulsed out from between my legs. Just the thought of daddy bending me over to do anything made me heady with lust. “Flip me over? What ever for, daddy?”

A deep laugh rumbled up his throat as he spun me around and jerked my work pants down, the elastic waist sliding over my hips and then my thighs. My pulse hammered as I grabbed the wire shelf of the rack in front of me as daddy removed himself from his pants.

At least that’s what I assumed he was doing.

His hand then slipped around my throat, and his other arm hugged my waist as he pressed his erection to my backside and his lips to my ear. My knees were wobbly as his warm body heat wrapped around me.

“I appreciate your attempt at creating an inescapable situation,” he grumbled softly. “But rest assured, I plan to work it in my favor. I won’t ever let a female run the show again. From here on out, it’s my way or the highway.”

And with that, daddy planted kisses along my neck, his teeth and tongue moving along my flesh and making my nipples pucker. One hand navigated down the front of my shirt and inside my bra where he discovered my arousal, pinching the bud softly with his thumb and forefinger.

I couldn’t help but moan, and he did the same, his cock leaving a trail of pre-cum on my back.

“Oh daddy…” I purred, reveling in the electricity pulsing across my skin, the lava coursing through my veins, and the heat pooling between my legs.

“Daddy wants you, baby doll,” he growled, his cock twitching as he spoke.

Before I could respond, he pulled my hands down and folded me in half, forcing me to grab onto the shelf that was level with my knees.

“This cunt is mine,” he grumbled, pressing the head of his shaft to my opening.

I huffed as his hands gripped my hips, feeling a rush of need as he speared my pussy. My walls were already tight, but as he entered me, they tightened even more.

My head was spinning, totally not expecting anything like this from my daddy. He was a take-charge kind of man, but … holy hell. This was taking charge in a way I never would have expected.

“Oh fuck, you’re tight, baby. Daddy likes that.”

I sank my teeth into my lower lip as he fully entered me, forcing the both of us to vocalize our pleasure at once. My fingers turned white as I gripped the rack and held on for dear life as daddy began to pummel me.

All I could hear behind me were grunts and growls as he claimed me. His movements were rough, forceful, and the few items on the rack began to shake as he increased his speed.

The faster he thrust, the deeper he went, until my toes began to curl. The power that he had over me, my forced submission to him ripped an orgasm from me that took me by complete surprise.

“I’m cumming, daddy! Sweet fuck! I’m cumming!”

“You’re damn right you are!” he gritted out. “You give me that orgasm because it belongs to me.”

His hand came down on my ass, loud and sharp and causing a burning sting I felt long after his hand moved back to my fleshy, bouncing hips.

He held me tight as he rammed me with force, and as my pussy contracted over and over around his cock, I took pleasure in knowing that he wanted this as much as I did. I mean, that was the logical conclusion based on the way things were progressing right now.

“Tell me,” he clipped out. “Just what did you have planned, Sophie?”

I was breathless and speechless, having a hard time forming words at the moment.

“I … I don’t know…”

I felt him pull out of me, a rush of breath leaving my lungs right before I felt his cock press against my forbidden hole. And then, I gasped.

“Doesn’t matter now,” he grunted, pressing his cock harder into my tight rose.

“Wrong hole, daddy!” I cried out, jerking my upper body so hard I ended up banging my head on the shelf above me.

But daddy just laughed as his cock started to spear my little bottom. “I know what I’m doing. And now that I’ve taken control of the situation, I’m going to make sure you don’t ever try something like this again.”

My fingers clasped tighter around the rack as daddy stretched me wide open. The pain was fierce, but I was determined to push through it.

Daddy’s grip formed tight around my hips, and when the agonizing burn reached a crescendo, he released a long growl that made me tingle from head to toe.

Suddenly, the pain abated, and he began to deliver hard, forceful thrusts that made my toes curl.

If I had ever imagined what it would be like to feel possessed, I never would have thought it would be this … blissful.

The fullness of his cock and the way he was invading the most vulnerable part of me ignited something raw, something primitive, all the way to the core of my being.

Despite the discomfort, I found myself loving it, being taken, being used like this by the man who had raised me.

I grunted and moaned as he pummeled me, his body slamming into mine and his scrotum slapping against the fleshy part of my pussy. His throaty growls turned me on so much, and before I knew it, I found my thighs trembling, my belly tightening, my aching bottom building up to an orgasm.

I cried out as the first wave crashed into me, wanting desperately to reach between my legs and touch my clit that was practically quivering, but my body was being rammed and I needed both hands to keep myself from being throttled right through the middle of this storage rack.

“I can feel you cumming, little girl. Daddy’s got a whole lot of cum saved up for that mouth of yours…”

I squealed in pleasure as he kept pounding me, my tight ring of muscles contracting and squeezing his cock. I felt him slow down, his voice low and rumbly as he told me how sexy I was.

As the last few tremors subsided, daddy pulled out of me and wrapped his strong arms around my waist, lifting me up and carrying me to the corner desk behind him. He laid me down, my bottom still quivering and sore but at the same time satisfied beyond belief.

Like a man on a mission, he tugged off my shoes and my pants before spreading apart my thighs and planting himself face first between my legs.

I was taken by surprise, completely not expecting that, but the moment his tongue brushed along my clit, every little thought vanished from my mind.

“Oh daddy,” I purred, slinking my hands through his thick hair.

He groaned as he licked me, seemingly taking as much pleasure in the experience as I was.

“Fuck, you taste yummy,” he said, guiding two thick fingers into my pussy.

I bucked my hips and hissed, the sensation making me dizzy.

“Yesss … finger my pussy, daddy,” I begged.

He licked me with greater urgency just then, curling his digits upward and massaging my most sensitive spot.

The blissful sensation traveled all the way to my toes. I thrust my hips up and down as he tugged my clit past his lips and fingered me to orgasm. I pushed my shirt and bra up, letting my hands tease my own full breasts and pinch my nipples.

And then daddy clamped his teeth softly around my bundle of nerves and flicked his tongue rapidly, catapulting me into another orgasm that felt as though it was setting my entire body on fire.

He started fingering me harder, faster, and that’s when I really lost control. A hard burst of fluid jetted out of me, spraying daddy on the chin as he pressed his lips between my lips and munched like there was no tomorrow.

“Oh fuck!” I screamed, feeling like I had no control.

And I didn’t want to have control. Not with my daddy’s face between my legs.

I ended up tossing my feet on his shoulders and daddy hugged my thighs, preventing me from completely thrashing my lower half all over the place. I had never felt anything so intense in all my life. It was draining yet empowering all at once.

I lost count of how long daddy dragged out my orgasm, with me just lying there and holding onto my fleshy breasts as he lapped away at me like I was his favorite treat. I suddenly wanted to do the same to him.

As if reading my mind, he stood up and reached out a hand to me, his eyes filled with a dark need that I understood and wanted to help him with. He pulled me up to a sitting position and that’s when I got a good look at his erection poking from his pants—long, hard, and red.

“On your knees, baby girl, and show your daddy how much you want to please him.”

Without even so much as blinking, I sank to the tiled floor and gripped the base of his shaft. Clear fluid pulsed out of the tip, and I couldn’t wait to taste him.

Daddy’s fingers snaked through my hair as I wrapped my lips around his wide girth and took him in my mouth.

I could taste the tanginess of my desire on him—a sensual reminder of his laying claim to me moments ago. I throbbed between my legs, wanting him there again as soon as possible.

But for now, I would bring him pleasure with my lips.

I looked up at him as I began to bob my head. I could taste his pre-cum, salty and thick as it seeped from the tip. I ran my tongue over every inch of the crown, feeling the fleshy veins throbbing in response to what I was doing.

I groaned in pleasure and he tightened his fist in my hair, forcing my head up and down with greater speed.

I sucked him harder, guiding the flats of my hands up the tops of his legs as he pushed me all the way down. The tip of his cock stretched my throat, but somehow I managed to hold back a gag. Maybe because I was so turned on.

His length turned to steel as he released a long groan, and the next thing I knew I could feel it twitching as warm fluid flowed down the back of my throat.

“Fuuuuuck,” he growled, holding my head steady as he completely released himself.

I didn’t know what an average amount was since I had never let any guy cum in my mouth, but it seemed to be a lot.

Not that I minded.

I loved drinking daddy down like this. It made me feel bonded to him.

“Oh, baby,” he grunted, the last little drop pulsing from his slit.

Daddy then tugged my head back and ejected himself, his cock still long and hard.

All I could do was smile up at him, but when he pulled me to a standing position and spun me around, I knew there was more in him.

“I’ve gone too long for just a one-off, baby girl. I need to fill up every hole.”

I grunted as he pushed me over the edge of the desk, but when he pushed inside my tight little pussy, I was filled with bliss once again.

Daddy filled every hole that night.

And then when I showed him I knew the trick to opening the door to the storage closet, he promised to properly punish me for that later.

I just laughed because I knew his punishment would result in nothing but pleasure for me.

“You laugh all you want, baby. But I promise you by morning you won’t be able to walk.”

I was hoping he’d say that.
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I’ve been a slacker, waiting until it’s too late to submit my college applications. Unfortunately, I have to get into the local university here or my stepdaddy will never forgive me.

Luckily, I’ve got some pretty good assets. And I’ve got a hunch the hunky dean of admissions will accept my application “submission” in oral form.

I won’t go all the way, seeing as I’m saving myself for my future husband. But I’m sure we can work out a suitable arrangement that gets everybody off the hook.

When my stepdaddy finds out what I’m up to, he and the dean take it upon themselves to punish me, degrade me, and use me for their own pleasure. I’ve never been so humiliated!

Author note: This short story depicts scenes of mmf, spanking, and verbal degradation.


I’m an upright ball of nerves as I walk down the hallway of Central U’s administrative building. I’m sort of kicking myself right now because it’s early March, and I never submitted my application for admission here.

My stepdaddy, Daniel, who isn’t my flesh-and-blood daddy, has been raising me ever since he married my mom ten years ago. Since he went here, he talks about Central University all the time and has told me that if I don’t get accepted here then I have to get a full-time job and start paying rent.

Total bullshit. I’m only eighteen years old. Why should I have to pay rent for the home I grew up in?

Anyway, I don’t know why he’s so hellbent on me going to this particular school in our hometown, but I think he wants to keep me around. He kind of treats me like his slave, forcing me to run errands for him, wash his socks and underwear at the end of the day, cook his dinner every night (mom works third shift), and even massage his feet when he’s had a rough day.

Yeah, he’s a dick.

But… if I’m being honest, I kind of like that he uses me in that way. I always get pissed when he asks me, but then afterwards I feel, I don’t know, satisfied.

My best friend says the way he treats me is downright degrading, and that if I like it, I must be an emotional masochist. I don’t know about that, but hell, maybe she’s right.

I thought about what he might do if he finds out I never even applied to Central U, and the possible scenarios make me tremble. Spankings were a regular punishment when I was younger, but I don’t think a spanking would fit now that I’m eighteen. He’d come up with something much more evil to teach me a lesson.

Well, yesterday, I went to the school’s website to look up the number of the admissions department, and when I got a look at a picture of the dean, I was entranced. The man is gorgeous. Seriously. He looks to be slightly older than my stepdaddy, and there was just something in his eyes that said he would ruin me.

Fuck, my pussy got wet just looking at a picture of him, so I formulated a plan to use my special talents to be admitted here. I talked with him directly when I scheduled an appointment to see him today, and even his voice made my nipples prick.

I’ve always had huge breasts: double D’s (got those beauties from my grandma), and a big bubble butt. I’m a virgin because I’m definitely saving that part of myself for my future husband. But I’ve sucked a few cocks here and there. And something tells me Mr. Weatherly would enjoy a nice cock sucking on a regular basis in exchange for accepting my late application.

When I find his office door, I stare up at the plaque attached to the wooden surface:

Scott Weatherly

Dean of Admissions

Nervous butterflies swarm through me. I’ve never attempted anything like this. And I’m well aware that my plan could totally backfire.

But I’m counting on it not.

I pull down my tight miniskirt and smooth down my long hair. I then knock on his door, my heart beating like mad. When I hear him call out for me to come in, I twist the knob and find him still seated at his desk, typing away on a laptop.

He looks up quickly and pauses, sweeping his gaze over my body.

I feel my cheeks bloom as his eyes settle at my chest where my ample cleavage is pushing out of the front of my tight V-neck blouse.

His lips remain flat as he stands up. “You must be Sally Gentry?”

“Yes sir.”

“Please, come in and take a seat.”

Tension seizes me as I close the door. He seems a little cold in person. But tall and muscular. And way more attractive than his online picture. His jet-black hair is styled perfectly, and those dark brooding eyes make me shiver.

I sit down in the cushy leather chair across from his desk, trying to picture myself on the floor in front of him, servicing his needs.

“I appreciate you seeing me on such short notice, Mr. Weatherly. I’m sure you’re crazy busy these days.”

“I absolutely am. But when I spoke with you yesterday, you seemed … desperate.”

Desperate? Was I? Seems a little harsh.

I force a smile, a quiet laugh. “I suppose I am a little desperate, sir.”

“How can I help you, Sally?” he asks, narrowing his eyes and clasping his hands together.

I twist in the seat, thinking this might have been a bad idea. But I came here on a mission and I won’t stop until I’ve at least tried.

“It seems I’ve made a huge mistake. You see, I submitted an application here in early January. Or so I thought. Turns out it got lost, or maybe I clicked a wrong button, I don’t know.”

That lie just came out without any sort of pre-planning. And it’s pretty good, if I do say so myself.

Mr. Weatherly just stares at me blankly as I continue.

“Anyways, I was wondering if there was something special I could do to be considered as a late applicant?”

Licking his lips as he glances at my chest, the dean rocks back in his seat. “Something special? Like…?”

I rub my palms down the tops of my legs, clearing my throat. “I was hoping you could tell me. I have talents … skills that can be put to use, depending on your needs, sir.”

He moves his hands to his lap. “Are we talking administrative skills? Because I already have an assistant who does plenty. I certainly don’t need another.”

Shit.

“I, uh, wasn’t referring to office tasks.” My heart feels like it’s about to thump right out of my chest as I bring my fingers up to my blouse and fidget with the button. “I thought that a man like yourself might want something more … personal.”

He watches as I pop open a button, the only one that’s holding the top half of me together right now. I feel the cool air dip into my cleavage as my breasts spill down from my blouse, revealing all but my nipples.

He’s quiet. Too quiet. I honestly can’t tell if he’s about to stand up and rip me a new one or curl a finger at me.

God, say something.

His lips part as he leans forward. I tuck some hair behind my ears as he points his gaze right at my eyes.

“Sally, are you suggesting that I allow you into the university in exchange for sexual favors?”

He says it like it’s the worst thing in the world. How should I answer? In the affirmative? Or in a way that makes him out to be the pervert?

Jesus. What if he’s gay and not even the slightest bit attracted to women? I didn’t think this through.

I rest my arms on the chair, deciding to take a chance, and lean forward, forcing my breasts to spill forward. “Are you saying that offering sexual favors would get me into the university?”

And there it is. His lips finally pull up into a smile.

I’ve got him. I’ll bet his dick is hard right now.

But a knock at the door is about to prevent me from finding out.

I can’t even get my blouse buttoned fast enough because whoever is there just walks right in.

“Daniel. You’re just in time.”

What the—

I twist my head around, only to see my stepdaddy standing right there, slowly closing the door as he gives me the evil look of the century.

“Daddy!”

“Sally.” He merely nods, a frown upon his face.

And my frantic attempt to button my blouse is just that: an attempt. I’ve got two left thumbs that feel like they’re covered in butter.

But it’s too late to hide my shame anyway.

Daddy walks past me, straight to Mr. Weatherly’s desk where he sits along the edge, crossing his ankles and his arms over his chest as he scans me with his gaze.

“Wh—what are you doing here?”

“Did I mention that I’m friends with the dean of admissions here, Sally? We go way back…”

“No,” I whisper, shaking my head.

“Care to explain what’s going on here?” he asks, circling a finger at my chest.

“I’m just trying to get into college. I … I thought that was what you wanted.”

“Then why are your breasts hanging out?”

My face heats.

“M—my shirt accidentally came undone.”

Daddy isn’t buying it. He smirks and shakes his head, twisting around to look at Mr. Weatherly. “She isn’t known for subtlety.”

“I picked up on that,” Mr. Weatherly says, leaning back in his chair and smiling sarcastically. “Though she should at least get an A for effort. Sally came in here with the best of intentions. But I’m afraid those intentions fell to the wayside, as her clothes were just about to do before you walked in.”

All I can do is hang my head in shame, gripping the arm of the chair tighter as I fight the urge to run away from this embarrassing situation.

“Is that true, Sally?” Daddy lifts a ruler from the desk and slides it under my chin. “Look at me?”

His hard gaze is making me tingle. I can see how disgusted he is with me. But seeing as my tits are hanging out for all the world to see, it’s a moot point to lie. I wish I could crawl under the desk right now.

“Yes, daddy. It’s true. But I was only trying to get accepted into the university. I … I was only trying to make you happy.”

My palms grow sweaty as he stands up, lightly tapping the ruler on the meat of his palm as he walks in a circle around me. Mr. Weatherly watches me with intent in his eyes, and I know that getting into Central U is now nothing more than a pipe dream.

“My darling daughter. Your behavior this morning has not made me happy. Not even close.” I feel his hot breath on my neck as he leans down, and my flesh pimples. “In fact, you have embarrassed me, shamed me to my core with your behavior.”

I lick my lips and feel my insides start to curdle. “I’m sorry, daddy.”

“When Scott called to tell me that a Sally Gentry from Northern High was coming in, I had hoped that you were possibly arranging a late application submission.”

“I … screwed up. I promise it won’t happen again.”

“Really? How can I be sure?” he asks, placing the ruler under my chin and forcing me to meet his and Mr. Weatherly’s harsh stare.

“Y—you have my word.”

His deep laugh makes me tremble. He never laughs. Well, not like this.

“I think I’m going to need some reassurance on that promise. Don’t you agree, Scott?”

“Oh, abso-fucking-lutely.”

With clasped hands, Mr. Weatherly supports his chin with two pointers as he glares at me.

And my mind races with the fear of daddy’s wrath.

“Stand up, Sally. The only way to ensure you won’t embarrass me again is to fully humiliate you, right here, right now.”

I can’t imagine what he has planned to humiliate me, but I’m already feeling enough shame to last me the rest of my life.

“Daddy. I—”

“Stand up and place your hands on the back of the chair, Sally.”

Taking a deep gulp, I do as he says, feeling like it’s best if I just get it over with. And with the ruler in his hand, I have a general idea of what’s about to happen.

Once I’m up, daddy curls a finger at me. I walk behind the chair I was just sitting in and grip the upper piece of wood, bracing for what’s to come.

“I really do hate having to resort to such penalties, Sally, but I think we can all agree you’ve earned this, fair and square.”

I feel his hands push my skirt up, and the heat of my shame spreads throughout my body as I’m sure he’s just discovered I’m wearing nothing but a G-string.

“Jesus Christ,” he mutters, sliding a finger under the string and tugging it upward. “I always had the feeling you were a slut on the inside. But I never dreamed you would whore yourself out like this, Sally.”

My pussy clenches, and dampness spreads between my legs. I don’t know why I’m getting wet. But hearing daddy call me a whore…Fuck. What can I say?

He must be right.

“You should see what this slut is wearing, Scott,” daddy says, lifting the string of my panties so high the crotch starts to get wedged inside my slit.

“I will, soon enough. She needs to be punished before she’s rewarded with my gaze on her body.”

“Mm, you’re right about that,” daddy answers, letting the string snap back down so hard it stings my flesh.

I bite my lip, wondering if I should break down and beg for forgiveness.

“I’m sure this whore of mine was secretly hoping you’d get one look at her round ass and find it impossible to say no.”

“Clearly, that was her intention,” Mr. Weatherly agrees as he remains seated at his desk.

“She does have quite an ass. I’ll give her that. If I hadn’t showed when I did, I feel certain she might have succeeded in hypnotizing you with her large assets.”

Daddy drags the ruler over my rounded butt, and my clit begins to throb. Then his fingers entwine in my long hair, giving it a tug as I struggle to hold back a moan.

“It is quite fortunate you arrived on time, Daniel. Before she was able to make a true whore of herself.”

“Agreed. It’s the daddy’s job to make a whore out of his babygirl, isn’t it?”

I huff as daddy softly slips the ruler between my legs, grazing my clit through the cotton fabric.

My thighs tremble and my voice quakes as that moan finds its way slipping from my lips. God, I’m so mortified that every word that comes from his mouth makes me wet.

What’s wrong with me?

With a firm grip on my hair, daddy runs the ruler over the globe of my ass before bringing it down so hard it makes me yip in pain.

“Every time you cry out, I’m going to add ten swats to your ass, babygirl. So whimper wisely.”

I dig my nails into the back of the chair and grimace as he yanks my hair harder, forcing me to come “eye to eye” with Mr. Weatherly’s gaze. My own self-disgust intensifies as he narrows his eyes at me, slowly standing up and approaching me.

Daddy slaps my rear over and over with the ruler, bringing intense pain and heat to my flesh.

A pain and heat that I crave, that’s making my cunt swell with need. That’s bringing me right to the edge of orgasm, even though he’s not even touching me there.

My friend is right. I must be a masochist.

I try to clamp my thighs together to get the release I need, right as Mr. Weatherly starts to unzip his pants before me.

I’m practically panting as daddy moves to the other cheek and touches my flesh with the edge of the ruler, dragging it in sensual circles that make my nipples tighten.

“I don’t think my little girl knew what she was signing up for when she came here with expectations,” daddy announces.

“I’m sure she didn’t expect to have her ass bared before her own stepfather.”

Daddy and Mr. Weatherly exchange evil laughs before the piece of wood in his hand glides sensually up the inside of my thigh. The tease sends electric tingles between my legs, and my clit throbs, angry for a release.

And it’s about to get that release, much to my embarrassment.

The dean walks to me and kicks one foot up to the seat of the chair, and I can see that he’s holding his turgid cock in one hand. He strokes his length for several seconds, smearing around the clear liquid leaking from the tip.

With his fist still my hair, daddy pushes my head down, forcing my lips to bump into the head of Mr. Weatherly’s throbbing cock. His pre-cum smears everywhere, and I instinctively lick my lips to taste him. The moment I do, the dean takes the opportunity to push himself in my mouth.

Oh god. This is what I fantasized about.

No.

It’s better than what I fantasized about because in my fantasy I was controlling everything.

Here, I have no control. And it should anger me. It should infuriate me.

But it’s turning me on.

The dean releases a moan and thrusts his hips hard, shoving the entirety of his length all the way to the back of my throat.

I can feel his pulse, the spongy veins throbbing against my tongue as he slides in and out of my mouth.

And the moment I swirl my tongue over his bulbous head, daddy brings the ruler down on my ass, making burning hot tingles ripple along my flesh.

I cum, right there, my little pussy clenching over and over as fluid gushes out of me, soaking my panties and drooling down my thigh.

“Oh fuck. Are you kidding me?” daddy says.

“What is it?” Mr. Weatherly grits out, his voice tight as he throat-fucks me.

My body is quivering uncontrollably, and yes, I’m whimpering as my orgasm steals all self-control.

“She’s cumming. The little slut is cumming just from sucking your dick.”

Mr. Weatherly growls and takes over holding onto my hair, twisting it hard around his fingers as he now takes complete control over my upper body.

“That’s because she’s a worthless cunt who likes to be used, don’t you, Sally?”

I nod my head, the phrase “worthless cunt” ringing like a term of endearment to my ears.

“She loves to be bossed around at home. I should have seen this coming.”

I never knew I could spontaneously orgasm like this. And the self-disgust I feel from squirting right in front of my own stepdad only makes my shame bond with the lust that’s flowing through me.

Mr. Weatherly’s cock is getting harder as he mouth-fucks me, and when I hear daddy’s pants hit the floor, my insides grow white hot.

He wouldn’t … would he?

“Babygirl slut of mine…” daddy growls, running his hands over the globes of my ass. “This is what you’re good for.”

I huff, my breath softly blowing into the dean’s tuft of pubic hair as I realize … daddy is about to take my innocence.

Shit. He doesn’t know I’m a virgin, and I can’t exactly tell him with a mouthful of cock.

Cold metal brushes along my skin as a pair of scissors snip the waistband of my thong panties, both sides. Seconds later, I hear the metal handle hit the surface of the desk as they’re thrown back up there.

“Good thing I’ve trained you to be subservient. It’s definitely paying off now.”

Daddy’s thick cock glides between my swollen lips as his strong hands grip the meat of my ass, the heat still radiating from the spanking.

I let out a groan, sucking harder on the dean’s cock as daddy pushes in, the resistance of my virginal membrane stopping him halfway.

“Oh fuck,” he growls.

“What is it?” Mr. Weatherly asks. “Tighter than you expected?”

“Much. My little girl is a virgin.”

Both men growl like wild animals, the dean tightening his fist in my hair and increasing the frantic nature of his thrusts, his slick meat moving past my lips repeatedly.

This seems to egg daddy on, and after feeling his way up to my chest and ripping open my blouse, his fingers find my nipples and he takes pleasure in twisting them painfully as he pushes past that membrane, sending a red-hot slice of pain through me.

I jump and let out a muffled cry, but the dean shoves his cock all the way in, stifling any sounds coming from my throat.

Fortunately, the pain disappears in a flash, and as daddy’s thick cock sinks all the way in, until I feel his balls brush against my labia, my entire body experiences bliss like it’s never known.

The way his dick stretches me is so good, and my wet pussy explodes once again. I can feel my walls contracting around his girth, my orgasm sending shooting stars into my field of vision. More fluid bursts out of me, and I can only imagine what it looks like covering my daddy’s cock.

“You just can’t stop yourself, can you? The moment you have a cock at both ends, you turn into a quivering little mess and cum everywhere.”

Daddy fucks me harder, faster, and I feel another burst of fluid as my cunt contracts. He lets out a growl and gropes my breasts, holding onto them as he pummels me from behind, Mr. Weatherly grunting over and over as he uses my mouth.

“Fuck, it’s obvious my daughter likes being downgraded to nothing more than a fuck sleeve, don’t you, babygirl?”

If I could scream out a ‘yes’ I would.

But as I struggle to nod my head, the dean’s cock turns to steel, and out bursts a torrent of fluid as I let my tongue dance in a circle around his crown.

“Fuuuuuck,” he groans, his cock twitching and throbbing so hard it makes my clit hum.

I gag several times, and the dean tugs on my hair, pulling me off of him for a quick breath of air. I fill my lungs, saliva hanging from my lips, and back in he goes, pumping his seed in my mouth as daddy shoots his load in my pussy.

Their animalistic sounds fill the air while I can do nothing more than release an occasional moan.

And as daddy’s seed drips down my thighs, I cum again, engulfed by the humiliation of these multiple orgasms. I feel his cock twitch against my walls as we cum together, my upper body contracting hard several times.

“I think it’s time to up the ante, Scott.”

“I’ll agree with you there.”

Up the ante? I can’t imagine what they want to do to me next. Both of them have had their balls drained, thanks to me, and I’ve had several humiliating orgasms myself.

But there’s that sick part of me that wants more. That needs more in order to feel fulfilled. I’ve already forgotten my entire purpose for coming here, but I think it’s safe to say I won’t be getting into Central U. Not that I care at this point. Being used like this is much better.

“On your knees, babygirl.”

I drop to the floor, the rug soft beneath me as I kneel and wait, my skirt still bunched around my waist and my blouse hanging open and my double-Ds exposed for them to see.

Mr. Weatherly and daddy stand in front of me, holding their cocks which have both gotten hard again. My horny pussy twitches as I take in their bulbous heads, throbbing veins, and glistening slits.

I start to reach up and stroke them both, but daddy stops me.

“Uh-uh. Hands behind your back. You’re going to use your slutty mouth to make us cum.”

I lace my fingers together behind my rear, swallowing down my nerves, my pussy dripping at the prospect of sucking off my bossy stepdaddy, of how disgusting and wrong it is. And I guess that’s why I want it so much.

Daddy places a hand under my chin. “Get busy, whore. The dean and I are busy men, and we don’t have all day to wait on you.”

I lick my lips and suck daddy into my mouth first, tasting the remnants of my desire as I pay special attention to the sensitive underside. His vocalizations make my nipples harden, so I suck harder, feeling him lengthen.

When Mr. Weatherly slaps the side of my face with his shaft, I turn my attention to him, slowly tugging him past my lips and flicking his crown with my tongue.

I can feel the heat building inside of me as I go back and forth between the two men to give them pleasure, knowing how much they’re enjoying my mouth, eager to drink them down again.

I kiss the tips of their cocks, and daddy grabs my hair into a ponytail, controlling me once again. I lick the underside of his hot, throbbing shaft before sucking him for several moments, then he twists my head to the side where I suck the dean, the need in my belly getting stronger.

When they both wrap their large fingers around the base and begin to tug themselves, daddy holds my head steady.

“Open your cum catcher, babygirl.”

I part my lips and stick out my tongue, eager for their spunk. My cunt clenches as their loud groans fill the air, indicating their release.

Ropes of cum land on my cheeks, in my hair, over my eyes, and some on my tongue. I swallow every drop, lapping away at whatever lands on my lips after that.

Daddy grunts to Mr. Weatherly, something about getting on the couch, and as the dean walks away, daddy commands me to suck him dry.

I bob my head as I take him in my mouth, feeling several more spurts of seed pulse out on my tongue.

Feeling sure this is it, a part of me is frustrated as my pussy needs to be fucked again. It’s like I’ll never get this out of my system. But when daddy leads me back to the couch along the far wall where the dean is lying on his back, his turgid cock pointed at the ceiling, I know we’re not finished.

Mr. Weatherly curls his finger at me, a commanding look in his eye. “Get on top of me and earn your place in this school, little girl.”

I turn to look at daddy, and he simply winks at me.

“Yes sir,” I say to the dean, climbing over him and straddling his waist.

He tugs off my blouse so that I’m wearing nothing but my miniskirt and heels. His thick hands grope my fleshy ass, and his gaze shifts to my breasts. “Get down here and kiss me while I fuck you.”

I lean down and his lips are on mine, his hungry tongue probing my mouth as his cock slides into my wet and needy pussy. His vocal groans reverberate to the back of my throat as he sinks balls deep, bringing me to the edge of orgasm again.

But then, I feel the couch dip next to us, and I can tell daddy is getting behind me. Nervousness almost overtakes me, but then the dean spreads my cheeks wide open, intensifying the humiliation I feel as daddy gets a good look at my forbidden entrance.

“God, what a pretty, tight little ass you have. I can see it quivering, so you must be an anal slut, too.”

Mr. Weatherly breaks the kiss and presses his lips to my ear. “Your daddy is going to ream that ass while I cum in your cunt.” I whimper, and he adds, “You like that, don’t you.”

“Yes,” I say. “Oh god, yes, fuck me in the ass, daddy!”

I can’t believe I’m practically screaming at my stepdad to fuck me, and in the last place I ever thought I’d want it. But he obviously likes me begging, as evidenced by the growl and hard slap he delivers to the meaty flesh of my hips, causing my ass to ripple in delightful waves.

“Daddy will fuck that ass, babygirl,” daddy spits out.

And when his cock spears my tight hole, I feel all the air rush out of my lungs at once.

“Oh yessss,” I hiss, his crown stretching me beyond belief.

Mr. Weatherly spreads my cheeks wider, his thick cock slowly moving in and out of my pussy.

“Mmmm, this adorable little whore is dying to be double stuffed, Daniel…” he groans in my ear.

I huff over and over, intense need pulsing through my veins as the dean drives deep in my cunt and holds steady. Daddy places his hand on the small of my back and spears my tight little ass, the burn immense until he’s all the way in.

“Oh fuuuuuck,” I purr, the pressure of having two dicks inside of me so exhilarating, my entire being gives into it.

I cum on the spot, Mr. Weatherly groaning in my ear that I’m now his campus slut and he can do whatever he wants.

“That’s right, Scott,” daddy grits out, pounding my ass in hard bursts. “She’s yours when she’s here, and mine when she’s at home.”

I struggle to remain conscious as they pound my pussy and ass at once, their hands all over my backside, their bodies completely owning every inch of me.

My legs tremble through several more orgasms, and I collapse on Mr. Weatherly’s chest as they empty inside of me, their seed filling me up, then gushing out with each thrust of their hips. Their loud roars fill the air around me, making me tremble.

I feel breathless and spent once their soft cocks spill out of me. But I also feel … cherished.

Daddy kisses the top of my head as I lay still on Mr. Weatherly, his hands softly caressing my backside.

“You’ve been a good girl, baby. I’ll see you when you get home, and I’ll have a special treat for you.”

“Mm, okay, daddy.”

“Take good care of her, Scott.”

“You know I will.”

Smiling, I lie still with my eyes closed, feeling like my body is floating to the clouds with the dean holding me.

He kisses the top of my head, too, and when daddy leaves, he tells me he also has a special treat.

“You’re admitting me to the school?” I ask, angling my head in his direction.

He chuckles. “That too. But that’s not what I’m talking about. Here, sit up for me.”

Mr. Weatherly gets on the floor in front of the sofa as I sit up, anxious to see what my surprise is. He still has that dark look in his eye, but it’s a little softer now.

“Since you were such a good girl, you should have your own special reward.”

He licks his lips and parts my thighs. His seed dribbles out to the cushion, but that doesn’t stop him.

Mr. Weatherly slides his tongue through my folds and starts to lick me, reaching up with his hands to fondle my breasts. His palms brush over my hard buds as he licks my clit softly.

My head falls back, and I get the chance to just relax as the dean treats my pussy like his favorite meal—licking, sucking, nibbling, and kissing me through several more orgasms.

His touch is gentle, a perfect contrast to the way he and my daddy were with me over the last half hour. And I can’t help but wonder if daddy’s treat is something similar.

“Fuck, you taste delicious, Sally.”

“Mm, thank you, Mr. Weatherly.”

I bite my lip as he gets up to join me on the couch, placing a hand on my naked thigh. “We’ll have to schedule these meetings on a regular basis, once you start college in the fall, that is.”

“Why wait until the fall? I only live ten minutes away.”

He growls softly and leans over to nibble my neck. “Good. Come back tomorrow then. And I just may have a task or two for you to complete.”

“I will.”

And speaking of complete, that’s just how I feel.

I got into the college my daddy wanted, making him proud, and the Dean of Admissions wants to fuck me on the regular.

What more could a babygirl ask for?
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Book 1: Road Trip

Felicia

My best friend is supposed to be coming home for the holidays, and I can’t wait to see her. But when a snow storm blows through and leaves her stranded on campus, her dad decides at the last minute to drive up there and rescue her.

I’m surprised when Mr. Wells invites me along, but with his assurance we’ll be back that night, I readily agree so I can see Molly and catch up on the way back. Unfortunately, the blizzard is much worse than anticipated, and the roads have closed down, forcing me and her dad to check into a motel with limited availability.

We try to make the best of it, but there’s something happening between us. Something that is so off limits, I don’t know if Molly would ever approve, or ever forgive us…

Mr. Wells

I can hear the frantic pleas in my daughter’s voice when she lets me know she can’t leave her dorm. So I quickly make plans to drive up there and pick her up.

Inviting Felicia was Molly’s idea. After all, they’ve been inseparable since they were little girls, and since Felicia’s dad has nothing to do with her, well, she’s always been like a daughter to me. But the roads are dicey, and the snow just keeps coming down. Looks like Felicia and I will have to hunker down at this motel, taking what we can get with all the travelers doing the same.

I’ve never allowed myself to look at Felicia “like that.” But when I catch a glimpse of something I know I shouldn’t see, I can’t pull my eyes away, and it stirs something inside of me that demands to be released.

I can tell she wants it too, so I’m going to take what I want from Felicia, until she’s begging for more.


Felicia

“But tomorrow is Christmas Eve.” My mom looks at me with concern, and rightfully so. I’m getting ready to leave town two days before Christmas.

“I’ll be back later tonight, mom. No worries. Really.”

“But what if all three of you get stuck in the snow up there?”

I sling my purse over my shoulder and take mom by the hands. She’s always worried about me, more so than the average mother. But I understand why. I’m an only child, and she’s had to raise me on her own. When it comes down to it, I’m all she’s got, and she’s all that I’ve got.

“Mr. Wells has an SUV and he grew up in Colorado, remember? He was practically born driving in snow.”

She blows out a breath, realizing she can’t win this. “All right, honey. But please, be careful.”

“I’ll pass that on to Mr. Wells.”

Mom smiles as I give her a hug and kiss, then head outside to wait for Mr. Wells who should be here any minute.

He’d called me an hour ago, letting me know that a snowstorm had blown through Candle Rock—the small town where Molly’s college is. And since my best friend was too nervous to drive in the snow, she’d called her dad and asked if he could come get her.

Technically, Connor Wells isn’t her dad, not in a biological sense. She never knew her real dad, and when her mother died, Mr. Wells was a close family friend, and he was gracious enough to take Molly in and raise her as his own, keeping her out of the foster care system. She started calling him “dad” on her own, and he never told her not to.

When he called and invited me to join him on the unexpected road trip, I was surprised, but he figured we would enjoy catching up on the way home. And since Molly texted me while I was talking to him, begging me to come too, how could I say no?

I glance at the time on my phone and see that it’s already 2:18. It’s a four-hour drive to Candle Rock, so we should be there early enough that all three of us can grab some dinner on the go and head back home.

I pull my coat tighter, just as Mr. Wells pulls up in the driveway. He hops out of the car, rubbing his palms together in the cold.

“Hey, girl.”

“Hi, Mr. Wells.”

I let my eyes drift his length. In a black, full-length trench coat, Molly’s dad looks really attractive.

“Do I need to come in and talk to your mom?”

“No, she’s aware of the situation,” I answer, getting in the car and out of the cold as fast as I can. The interior smells like masculine spice, and it’s kind of a turn-on, hitting a part of me that takes me by surprise.

“Wow, it’s really brutal out there,” he says, falling into the driver’s seat and blowing into his hands.

“You’re not joking. I can only imagine what Candle Rock is like if it’s this cold in the foothills.”

“Well, we’re going to find out in just a few hours. You ready to go?”

“Yep. My mom says to drive safe, by the way.”

He lets out a little burst of laughter as he backs out of my driveway.

“I learned how to drive in the snow before I learned how to walk, I think.”

“I told her.”

“I do understand that parental concern, though. You can send her a text and let her know I’ll drive safely and treat you like the prized possession that you are.”

I glance his way and he looks at me, his smile melting the moment as he flicks his gaze to my lips. I don’t know what to say so I give an awkward smile.

“I think we can be there by six if the traffic isn’t too bad,” he says, cutting the tension.

“Sounds good. I brought a few snacks if we get hungry.”

“That was sweet of you.” He looks my way, and I do a slow nod.

I absolutely adore Mr. Wells. To be honest, he’s been like a father to me since mine bailed when I was just a kid.

Since Molly’s mom passed away when she was young, and Mr. Wells never had kids of his own, he always spoiled her. I’ve never felt any jealousy about the situation either because my mind is filled with so many happy childhood memories of us: birthday parties at the local skating rink, and sleepovers with Mr. Wells right there with us on the couch, watching movies and ordering pepperoni pizzas at midnight. Now that I think about it, I guess he treated me like I was a part of his family. He’s just a really good man.

Despite that, I’m a little nervous about traveling with him, only because we’ll be alone for four whole hours. I don’t think I’ve ever been alone with Molly’s dad. It’s always been the three of us, or the four of us when my mom tagged along, which she rarely did. Well, she has her own social life that’s pretty full, so it never bothered me.

“Molly is really excited about seeing you,” Mr. Wells says.

“I’m excited to see her, too. Can’t believe it’s been two months since I last drove up there. I’ve just been so busy.”

He nods in my direction, and I start unbuttoning my coat as the car warms up. I feel his gaze sweeping over me, and it makes my heart skip a few beats. I need to get over this if we’re going to spend four hours together.

“How are your classes going?”

“They’re great. I’m only failing one.”

He shoots me another look and I can’t help but laugh. “Joking. I’m acing everything so far.”

“Good for you,” he chuckles, tapping me on the leg with the back of his hand.

While Molly had taken off for a four-year education, I’d stayed behind to go to the community college. They have the best forensics investigation program in the state.

“So … how are things with you?”

He lets out a manly sigh. “Can’t complain, I guess. Work is keeping me busy, which is nice since the house seems so empty these days.”

My chest tightens a little. I hadn’t given much thought to how Mr. Wells would be adjusting to the girl he raised leaving for school and not being around all the time.

“I guess it does. Well, for the next few weeks, you’ll have her back, and you know I’ll be around too.”

He flicks his eyes at me. “I hope so. I really miss hearing you girls laughing and having fun.”

“You can count on it. I miss the old days of her, you know, just being right there for me to talk to, or hang out with…”

“I know, sweetie, I know,” Mr. Wells says, placing a reassuring hand on my leg.

And when tingles dance up my flesh, I’m left wondering … what the fuck is going on?


Mr. Wells

I feel bad that inviting Felicia didn’t cross my mind until Molly brought it up.

My daughter sounded frantic when she called this afternoon. She should have come home last week, but she got behind in one of her classes and needed to make up some work. Unfortunately, the town where she goes to school got hit with a snow storm, leaving six inches on the ground. Needless to say, Molly was not comfortable battling that much snow.

“Don’t worry. I’ll hop in the Blazer and come get you right away,” I had told her.

“Can you bring Felicia, too? I miss her so much.”

“I don’t know if Felicia will want to leave her mom so close to the holidays, honey. They’re probably spending family time together.”

“Um, actually, her mom is probably working. Unless… you’re uncomfortable with it?”

Her question jarred me a little, but only because there was some truth to it.

Molly isn’t my biological child, but I love her just the same. I took her in when she was in grade school, not long after her mother passed. Her mom and I had worked together and hung out in the same social circles, and I just couldn’t imagine Molly ending up in a home with a bunch of strangers. She had met me a number of times and seemed content to move in with me and let me raise her. By the end of our first week together, Molly was calling me “dad,” making me feel like the proudest dad in the world.

It wasn’t long after that she and Felicia shared a class together at school, and they’ve been inseparable since then. They’re practically like sisters. And since Felicia doesn’t have a dad, I’ve always thought of her as my second “adopted” daughter.

So why would having her tag along on this trip feel so strange?

“I’m not at all uncomfortable with it. In fact, I’ll call Felicia myself and invite her. But don’t get your hopes up.”

And now here we are, with Molly’s best friend sitting right next to me as we make our way out of town.

“What’s Santa bringing you this year?” I ask, trying to keep the conversation flowing.

“Not much in the way of tangible things. I told mom I wanted money in my college savings account more than anything.”

“Did you ever apply for that scholarship I told you about?”

She lets out a sigh. “Yes, and others, too. But the only one I got was that off-the-wall one for left-handed people.”

“You’re kidding?” I ask, chuckling.

“No, I’m not,” she says, holding up her left hand. “Got a thousand bucks, and it helped a lot. But it’s still not enough to cover two years’ worth of education.”

I know all too well how expensive college is. “I know what you mean. If I hadn’t started Molly’s college fund when she was little, I never would have been able to afford it.”

“Hmm,” she murmurs.

Fuck, I sound so passive aggressive. Felicia’s mother has struggled for eighteen years, and I’m sure not having any other financial support from her dad has made things tough. And here I am, rubbing her face in it.

“I’m sorry,” I blurt out.

“For what?” she asks, her voice so soft and timid as she looks my way.

I don’t really know what to say, so I just bullshit my way out of being an asshole. “That you have to work so hard to get through school.”

She tosses her hand up. “It’s no biggie, really. I get to live with mom rent free. And it’s only two years of my life. After that, I’ll have my dream job.”

“You’re damn right you will.”

I love her attitude. It’s one of the many things I love about Felicia, in fact. She’s always been a little sweetheart. And right now, I’m so overcome with the urge to hug her, I have to grip the steering wheel and divert my thoughts.

We seem to be comfortable riding quietly for a while when I notice her getting settled, pulling off her coat and leaning the seat back a few inches to get comfortable. I assume she’s taking a nap, so I turn on the radio to some light jazz to keep me company without waking her up.

I can’t help but toss her a look every once in a while, imagining what kind of man it would take to walk out on your own flesh and blood. Just looking at Felicia, and taking in her beauty, I can only imagine how adorable she was as a newborn. And oddly, all that innocence seems to still surround her. And it’s making me want to shield her in a way I’ve never felt.

See, this is probably why I’ve not allowed myself to get too close to Felicia. Hell, raising one girl is enough to rip out your heart and soul. But if I have those same protective thoughts about Felicia, there will be nothing left of me. Particularly if those thoughts go well beyond just feeling … protective.

But, the thing is, I’ve felt this way about her before.

This is what I’m thinking as I head north on the highway. And the memory clutches at my chest. A fleeting recollection of Molly and Felicia lying on the couch in the dark just several months ago, giggling as they stare into their phones while the only light that surrounds them comes from a movie on TV. It was just past midnight, and I’d come downstairs to get an aspirin for a mild headache.

Felicia was the only one who acknowledged my presence, spinning her head to look my way while biting her lip and kicking her legs up in the air. I almost thought she would say hi, but she didn’t. And we had this moment where we were just looking at one another like we were the only people in the world.

I had a hard time breathing for those few seconds, my core stirring in ways it hadn’t in years. I didn’t understand what it was at the time. Well, I did, but I wouldn’t allow it to go anywhere. I pushed whatever I felt out of the way, and never thought of it again.

Until now as I watch her sleep so angelically.

“Fuck,” I whisper, running my hand through my hair.

She’s only eighteen, and she’s your daughter’s best friend. You cannot have those feelings for her.

I tell myself this over and over as I roll down the highway, and I am still repeating it silently like a mantra as the first few snowflakes begin to fall.


Felicia

I don’t know how long I fall asleep for. Frankly, I’m surprised I could sleep at all. I had simply closed my eyes, pretending to be asleep because I was feeling this intense vibe between me and Mr. Wells, and I wasn’t sure how to handle it.

And here I am, waking up to massive snowflakes hitting the windshield. I pull in a deep breath and stretch as I look out into the darkness. After rubbing my eyes, I can see that the ground is already starting to get covered.

“What in the world?”

“Yeah. Looks like we’re headed into the remainders of this snow storm. According to the radar, it was supposed to be moving west, but I think it took a dive south.”

I look ahead at the road, white flakes covering a majority of the highway.

“How did this happen so fast?”

“It’s been cold up here, so whatever falls is going to stick fast. You’re not worried, are you?”

It’s not that I haven’t seen snow, we just don’t get hardly any back home, so it’s taking me by surprise.

“Not unless it gets worse than this.”

Mr. Wells bobs his head. “It probably will. But as long as it’s just snow, we’ll be fine. If it turns to freezing rain, we’ll have to pull over.”

I know I shouldn’t panic, but the thought of being stranded in this is making me nervous. I lean forward and watch the flakes dive into the windshield before being whipped away by the wipers.

“Hey, it’s okay. I promise,” Mr. Wells says, putting his hand on my leg again. “I’ve been in much worse than this. We’ll get there.”

I look his way, but his focus is on the road.

“Yeah, I know,” I say, feigning comfort. “At least it’s pretty.”

“It really is. Sometimes I miss it, how everything gets covered in all this white. It’s almost like the world is pure once again, just for a little while.”

I take in his profile. He rubs his chin, and I get the feeling he’s talking about more than just snow. For some reason, I feel the need to lighten the mood.

“Too bad we won’t be staying long enough to have a snowball fight.”

He belts out a laugh. “I wouldn’t be so sure about that.”

“Is that a threat, Mr. Wells?”

He looks at me and lifts a brow, and I can’t help but smile.

“All I’m saying is … watch your back. I throw a mean curve ball.”

I twist in the seat to face him and clasp my hands in my lap. “This is the first I’m hearing of this. Tell me more.”

And from there, we talk for the next hour. I hear about his childhood, how he used to play softball in the summer and hockey in the winter. He talked about his high school days, and how he always wanted to get married but never found the right “someone.” He kind of skirted past Molly’s mother’s death, which I can understand since they were good friends.

The conversation naturally flowed between us, and I honestly never knew that Mr. Wells was so, I don’t know, human. I guess I always just sort of viewed him as this fatherly figure, always there, always watching over us in the background.

But now, he just seems like… a man I really enjoy hanging out with.

Before I know it, I’m looking out the window, and the streets are looking downright treacherous. I haven’t realized it, but Mr. Wells has slowed down considerably. And we haven’t passed a car for miles. When he goes quiet, I start to get nervous again.

“Is everything okay?”

He narrows his eyes as he stares ahead in the distance. “Are those flashing lights I’m seeing?”

I look up ahead and barely catch blue lights as they seem to circle the night sky. As we get closer, it becomes apparent they’ve set up a road block.

“You’ve got to be kidding me,” he mumbles, rolling down the window as the officer waves in our direction.

“Evening.”

“Evening, officer. Is there an accident?”

“No, sir. We’ve had to close the highway due to whiteout conditions. You’ll have to take the exit here and turn around.”

Mr. Wells lets out a soft laugh and rubs his face. “I’m on my way to Candle Rock to pick up my daughter. I can’t just turn around.”

The officer makes a face and turns to look over his shoulder. Several snow flurries drift inside the window, landing on the dash.

“You’re not getting to Candle Rock tonight, unless you take the long way, which is highway nine all the way through White Mountain.”

“That’s three hours in the other direction.”

“Mm-hmm. Your best bet is to turn around. Or you could take a right at this exit and stay at the motel. But I can’t let you continue here.”

Mr. Wells lets out a frustrated grunt, then thanks the officer before pulling away and onto the exit ramp. I can feel his disappointment. Me, I’m just worried about how we’re going to get to Candle Rock. I hate the thought of Molly being alone for the holidays.

“What are we going to do?” I ask.

“There’s no way I’m turning around and going back. Are you okay with spending the night at this motel?”

He stops at the top of the ramp, headlights shining in the rearview mirror. We’re not the only ones being kicked off the road.

“Whatever you want to do is fine with me. You’re the driver.”

His smile warms my insides. And they only get hotter when he reaches over and caresses my face. “You’re a sweetheart. But it isn’t just my decision. Plus, I don’t want to worry your mother.”

“She’ll be fine. Honestly, she’d rather us stay here than know you’re driving in whiteout conditions.”

The car behind us honks, and Mr. Wells swears under his breath. “Motel it is.”

***

The parking lot itself is standing room only, but the vacancy sign is still lit up, so that brings me some comfort.

“Stay here, and I’ll get us a couple of rooms,” he says, easing me from the responsibility of having to pay for anything.

“Sure.”

I can see him from the car, standing at the front desk, feeling as if I’m seeing him in such a different light. I feel safe with him, protected, like he’d go to great lengths to make sure I’m happy or comfortable.

At one point, he turns around and looks at me, and his face softens. He runs a hand through his hair, then nods as he faces the receptionist again. When he comes back to the car, he rubs his hands together, little white crystals falling from his coat.

“So, the good news is I got us a room.”

“Uh-oh. What’s the bad news? One of the rooms is next to some honeymooning couple?”

I don’t know why I say it, but it’s like I’ve forgotten I’m with my best friend’s dad. Mr. Wells lifts a brow and flashes this coy smirk, letting his gaze drift down to my chest.

“Wow, you have a naughty imagination, don’t you?”

I smirk back. “You have no idea.”

It’s kind of ironic that I’m an eighteen-year-old virgin. But my imagination is rather naughty.

He laughs. “I don’t know who our neighbor is. And I didn’t ask. I was just grateful to get a room at all.”

“A room? As in … just one?”

“Unfortunately, yes. The very last room, as a matter of fact. Apparently, this little storm is forcing most travelers to crash here.” He holds up his hands in mock surrender. “Now, it’s got two beds, but if you’re not comfortable with it, I’ll sleep out here.”

My mouth falls open. “You will not sleep out here. That’s ridiculous. One room is fine. Not like we’re doing anything but sleeping.”

I flick my eyes at him, noticing his throat move as he swallows. “Yeah, you’re right.”

I mean, that is all we’ll be doing. Just sleeping in beds right next to each other all night.

This won’t be awkward at all.


Mr. Wells

This isn’t the worst motel I’ve ever stayed at, but it’s not the best either. I help Felicia walk across the parking lot that’s already ankle deep in white stuff. Then we have the luxury of standing huddled outside our room in the bitter cold as I slide the key card in the slot and wait for the green light signaling it’s unlocked. It takes three tries, but once we’re in the room, the first thing that jumps out at me is the single bed.

“Oh,” Felicia says as the door slams shut.

Obviously, it jumped out at her too.

“Great. The woman said this room had two doubles. I’m sorry. Let me go back to the office and fix this—”

“No,” Felicia interrupts, throwing her hand on my arm. “I mean, didn’t you say this was the last room?”

I don’t know what’s happening, but the way her hand feels on me, even through my coat, is making my blood pump south.

“I did. The place is booked solid.”

She bites her lip, and I suddenly want to bring her to my mouth and kiss her. Fuck, what the hell is going on with me?

“Looks like we’ll just have to make the best of it. We’re adults here.”

I nod in affirmation, but my eyes are drifting to her lips, making my cock stiffen. There’s no denying that what’s going on in my body is very adult in nature.

“If you’re okay with it, I’m okay with it.”

Her eyes seem to glitter, just like the little snowflakes that are sitting in her hair.

“I’m okay with it,” she says, sliding her coat off her arms and lying it over the back of a chair.

I spin around and turn on the room’s heater, right about the time my stomach growls.

“I suppose I should let Molly know what’s going on, then get us something to eat.”

She wrinkles her nose. “Yeah, I’m about to call my mom and do the same. Then I thought I might—”

Felicia stops mid-sentence, her eyes floating to the bathroom.

“You might what?”

“I was going to say I might take a shower, but I don’t have anything clean to change into.”

Yeah, we didn’t plan on being here for an overnight. No wonder she doesn’t have a change of clothes. “I’ve got a few shirts in my car, if you want to borrow one.”

I always keep extra clothes in my car to change into at the gym, or just in case I get a little sloppy at lunch.

“Really?” she asks, her eyes lighting up in a way that takes me by surprise. “That would be great. Just something to sleep in would be nice.”

My cock stirs, but I clamp down the thoughts of her sleeping next to me. Obviously, we’ll have to discuss sleeping arrangements at some point, but for now, I just want to get us fed.

“No problem. The receptionist said the restaurant across the street might be closing soon. I’ll walk over and get something to go and grab my clothes while I’m out there.”

“Sounds good. You want some money?”

I let out a laugh. “No, I don’t want your money. Got any special requests for dinner?”

With a little shake of the head, Felicia pulls her hair into a ponytail. “Whatever you get will be fine.”

I leave her alone and walk outside to face the cold. The wind has picked up, so I flip up the collar on my trench coat before pulling out my phone to call Molly while walking across the street. She’s worried, but I promise her we’ll get there tomorrow.

“I don’t want to spend Christmas alone, dad. But I also don’t want you driving up here if it isn’t safe.”

“I know, baby doll. We’ll leave here early and take a different route. I promise I’ll get to you.”

Molly sighs, and it breaks my heart I can’t get to her. “Tell Felicia to call me later?”

“I will. Talk to you soon.”

I end up ordering a few hot sandwiches and some soup, and they prepare everything surprisingly fast. Within five minutes, I’m walking back to the room with two bags of hot food and an appetite like a bear.

But it’s not just my stomach that needs to be fed. My libido is amped up right now, and I know I’m going to have to get in that shower and rub one out. If not, my dick will stay hard all night, just knowing Felicia is right there sleeping in the same room as me.

I grab my duffel bag from the Blazer as well as a few bottled waters, and I unlock the door to our room. I can hear the shower going, and it occurs to me that I probably should have given my duffel bag to Felicia before I left. Now I’m saddled with the awkward responsibility of either knocking on the bathroom door and passing her a spare shirt or waiting until she comes out with a towel wrapped around her body.

Fuck. Both of those possibilities is making my cock turn into a raging hard rod of steel.

I set our takeout on the table and toss the duffel bag on the bed when brief movement catches my attention. Out of the corner of my eye, I see that the bathroom door isn’t shut all the way. There’s a crack about 2-3 inches wide between the edge of the door and the frame. I take several steps, steam billowing upward as the ventilation fan pulls it towards the ceiling.

As I get closer, I can see that about a third of the clear shower curtain is torn, leaving the upper corner hanging down. And fucking hell if I don’t have a straight shot of Felicia standing under the spray of water, rinsing her armpits and humming softly.

I let my eyes travel up and down, drinking in every square inch of her from her head all the way to her calves.

She’s got her hair pulled up in a bun, but it’s not her hair I care about. It’s her slender waistline accentuated by the curve of her hips and the round globes of her ass, the way her creamy complexion makes me want to cover her in all the filthy thoughts I’m suddenly having.

Still humming, Felicia turns around, running her hands over her backside and then her shoulders. My breath quickens as I take a step closer, completely ignoring my brain telling me that if I’m not careful, she’ll see me spying on her. But the temptation is just too strong.

I stand to the side and peek through the crack, and while I can’t get as close as I like, I can see her breasts, sloping down and topped with the most delicious looking pink nipples I’ve ever seen.

I hear a growl and realize it’s coming from my throat. And when Felicia spins around and quickly shuts off the water, I practically jump in place, turning around and heading to the table to look occupied.

I toss my coat over Felicia’s and busy myself with Styrofoam containers. But all I can think about is the way she looked just moments ago, water dripping down her skin and those sexy nipples begging to be licked.

Jesus. I need to get in that shower right away before I cum in my pants.


Felicia

I call my mom and explain our predicament, and she’s relieved we’re staying put and not trying to brave the storm. I don’t tell her that Mr. Wells and I are sharing a room. I just tell her he was kind enough to get me a room. She doesn’t need to know all the details.

By the time I’m done showering, I’m hot and bothered all over again. Ever since I hung up with my mom, all I’ve been able to think about is Mr. Wells and the fact that I’m tumbling down unfamiliar territory.

I can’t believe I stopped him from going to the office and demanding we get a room with two beds. But what good would it have done if they don’t have any other rooms to give us?

I turn the water off and grab the towel from the rack, noticing that the bathroom door is partially open. It wouldn’t close all the way when I came in here, so I’m not surprised. Between that and the torn shower curtain, this place is turning out to be pretty seedy.

To be honest, though, I don’t care. I know it’s wrong on so many levels, but I can’t stop this warm feeling flooding my veins. I know nothing will come of it, but there’s something exhilarating about being around someone you’re wildly attracted to. Seedy motel or not, I’m actually glad to be stuck here with my best friend’s dad.

I wrap the small towel around me, but it barely covers the essentials, not that it matters if Mr. Wells is getting our dinner. I turn off the bathroom fan and make my way to the room, assuming he left me a shirt, but he’s already back, standing at the table across the room and removing to-go boxes from several bags.

He spins around and freezes in place, his eyes moving down my legs then back up again. This towel is so short, it doesn’t even cover the last inch of my ass, and to be honest, I’m not sure he isn’t able to catch a glimpse of what’s in front.

His throat moves as he swallows, and I feel my nipples harden under the cheap, scratchy fabric. We both stand there, speechless, and my heart goes haywire, beating all over the place. I don’t know what to do or say.

“Oh, you probably want that shirt,” he says, shaking his head and walking to the bed towards a duffel bag.

“That would be great.”

He blows out a breath while shuffling through the contents then pulls out a light blue dressy button-down, snapping it open and holding it up.

“I think this will keep you warm?” He steps toward me, his eyes lifting in question.

“Looks perfect.” I reach out to take it from him, but he simply slides the sleeve over my hand and up my arm.

“Here, let me help you.”

I meet his gaze, and shivers pass through me as he moves behind me, holding up the other sleeve. Just having him this close while I’m wearing practically nothing is making me wet. My pussy throbs as I pull the front closed and run my fingers down the edge of the shirt, feeling for the buttons.

“I guess men’s shirts button up backwards, huh?” I laugh, feeling like a dork as I look over my shoulder at Mr. Wells.

He chuckles. “Here, I can do it.”

And just like that, his arms quickly wrap around me and move to the shirt, his fingers swiftly pressing the buttons through the holes.

I look down at his rugged hands, at the little bit of hair and the bulging veins, and I get dizzy with lust. Heat seems to be pouring off of him. He’s so close, I can smell him, his masculinity, all salty and earthy and making me want to find out if he tastes as good as he smells.

I find myself leaning back, and I feel him move closer to me, his lower half slowly pressing against my backside. My pulse quickens, and I swear I feel his hardness twitch. But when his hands move over my breasts, and he’s a little too careless as they brush against my nipples, things get real.

His breath comes out hard, and he makes this barely perceptible sound, like the beginnings of a groan, and the next thing I know, I feel him thrust against me, ever so slightly.

I pull in a quick breath and turn my head to see him looking over my shoulder, like he’s trying to get a look at my face.

“Mr. Wells…” I whisper, not sure if I’m getting ready to ask him what he’s doing or beg him not to stop.

He lets out this low grunt and drops my shirt before softly cupping my breasts. “Don’t say anything,” his voice rumbles.

I lick my lips and close my eyes as his hands spread open the lower part of the shirt before tugging down the towel, sending it cascading to the floor below. His hands glide across the flesh of my belly as he presses his body to mine.

“Damnit, Felicia,” he groans.

“We—we shouldn’t do this,” I murmur.

But it’s too late. We’re already doing it. I’m already getting lost to him.

His lips are on my neck as his thumbs move up and brush my hardened nipples.

“I know we shouldn’t, but I can’t fight this anymore.”

I huff as he pinches my buds, his tongue seductively trailing along that little dip below my ear. My skin tingles and every cell in my body ignites.

I don’t think I can fight this anymore either. But I also can’t stop thinking about my best friend.

“What about Molly?”

“We’ll worry about that later. Right now, I just want to devour you.”

I let my head fall against his chest as one of his hands slips down my tummy and over my mound. His erection is steel as it nudges my lower back, and I feel as if I’m melting into a puddle. When a finger parts my folds, my legs nearly buckle from the intensity of his touch. His voice rumbles against my ear when he discovers my wetness, gently probing into my entrance and before coming out to tease my clit.

“Oh god,” I moan as he lightly teases my swollen bundle of nerves.

No one has ever touched me, but I never thought it would feel this good.

“You’re so wet, Felicia. I need to slide inside of you, feel that pussy grip me while I make you cum.”

And with those words, I absolutely cave.


Mr. Wells

When Felicia comes out of the bathroom with that towel wrapped around her, I know right away I’m taking what I want right then and there. Fuck treating her like she’s off limits. She’s eighteen, she’s legal, and she’s mine. My cock swells inside my pants when I see her nipples poke underneath the towel, and I can’t wait to feel her tender body.

I cup her pussy as I hold her to my body, not letting her wriggle away, not that I think she would. As I brush my middle finger over her hard little clit, I can feel her juices seeping out as her legs tremble.

“Mr. Wells,” she murmurs, her voice sounding squeaky, like she’s trying so hard to fight it.

She can’t fight this, though. Neither of us can.

“Cum on my hand, baby, so I can fuck you and make you cum again.”

She purrs as she bucks her hips, rolling against my touch as her juices flow onto my hand.

“But … you should know…” she moans, “I’ve never been with a man. I’m … still a virgin.”

I freeze in place, my cock twitching painfully at her words. “You’ve never let a man inside of this?” I ask, cupping her pussy and giving it a firm squeeze.

With a shake of the head and a little groan, Felicia is quickly crumbling. And this entire experience just got a little bit sweeter. Hell, a whole lit sweeter. I’m going to take my time with her and enjoy every second of popping her luscious cherry.

“Mmm, so this pussy has never seen a cock before?”

Another shake of the head.

“Ever been fingered?”

Nope.

I release a low growl. “What about … licked.”

I sweep my finger over her clit and she rocks again. “No, sir. Nothing.”

“So my cock, my hands, my lips, will be the first to ever touch this delicious mound between your legs?”

Felicia gives a quick nod as she softly thrusts her hips forward. I can feel her bud begin to swell, as if she’s close to tumbling down that cliff. So I spin her around to face me.

Her cheeks are flushed a light pink and her eyes heavy and glazed with lust. I pop open the few buttons remaining and remove her shirt, getting a good look at her delicious breasts.

“God, you’re so beautiful…”

Her teeth sink into her lower lip as she looks up at me. “Are you sure this isn’t a mistake, Mr. Wells?”

I cup her breasts, feeling her buds harden on my palms. It makes my cock twitch violently. “No, baby, it isn’t a mistake. I’m crazy about you, you know that, right?”

Felicia’s tongue sweeps out along her lips, and I can’t resist pulling her to me, pressing my lips to hers and kissing her with everything in me.

Her body melts to mine as I tangle my tongue with hers. It’s making me need her so badly right now.

I make a trail of kisses around her face, feeling her smile as I do so. Then I step back and get undressed, keeping my gaze on Felicia the whole time. The way she looks at me with need makes the blood rush faster through my cock, especially the way those nipples of hers are jutting out like torpedoes and making me crazy.

I’m naked except for my boxers, and her eyes flow downward, watching as I’m released from this painful prison. My erection is at max peak right now, and the moment it’s free, I notice Felicia lick her lips again as pre-cum leaks from the tip.

After taking a few steps back, I sit on the bed and curl a finger at her. She walks to me, and I part my legs, pulling her within reach. Her breasts are at eye level, so lean forward and pull them to my lips, snaking my tongue all over her tender flesh.

She purrs, running her hands through my dark hair as I lick and gently suck her hard buds. My hand moves to her pussy, and I slide a finger partway inside her entrance, feeling how slick and tight she is. She groans in time with me, and as I tenderly slide my finger back and forth across her clit, my dick twitches in mid-air, desperate to be inside of her.

“Oh god,” she whispers, “I—I’m going to cum.”

I growl and quicken my movements, tugging one of her nipples further past my lips. I flick my tongue over her flesh, and before I know it, she’s digging her nails into my shoulder and rocking her hips as she moans through her orgasm.

“Mmmm …. Mr. Wells, that’s … that’s so good…”

Fuck, it’s so sexy, feeling her body respond to my touch, hearing her moans of pleasure.

My dick leaks even more, but there’s this sudden need to ravish her with my mouth too.

Feeling animalistic, I stand up and lift her into the air, my cock rubbing against her sweet pussy.

I lie her down on the bed and spread open her legs, allowing me to really see how glistening she is.

I run my fingers over her wet lips, forcing her legs to fall further to the side. “I’m taking this pussy tonight, Felicia, and I’m taking it good and hard. This right here is mine.”

Her eyes blink a few times and her cheeks go rosy again. She doesn’t say a word, but I can see how horny she is for me, to feel my mouth on her lips, to feel my tongue devour her. And that’s just what I do.


Felicia

God, I’m out of my mind with need right now. I don’t know what’s going to happen if Molly finds out what we’re doing here, but I don’t care at the moment. The way Mr. Wells just made me cum, well, let’s just say I’ve never been able to touch myself the way he does. It’s almost as if he knows my own body better than I do.

He forces my legs open with his hands and glides his fingers over the outer part of my pussy, making me tremble with lust as he announces that he’s going to fuck me good and hard. I’m nervous, but I’m also desperate for him to hold to his word.

And then, without any warning, his tongue darts inside my pussy and he growls as he comes out to lick my clit.

I groan and arch my back as he tastes me, licking every part that counts as he holds my pussy lips open with his fingers.

I roll my hips up and down, feeling that ball grow tighter in the pit of my stomach. His tongue moves from asshole to clit, making me shudder as he brings me to the edge so fast.

And then, when his lips wrap around my sensitive pearl and softly suck until the pressure is deliciously intense, I feel those hands of his moving to my breasts and hardening my nipples with a light twist.

“Oh fuck!” I cry out, cumming right there on the spot.

He becomes ravenous just then, making noises as he consumes me with a passion that takes me by surprise. His hands slide under my ass where he cups my flesh and finishes me off, refusing to stop licking me until I am thrashing and pushing against his head.

When the cool air moves between my legs once again, I look up and see him standing in front of me, stroking himself as he keeps his gaze locked on my pussy.

“I need those lips wrapped around me, baby.” His voice sounds throaty, urgent.

And so I waste no time sitting up and scooting to the edge of the bed. “I’ve never done this before. I … don’t know what to do.”

He takes a step closer and fists my hair with one hand. “You don’t need to know. It’s instinctive. Just open your mouth and let me in.”

I lick my lips and look up at him, at those eyes staring down at me with urgency. I look at his cock again, wrapping my fingers around the base and feeling him twitch at my touch. His flesh is satiny smooth while underneath feels hard as a pistol. Spongy veins cover the surface and when I see clear fluid seep out, I lean forward and flick it away with my tongue.

“Oh fuck yes, baby.”

Pleasing him turns me on, so I do it again.

And again.

And again.

Until he is tugging my hair and thrusting forward, poking the tip into my lips.

I open my mouth and in he goes, forcing himself to the back of my throat. His juices are salty as they coat the roof my mouth, and then my tonsils.

I swirl my tongue in circles over the head, the shaft, tasting and sucking and feeling his length grow, his pulse hammer.

His balls hit my chin and I gag, so Mr. Wells pulls out and lets me catch my breath before he goes in. His growls are getting louder, rumbling from his chest to his throat as he fucks my mouth.

I feel the heat build inside of me as his cock moves past my lips, and when I reach up to toy with his balls, he plunges all the way in and releases his seed, hot cum drizzling along the back of my tongue as his voice rumbles above me.

“Fuuuuuuck,” he groans, squeezing my breasts and pinching my nipples.

I cough a little trying to gulp him down, but the last little spurt is easier to swallow. His sack lifts and twitches a few times. I grip the base of his shaft tightly and pump my fingers up and down right before feeling the last pulse of cum.

His voice is a low rumble as he pulls out of my mouth. “Fuck, baby. That was so good.”

I look up at him and wipe the corner of my lips as he smiles at me. “Was it really? Or are you just saying that?”

He pulls me off the bed and brings me to him, wrapping his arms around my waist and bumping his forehead against mine. “I never say things I don’t mean. It was a damn good blowjob, and you’ll have plenty of chances to do that again.”

His lips are on mine and he forces his tongue inside my mouth, both of us pressing our bodies together even tighter as we get lost in the kiss. But the kiss ends all too soon when Mr. Wells cups my face and tells me he’s starving and needs to eat.

“I’m pretty hungry myself,” I tell him.

“Well, let’s get some food in that tummy.”

He picks up his shirt and puts it back on me, fastening only the bottom four buttons and leaving my chest seductively exposed.

“Damn, you’re sexy,” he mutters, running a finger between my breasts.

“You’re not so bad yourself, you know.”

I walk to the table as he gets his boxers on, feeling deliriously happy. I don’t want to think about the consequences of this night. I just want to bask in the warmth of this glow.

We eat our dinner without talking, I think partly because we’re ravenous and partly because we can’t wait to press our bodies together again.

After we eat, Mr. Wells turns on the television and finds a channel with a romantic comedy. He then gets under the covers as I’m brushing my hair, folding the sheets down on my side.

“Put that hairbrush down and get that hot little body over here with me,” he growls.

My nipples prick at his command. I drop my hairbrush back inside my purse and join him, feeling his warm body wrap around mine as I lie on my side.

He buries his nose in my hair and pulls in my scent. “Fuck, you smell good, taste good, feel so damn good, Felicia.”

“I’ve wanted this for a while,” I tell him, worried my confession will go to his head.

“Oh baby, I’ve wanted you the same way. Ever since your eighteenth birthday earlier this year, I haven’t been able to stop thinking about being with you in every way.”

I roll over and trace my hands over his rugged face. He’s so handsome it makes me feel like I’m falling more in love every time I look at him.

“I just have this constant ache for you.”

After pulling in a tight breath, he seals his eyes closed. “I have a constant ache for you, too. And I’m getting ready to show you just how strong that ache is.”


Mr. Wells

It’s only been thirty minutes since I came in Felicia’s mouth, but my cock is rising again as she lies next to me in bed. I let my hands roam over every inch of her, hearing her purr and feeling her pussy gush with desire.

My dick is straining to be free. Despite the fact that I thought Felicia and I could relax under the covers and watch a movie, I can’t seem to keep my hands to myself.

“I need you fucking naked,” I growl, ripping her shirt open and hearing her gasp.

I knead her breasts and suck her nipples, one by one. Her hand glides down to my cock and strokes me through my boxers, and I about lose it.

“Goddamnit, baby,” I groan, sliding my hands between her legs. She huffs as I part her thighs, pushing one finger inside of her tunnel, feeling her walls grip me so fucking tight. Her voice purrs in my ear, and as she bucks her hips upward, I insert another finger.

“Oh yeah,” she moans, grinding her pussy on my hand as hard as she can. “Finger my pussy, daddy…”

I clamp my teeth down around her bud and pump my hand, hearing her wet sounds squick under the covers. Jesus, hearing her call me “daddy” just about made me spurt again.

I tug my boxers down my legs and toss them across the room before mounting her like an animal. “You’ve unleashed the beast, baby girl. Daddy’s going to fuck you until you cum, over and over.”

“Yes, please…” she begs, her voice all husky.

I part her legs and angle the head of my cock at her entrance. Her fingers run up my shoulders as she looks up at me with the slightest fear in her eyes.

“Will it hurt?” she asks.

“No,” I groan, pushing in slowly and feeling her walls grip me.

I have no idea if it will or it won’t, but I don’t want to scare her. I only want her to relax as I sink balls deep.

She tosses her legs around my waist and I push in further. Her cunt is like hot velvet around my shaft, growing tighter the further I dive. I hear her breath escape her slowly, loudly, as I bury myself to the root.

“Fuck,” I groan, pushing up and pinning her arms above her head.

I grind my hips, my scrotum softly tapping against her ass as I pump myself in and out. Her tits bounce lightly and her eyes flutter closed as I fill her with every inch of my rock hard cock.

My balls grow hotter, heavier, as they fill with more and more cum by the second. The beauty in her face, the way her pussy slides up and down my length as I fuck her harder and harder, nearly makes me cum too fast. So I slow my pace, close my eyes, and force myself to hold out.

I lean down and wrap my fingers around her throat, forcing her eyes to pop open as I begin fucking her again.

“Cum on daddy’s dick, baby.”

Her breathing becomes raspy, even though I’m not applying hardly any pressure. I just want her to feel me, to know I have her, that I motherfucking own her.

Her pussy grows tighter, clamping around my girth as I quicken my pace, increasing the force with which I pound her. I watch her face, at the ecstasy that builds there as I struggle to hold back myself.

“Oh daddyyyyyy,” she groans as her eyes roll back into her head.

I push myself all the way inside her tight cunt, and her walls contract as she expels a long breath.

“Good girl,” I growl, keeping my hand around her throat.

Her pussy squeezes my shaft in hard pulsations as she moans uncontrollably. It fucking turns me on so much that I can no longer fight it.

I erupt inside of her, feeling my cum spray with so much force it trickles out right away. I move my hands up to the top of her head and fist her hair, keeping her still as I fuck her hard and deep, emptying myself inside her innocent walls and not giving a fuck if she’s on birth control. The thought of her belly swelling with my baby makes me growl loudly as another burst of seed shoots out.

“Felicia … my god…” I groan, moving my face to her neck and sinking my teeth into her flesh.

She responds by pressing her nails into my back, igniting the primal part of me.

My cock remains hard as a rock, even after I’ve emptied my balls.

I fucking need more of her.

I get off Felicia and flip her over before lifting her hips in the air. Her puckered rose teases me, and as she glances at me over her shoulder with a wicked grin, I can’t wait to turn that grin to a gasp.

Which is exactly what I do when I grip her hips and plunge balls deep. Her hand goes up to the wall as I pound her without abandon. I reach between her legs and diddle her little clit until she’s squealing through another orgasm.

I then grab her breasts and use them as handles as I slam into her warm, tight cunt.

And I cum again, spurting more than I knew I had in me, leaving me shocked at what Felicia does to me.

We go like this for the next three hours, both of us losing count at how many times we orgasm. And I know that this is just the beginning.


Felicia

Mr. Wells and I don’t fall asleep until after midnight. I feel so calm, so at peace, and so loved.

And as I awaken, I remember our night before, how he took me in every position last night, leaving me a wet, shaking mess of a girl.

When we wake up at the same time, I feel his arms around me as we lie there spooning, his voice rumbling in my neck and telling me good morning.

“Mmm, good morning, daddy.”

“Baby girl,” he whispers, planting soft kisses along my neck as his cock grows stiff and taps my lower back. “I love that you call me that.”

I giggle as he tickles my side, but those giggles stop on a dime when his hand goes to my pussy. I’m a mess of limbs as he rolls over on his back and pulls me on top of him.

“Get up here and sit on my face, baby.”

My pussy aches to mount him, so I do, straddling his face as he cups my ass with his hands.

His tongue works its magic, probing my opening as he lets out a low moan. He then comes out and brushes the tip of his tongue along my clit, making my thighs start to tremble right away.

“Right there, daddy,” I beg as he finds that secret place that makes my body burn all over.

After sinking one, then two fingers inside of me, I buck my hips and cum, feeling fluids gush out of me.

His vocalizations as I release on his face let me know he likes feeling my juices flow around his mouth, and it makes me desperate to give him the same relief.

I spin around and take him in my mouth, grinding my pussy over his lips as he sucks and licks, nips and bites. Those strong hands of his grope my ass as I suck him to the back of my mouth. Pre-cum oozes out and I lap it up, breathing heavier and heavier as he licks me faster and faster.

“Jesus fuck, baby girl,” he moans, pausing only long enough to vocalize his impending orgasm.

Smiling, I take him past my lips again, bobbing my head up and down as his cock grows harder, his fleshy veins pulsating with lust.

His hand pushes the back of my head, forcing him to my tonsils where he erupts immediately. The taste of him sends me tumbling, and I cum right as the last burst of seed hits my throat.

My attempt to cry out is muffled by his huge cock, but I grind my pelvis as he laps at my clit that’s bouncing violently through my orgasm. I can hardly catch my breath before he’s rolling me over and settling between my legs with his turgid cock.

“Daddy’s going to make you squirt this time,” he growls, plunging so deep inside of me all the air from my lungs comes rushing out all at once.

He’s a man of his word, though, moving in and out of me with such ferocity that his cock brings me there with lightning speed. And the moment that hand of his grips my throat, I unleash, spraying my girl-cum all over his cock and soaking the sheets underneath my ass.

He’s not far behind, his cock twitching hard as he shoots his load.

I know I should have said something sooner, but I haven’t. I need him to know the risk we’re taking because I think I’m fertile right now.

“I’m not on the pill, daddy. I might get pregnant.”

That does nothing but make his fingers go tighter around my neck as he growls his lust.

“Good,” he grumbles, his cock spraying out one last jet. “You belong to me no matter what. If a baby comes of this, I’ll love you just as much, if not more.”

With one final thrust, he spills more seed as he forces his lips on mine, giving me a kiss that makes my toes curl. I wrap my legs around his waist and run my fingers through his hair.

“You belong to me, too, daddy. I love you.”

“Fuck, baby. I love you too,” he grumbles, moving his mouth to my neck for more kisses.

We lie there for another half hour quietly, just enjoying each other’s skin and reveling in each other’s company. But I feel the tension, the possibility that what we have might end when we leave this room.

I need to know.

“What are we going to tell Molly?”

He kisses me softly on the forehead. “Don’t you worry about it, baby girl. I’ll make it all okay. But first, we need to get to her so we can sit her down and explain how much we love each other.”

Warmth floods me as he says those words. But still, all I can do is hope that she forgives me, that she forgives us both.


Book 2: The Confession

Felicia

It’s been a crazy 24 hours, one that’s left my heart and head spinning. I don’t know what to expect from Molly once we give her the news. But I do know that her reaction takes me by surprise.

I love her more than anything, but the way she’s acting? Well, it makes me wonder if her jealousy over my relationship with the man who raised her runs a bit deeper than healthy possessiveness.

When she finally calms down, and we all have a moment alone, she makes her move, showing a side of herself I’ve never seen as she makes a vow to steal what now belongs to me.

Mr. Wells

I haven’t always made the best decisions, but being with Felicia, claiming her as mine isn’t a decision.

It’s a primal need.

And Molly will understand that.

Unfortunately, confessing my feelings for her best friend seems to start a catfight—one I wasn’t quite prepared to get in the middle of.

But being in the middle of the two girls that mean the most to me is exactly what happens, figuratively and literally.

I never saw this coming, but the girl I raised is determined to win me over, no matter how aggressive she has to get.


Felicia

“We should be there in half an hour.”

“That’s good,” I answer mindlessly.

I’m sitting in the car, nervously twirling my hair as Mr. Wells drives down the highway. We had to leave early this morning, taking a circuitous route to Molly’s campus. But at least we found a route that wasn’t too far out of the way.

It’s already noon, but the sun is out and melting most of the snow that fell last night. I count this as a blessing since I really don’t want my mom to wake up alone tomorrow on Christmas morning, no matter how much time I wish I could spend with the man I just lost my virginity to only twelve hours ago. Truth is, I’d miss not being home for Christmas, too. Just because I’m eighteen doesn’t mean I don’t get excited during the holidays.

“How are you, baby girl?” Mr. Wells slides his hand over my leg, igniting my lust for him all over again.

“I’m okay. Just, you know, nervous.”

“Don’t be nervous. Just leave everything to me, alright?”

I smile at him and nod.

“Seriously, I don’t want you saying a word. I’ll do all the talking when I think the time is right.”

“Okay, daddy.” I lean across the seat and give him a peck on the cheek, hearing a growl rumble up his throat.

“Fuck, baby. When I hear you say that, it makes me so hard.”

“It does?” I glance at his crotch, and right away, I can see the bulge forming. I love the fact that I can refer to my best friend’s dad as ‘daddy,’ knowing how much it turns him on.

“Do you need proof?”

“Mm, I don’t know. Do I?” I rub his thigh and watch his face.

His jaw clenches and he pulls in a long breath as his knuckles go white gripping the steering wheel.

“You’re such a kinky girl.”

“Yes, I am.” I slide my hand up his leg, watching the bulge grow bigger and twitch under the fabric of his jeans.

“Fuck,” he grumbles, undoing the button and zipper to free himself. “Alright, I’ll give you proof. Not that you really need it.”

My pulse quickens as his cock pops out. I don’t think I’ll ever get tired of looking at it, tugging it and sucking it, watching it bounce and respond to me. I undo my seatbelt so I can lean over and grip it.

“Baby, that’s not safe.” He flicks his head in my direction. “Put the belt back on.”

“I’ll buckle the middle one,” I argue, sliding across the seat and pulling the lap belt across my hips before snapping it into place. Nuzzled up next to Mr. Wells, I wrap my fingers around his thick girth and pump my fist.

“Oh shit,” he moans, his length twitching and growing harder and hotter with each passing second. “You know I can’t say ‘no’ to you.”

“Then don’t, daddy. Just let me make you cum.”

He growls and his dick pulses out a voluminous amount of pre-cum. I swirl it over the head, and it’s making me so wet I start squeezing my thighs together and rolling my hips, trying like hell to rub my little clit on the seat.

“I can’t wait to suck you again. But if you cum right now, I’ll catch every drop in my hand and lick it off.”

“Goddamn it,” he groans, tightening his grip on the wheel and letting his head fall back on the headrest. I flick my gaze to the road. He’s slowed down a little but there isn’t any traffic, which is probably a good thing since I’m jerking him off right now.

I notice he starts to rock his hips, and the fleshy veins along his shaft seem to pulsate as he grows hard as steel. I stop to lick my palm and quickly move it back to his cock, jerking him up and down and all over the head.

“Damn … here it comes, love.”

“Mmm,” I moan, watching as his cock spurts out white stuff on my fingers.

“Fuuuuuuck,” he breathes hard and heavy as his shaft jerks and throbs.

I squeeze the head and wipe away the first batch of jizz, bringing that hand to my mouth while I move my other hand to his cock to catch the next load.

I drag my tongue over my palm then suck my fingers one by one as he occasionally glances my way, his dick a throbbing, bouncing, cum-shooting rod of steel. I wrap both hands around his length and pump several more times as he sits there groaning, and then I clean both hands, loving the way he looks at me every few seconds.

“You taste so good, daddy,” I say, sucking the last little bit off between my thumb and forefinger.

He shakes his head and slowly veers off the road, pulling into the breakdown lane before coming to a stop. Excitement floods me as he slams the Blazer into park and rips off his seatbelt.

“You taste good, too, baby girl. So I’m going to help myself to that pussy of yours and lick it until you cum all over my mouth.”

He pops the button for my seatbelt then pushes me back, tugging my jeans down my waist and hips until they’re at my ankles. We don’t have a lot of room to work with, but that doesn’t stop Mr. Wells from taking what he wants. He pushes my legs up in the air, hitting my feet against the roof of the Blazer before dropping his face to my pussy.

His tongue dives between my folds, the licking and sucking sounds all consuming. His throaty moans compete with mine, and I’m already so drenched and swollen from giving him a quickie handjob that it doesn’t take much to send me over the edge.

“Cum for daddy, princess.”

He sweeps his tongue over my clit before brushing it quickly back and forth, making me huff as my nipples pucker under my shirt.

“Yes, daddy … yesssss,” I purr.

And as he pushes his finger into my cunt, I let loose, cumming so hard I see stars.

My flesh grows hot, and fluid pulses out of me, but he buries his face and chin so deep that I think he ends up drinking down most of it. I’ve never gushed like this, and I love the fact that he makes my body do things I can’t control.

I pant as my legs tremble, Mr. Wells’ mouth and lips making love to my pussy and making me delirious. I feel his finger pumping in and out, the contractions of my walls gripping his digit and not wanting to let go.

When my trembling subsides, he sits up, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand.

“Mm, caught every drop, and it was like honey.”

Smiling, I wiggle my pants back up my legs, then I sit up and adjust my shirt that got a little twisted.

Mr. Wells leans forward and brings his lips to mine, snaking his tongue inside my mouth for a soft but sweet kiss.

“That ought to hold us for a little while,” he says, pulling back on the highway.

“I don’t know. I may need to suck your cock on the way home.”

He chuckles. “Right. Because I’m sure Molly wouldn’t mind seeing that at all.”

Molly can get over it, I guiltily think to myself, not knowing just how tense things are about to become.

When we get to Molly’s campus late morning, I’ve temporarily put all my worries aside, tossing my arms around my best friend’s neck the moment I see her.

“I’m so glad you’re here,” she says, squeezing me hard as Mr. Wells stands off to the side.

“Me too,” I choke out, laughing.

“What am I, chopped liver over here?”

“Of course not,” Molly says, dropping her arms and moving to her dad.

He smiles warmly and wraps his arms around her waist, pulling her in for what looks to be a really intimate hug.

Seriously, the way they’re clinging to each other, you’d think they were a couple. Then again, I don’t know that I’ve ever seen them hug. Not like this, after a long absence.

It stirs up some odd feelings of jealousy, and I immediately realize how stupid I’m being. I’m looking at Mr. Wells differently now that I’ve given him my innocence. And I need to snap out of it.

“I missed you, baby doll.”

“Missed you too, dad. I’m so glad you’re both here.”

Molly spins and smiles at me, and I return the smile, realizing just how much I’ve missed her over the past few months.

Mr. Wells rubs his hands together and glances around her dorm room. “Let’s get your luggage and hit the road. I’d really like to get home before dark.”

My stomach sinks because I know once we’re home, we’ll all have to part ways. No sleepovers tonight since it’s Christmas Eve. And truthfully, there may not be any sleepovers once Molly learns what happened last night.

Thirty minutes later, we’re back on the highway, me and Molly sitting in the back of the Blazer sharing photos with each other and catching up on our crazy lives. Mr. Wells announces he’d like to get halfway home before stopping for lunch, if we’re okay with that. He flicks his eyes at me in the rearview mirror, then flashes me a wink, and warmth sizzles all through me.

“That’s fine, dad. I ate a huge breakfast before you two got here.”

“Yeah, whatever you want is fine with me. I’m not that hungry,” daddy, I add in my head.

I wish like hell I could say it out loud, watch him get all worked up. The thought makes me wet, my folds throbbing as my nipples tighten.

“Both of you are such good girls,” he says, tossing us a look over his shoulder.

Molly makes a face and laughs. “Whatever, dad. It’s just lunch.”

“I’m always a good girl,” I playfully say, watching him in the mirror.

His eyes narrow, those sexy crow’s feet of his fanning out as he smiles.

Out of the corner of my eye, I see Molly point her gaze at me.

I look her way, realizing I need to watch my step, but she just offers a confused smile and shakes her head.

“Oookay, you are not always a good girl.”

I cover my lips with my finger, shushing her, just trying to have fun and lighten the mood, when Mr. Wells says, “What’s that supposed to mean?”

We both start giggling, and Molly pulls my hand away from my mouth. She knows I’m a virgin. Correction, she thinks I’m still a virgin, but Molly and I have engaged in some pretty naughty things.

I can practically read her mind as she stares at me, the both of us holding back the laughter. Jesus, here we are, the both of us grown adults acting like a couple of goofy kids.

“Nothing, dad. I was just joking.”

No dad wants to hear that his daughter—even if Molly isn’t his biological flesh and blood—likes to watch porn and use dildos. He might like to know that I’ve done those things. But this isn’t exactly travel conversation.

And the thought makes me wonder if Mr. Wells will say something on the way home.


Mr. Wells

Hearing the laughter coming from my two favorite girls fills me with so much happiness. But Molly’s little slip of the tongue has me curious.

“Okay, you’re not always a good girl,” I hear her say, causing my hackles to rise.

Felicia had told me she was a virgin, and I don’t believe she would lie to me. But there’s no doubt that I’m curious and have to ask what she means.

“Nothing, dad. I was just joking.”

But was she?

Listening to them continue to laugh makes me wonder, but I know I can’t press the issue without raising some red flags with my daughter.

We finally reach an exit on the highway that has a burger joint, so I pull over for us to grab some lunch. When we’re all seated, all I want to do is run my hands over Felicia’s body under the table, tease her and drive her wild until I can get between her legs again. The handjob she gave me a few hours ago was a temporary fix. I’m still needy for her lips.

“So, I didn’t ask, but how was the drive up here? You never called me last night,” Molly says, focusing on Felicia.

Felicia darts her eyes at me, then wipes her mouth with a napkin as she tries to come up with a valid sounding excuse.

“She couldn’t, honey. The room we were in didn’t have any reception. I had to go outside in the blizzard just to call you.”

Molly knits her brow. “The room you were in? You two had to share a room?”

Her eyes go back and forth between me and Felicia, and I can’t believe I let it slip out so easily.

“We had to, sweetheart. Due to the highway closure, the place was booked. We were lucky to get a room at all.”

She’s quiet for a moment, like she’s processing. “That must have been awkward. I hope you at least had two beds.”

My pulse quickens. I never thought I’d see the day where I would have to defend my own actions against my daughter. I start to say “of course there were two beds,” but Felicia beats me to the punch.

“We didn’t. We had to sleep in the same bed, and boy … talk about awkward.” Felicia shakes her head and laughs softly as she looks at her best friend.

I assume she’s using sarcasm as she speaks the truth, thinking Molly will laugh right along with her. But then I realize … she’s testing her. Testing to see what kind of reaction Molly will have to see if maybe, just maybe, it’s safe to come forth with our little confession.

“Really.” Molly is matter of fact in her response.

Felicia’s face drains white and she lifts her cup of soda to take a sip, glancing at me for help.

“Is this actually true?” Molly says, setting her burger on the tray. “Because if it is, I hope Felicia’s mom doesn’t find out.”

“Honey, relax.”

“I’m relaxed. I’m just curious.” She turns to face Felicia. “I mean, your mom would have a conniption if she knew you slept, not just in the same room but in the same bed, with my dad.”

Her voice tightens, and her cheeks flush red. I think it’s pretty obvious that Molly is projecting her own reaction onto that of Felicia’s mother.

“Her mother doesn’t need to find out, Molly.”

Molly’s mouth drops open. I kick myself as this hole I keep digging just gets deeper and deeper. “Are you serious right now?”

“Molly,” Felicia says, putting her hand over her best friend’s as she speaks softly.

“What.”

“I’m eighteen years old. My mom isn’t going to freak out if I had to crash in the same hotel room as your dad under extenuating circumstances. It’s not that big of a deal.”

I pull in a deep breath and shove my food aside. This is happening right now. And based on the way my daughter’s face is shifting, she knows. I can tell she knows. No point in hiding it.

“Is it really not that big of a deal?” Molly asks, floating her gaze between the two of us. “Or is it a big deal, and you two just don’t know how to tell me?”

I swallow hard and put my hand over Felicia’s that still sits over Molly’s. “Baby, you know how much I love you.”

Molly looks at our hands together and gasps before jerking her hand away. “I can’t believe this. You fucked my best friend?”

“Hey, language,” I snap.

Her face twists as she looks down at the table, shaking her head in disbelief.

“It just happened, Molly. We didn’t mean for it to.”

With a cynical laugh, she tosses her head back. “Right. This is just unbelievable. My dad and my best friend. I think I’m going to be sick.”

Clutching her stomach, Molly jumps up from the table and jerks her coat from the back of the chair before running outside.

I can see the distress all over Felicia’s face.

“Sorry. It just … came out.”

“It’s alright, baby girl. I’ll fix it.”

“She’s not going to forgive us.”

“Yes, she will. I’ll make sure of it.”

I shove down the rest of my burger and head back to the car with Felicia. Molly is sitting in the front seat, arms crossed over her tummy and staring out the window. She refuses to acknowledge us, and I can’t say that I blame her.

Despite that fact that Molly isn’t biologically related to me, I’m all she’s had since she was six years old. I know she has major abandonment issues. I just need to reassure her.

Felicia sits in the back quietly, now holding her stomach as she sits slinked down, knees on the back of my seat. Once we’re on the highway, she puts in her headphones, the music so loud I can hear it all the way up front.

“Just because I’m with Felicia doesn’t mean I don’t love you just as much as I always have.”

“Not the same way,” she mutters.

I snap my head in her direction. “Come again?”

“I said, not the same way,” she grits out with attitude.

“Not the same way I have? Or not the same way I love Felicia?”

Molly shrugs her shoulders. And I know that translates to “I can’t say what I want to say.”

So, I’m going to have to say it for her.

“I still don’t know what you mean, baby. Do you want me to love you the same way I love Felicia? Is that what you’re saying?”

Molly sinks her teeth into her lower lip as she points her gaze at me. “What if I do?”

Well, fuck. I did not see that one coming. Blood pumps through my cock at her confession. It’s just an animalistic reaction. It has to be because I’ve never thought about the girl I raised like that.

Then again, I’d never really thought about her best friend Felicia like that either, and I spent the better part of the night fucking her delicious pussy.

Damn it. This wasn’t supposed to get so complicated.

I look in the back seat, and Felicia is completely oblivious, just staring out the window and slowly bobbing her head to the music.

“I don’t know what to say, baby. You’re my daughter.”

“I’m not really your daughter, dad. I’m not your flesh and blood. And you never even adopted me. You’re just … the man who raised me.”

“I’m aware of the facts, honey.” My cock grows harder. Damn it.

“And since we’re confessing here,” Molly adds, keeping her voice low as she peeks to the back seat, “If you and Felicia went all the way, I’m the only innocent one sitting in this car right now.”

Oh, fuck me.

“You’re still a virgin?”

She nods, seductively dragging her tongue over the corner of her lips while she sits there, twirling her hair as my dick grows stiff as a board. Molly is a pretty girl—gorgeous, really, with strawberry blond hair and big tits that I’ve always noticed but never fantasized about.

Not until now, that is.

I can’t though. I love Felicia, so fucking much. She’s the one I want.

Molly is the girl I’ve raised. I can’t cross that line with her. Even if she is eighteen and perfectly legal.

She’s only trying to seduce me so I won’t want to be with her best friend anymore. Jealousy, pure and simple. And as much as it turns me on, I won’t let her pull me away from Felicia. No matter how strained my cock gets in my pants.


Felicia

I try to tune everything out with my headphones pushed as deep in my ears as they will go. Molly and Mr. Wells are talking things out, and I start to feel better because it’s obvious she isn’t mad anymore. In fact, she looks pretty happy, sitting there smiling and twirling her hair almost flirtatiously.

I yank my earbuds out and catch her saying, “Well, I’d be happy to show you, daddy.”

I sit up and try to catch up on what they’re talking about. But when Mr. Wells shifts in his seat and clears his throat right as Molly flashes me a dirty look, it’s apparent she’s only forgiven him, not me.

And since when does she call him ‘daddy?’

I try to think of something to say, but nothing comes to mind. And other than Mr. Wells frequently checking on me through the rearview, the ride home is fairly uneventful.

I don’t attempt to engage in conversation or indulge in a pity party about how sad this Christmas will be without my best friend to share it with. I guess I don’t want to admit how much it hurts.

I do, however, ask Mr. Wells what he is doing when we get to town and he blows right past my neighborhood entrance.

“You’re coming home with us,” he says.

“What?” Molly and I blurt out at the same time, only her what is much angrier than mine.

“I’m not taking Felicia home until we work this out. So unless you want her mother spending the holidays alone, Molly, you’ll agree to this.”

“I don’t want to talk. I already made that clear.”

“I think it’s a good idea,” I interrupt, flashing a quick smile at Mr. Wells. “We just need to talk this out, Molls. And you’ll see that what’s going on between me and your dad doesn’t have to affect us at all. You’re my best friend, and I love you.”

Molly just huffs, and she seems equally angry when we get to their house and she storms off to her room with her suitcase.

Mr. Wells takes off his coat and I do the same, tossing it over the back of their couch.

“I’m sorry, baby girl.” He pulls me to him, and everything feels good, if only for a moment.

He presses his lips to mine, sliding his warm tongue into my mouth before gripping my ass and pulling me to him. I’m surprised he’s as hard as he is under the circumstances. But his raging erection I just can’t resist.

“Daddy,” I whisper, putting my hand to his crotch and feeling his hardness respond with a twitch.

He growls in my ear and grinds against me. “Let’s go fuck, then we can get Molly out here and talk.”

Jesus, I can hardly believe he’s so hard up to fuck with his daughter right down the hall, and with her being upset no less. I guess things like that don’t interrupt his libido.

As for me, well, I can’t rest until I know Molly doesn’t hate me.

“I need to go talk to her first, make things right.”

He slides a hand up my shirt, squeezes my breast and pinches my nipple. “It’ll be easier to work things out if I’m not hard as steel and about to blow a load in my pants, baby.”

I push my hands against his chest and force him to look at me. It’s almost as if this tension is turning him on. “Why are you so horny all of a sudden? Aren’t you worried about Molly?”

He seems to acquiesce, cupping my cheeks and giving me a soft kiss. “Of course I’m concerned about her feelings. That’s why the three of us need to sit down and talk.”

I shake my head. “I need to talk with her alone. Trust me. It’s a girl thing.”

He growls again, and I know this is hard for him, in more ways than one.

“Fine. I’ll give you two a few minutes alone, but then I’m coming in to settle whatever you can’t because my balls are about to blow.”

He disappears down the hallway to his room, and I’m not far behind, knocking softly on Molly’s door before walking in. She’s in the middle of changing her clothes, standing next to her dresser in nothing more than a red bra and matching panties.

“Sorry, I didn’t know you were changing.”

She rolls her eyes and starts sorting through the clothes in her drawer. “Whatever you have to say, I don’t want to hear it.”

“Not even that I’m sorry? That I never meant for it to happen?”

She tosses her hands on her hips. “See, that’s the thing. How did it happen, exactly?”

I mentally replay the tape, of how Mr. Wells slid his shirt up my arms then rolled right into groping my breasts and making me a trembling, dripping mess.

“I don’t know. There was an attraction, and we just, sort of, acted on it.”

Molly flips her hair over her shoulder and crosses her arms. “Who made the first move?”

My eyes go wide at her question. I wasn’t expecting this level of probing. But I want to be honest. “I guess he did.”

She steps toward me with this weird look in her eyes I’ve never seen. “I’ll consider forgiving you on one condition.”

“Anything. Just name it, Molls.”

“Tell me how it happened. How he got inside your pants.”

My heart picks up a notch or two. This is getting weirder and weirder.

“Okay, well…” I pause for a moment, wondering just how much detail she really wants me to go into. After all, this has to be grossing her out. “I took a shower and didn’t have any clothes to change into, so he loaned me one of his dress shirts.”

“Mm-hmm,” she says, pursing her lips.

“And I got all turned around with the buttons being on the other side, so when he was helping me, one thing led to another.”

I force a smile, hoping she can’t see how hard my nipples are getting at the memory.

“Uh-huh,” she says. “So, basically, you played dumb, flashed your boobs, and he jumped you like a horn dog?”

“Okay, no, Molly. I didn’t flash a thing. You know I wouldn’t do something like that.”

At that moment, she gets really close to me. So close, I can feel the anger seeping from her pores.

“He’s mine.”

“I know, Molly. He’s your dad, and that will never change.”

Her mouth pulls apart in an angry smirk, right as Mr. Wells walks into the room and stands next to us.

“Girls? How are things going in here?”

“I don’t think you understand,” Molly says, completely ignoring her dad. “When I said ‘he’s mine,’ I meant … he is mine.”

Before I can respond, she grabs Mr. Wells’ arm and pulls him close, resting her head on his chest as she wraps her arms around his waist with a victorious grin.

Mr. Wells looks at me with a surprising blend of fear and shock before planting a soft kiss on Molly’s head. It takes me a hot minute to realize that she’s standing here in nothing more than her underwear, and it doesn’t seem to be fazing him.

And I just got the sickest feeling that I’m about to hear something I don’t want to hear.


Mr. Wells

When I walk in Molly’s room and see she’s barely dressed in this excruciatingly sexy red bra and lacy panties, I almost turn on my heels and leave. But the tension is so thick in there you practically have to wade through it. So despite the fact that my cock is getting stiff yet again, I know I need to stay put.

Molly grabs me by the arm and pulls me to her, and my fears are reinforced. I instinctively know what’s about to play out.

I’ve never had two women fight over me, much less the girl I raised and her best friend whom I’m madly in love with. But I smell a dispute coming on that goes by the name “catfight,” and it will take all the strength I have to keep it under control.

“Molls, I’m your best friend. I would never try to steal him away from you.”

“You’re already doing it.”

“That’s completely unfair, and you know it.”

I can tell Felicia is getting worked up. I kiss the top of Molly’s head, right as she tightens her grip on me. “Sweetie, why don’t you get some clothes on so we can discuss this like adults?”

“He’s right,” Felicia says, crossing her arms. “This really isn’t appropriate conversation when you’re barely dressed.”

“Well,” Molly says, running her hand up my chest, “I don’t want to get dressed. And let me be very clear: he’s my daddy, and I don’t plan to share him.”

Felicia’s mouth parts in surprise, and I’m at a loss for words. She steps close to us, running her eyes over Molly’s hands and the way she’s touching me.

“Is there something going on here that I’m not aware of?” Felicia asks, pointing her gaze at me.

“No,” I answer, holding my hands up in the air in self-defense. “Absolutely not.”

Fuck, what the hell is Molly doing?

“There isn’t yet,” Molly grits out. “But there will be. And once my daddy gets a taste of this pussy he’ll never go back to yours.”

Felicia gasps and steps back, throwing her hands over her mouth. And I swear, it feels like every ounce of blood inside me rushes through my cock, making it harder than it’s ever been.

That’s it.

I have to put a stop to this.

“Molly, that’s enough. I’m with Felicia now.” I grip her by the arm in an attempt to push her aside, but she’s fueled by adrenaline, and I don’t want to hurt her. She jerks her hand away and grabs the zipper to my jeans, tugging it down and snaking her tiny hand inside while Felicia stands there in utter shock. Before I can say a word, Molly’s fingers are rubbing my erection, and I’m growling like a beast.

“Mmm,” Molly purrs, “daddy is so hard right now. And I’m the one who’s touching him. Not you.”

“You bitch,” Felicia says, clenching her fists and looking at me with jealousy in her eyes.

Jesus, this situation has gotten so out of hand, and the sexual energy in the room has gotten so intense, the only way out of this is to fuck them both.

I reach out to Felicia and put my hand on the back of her head, pulling her close to me. She pulls in a quick breath, her hands flying to my chest as I pull her in for a kiss.

She whimpers as I dart my tongue inside her mouth, her body tight as she arches away from me. Molly ends up jerking down my jeans and boxers, forcing my cock to spring out, and within seconds, her fingers are wrapped around my cock and sweeping up and down.

I moan into Felicia’s mouth, and her body starts to melt against me.

“He’s my daddy,” Molly clips out before dragging her tongue along my neck.

Fuck, the way her hand is working my cock as she playfully sucks on my flesh has got my dick rock hard.

Felicia pushes against me, breaking the kiss. “He’s my daddy, too.”

The next thing I know, she’s pulling off her clothes as fast as she can, keeping her gaze focused on Molly as she licks my neck and pumps her fist up and down my length. I watch as Felicia’s body is revealed to me, absentmindedly reaching down to grope Molly’s ass.

“Oooh, yeah, daddy,” Molly moans, rubbing her fingertip over my slit now slick with pre-cum.

“We’ll just see whose pussy he wants after this,” Felicia spits out as her panties hit the floor. Her breasts are heaving and her nipples tight and pointed.

“Oh, I already know the answer to that,” Molly barks, pushing me so hard I stumble back and land on the bed.

“Jesus,” I mutter as Molly undoes her bra, letting it swoosh to the floor before she drops to her knees.

Her huge breasts, so creamy and round, make my cock leak as they sway back and forth.

Felicia purses her lips, looking like she’s about ready to snap her best friend in half. Fuck, this fight is making my balls so fucking full of cum, I honestly don’t know how I will be able to fuck them both without cumming in three seconds.

“But before I give him my tight virgin cunt,” Molly adds, gripping my manhood and stroking lightly up and down, “I’m going to show him all the magic my mouth can perform.”

“Oh fuck,” I groan as she sticks her tongue out and flicks the crown, dragging a string of pre-cum over my shaft.

“I can’t believe you,” Felicia growls, dropping to her knees and getting between my legs. “I can suck his dick better than you can, you bitch.”

The next thing I know, both the girl’s tongues are flicking the head of my shaft, forcing more clear fluid to seep out. Their breathing is frantic, and their voices little sounds of frustrated grunting as they fight over my cock.

I lean down and grab one of their breasts each, giving their nipples a light pinch, right as Felicia wraps her lips around my crown.

“You whore,” Molly spits out, watching her best friend engulf my shaft in one fell swoop.

“Oh fuck, baby, that’s so good,” I growl, pinching her nipple harder and making her squeak. “You know daddy loves the way you suck my dick.”

I know that will trigger Molly’s jealousy, which will make her want to work harder at pleasing me. And sure enough, she huffs and pushes my legs wider, moving her mouth down to my balls where she takes one in her mouth and suckles softly.

“Damn,” I mutter under my breath.

With Felicia sucking my cock and Molly working her magic mouth on my sack, I can feel the pressure behind the floodgates.

I fist their hair and thrust my hips, forcing my cock so far back in Felicia’s throat, she gags and has to come up for air.

“Lightweight,” Molly laughs, taking my cock from her friend and sinking her lips all the way down to the root.

“Oh my god,” I grunt, watching her head bob up and down as she looks up at me with these innocent eyes. My cock is throbbing painfully now, I need to cum so badly.

“She’s only good because she practiced on all those dildos like a slut,” Felicia growls.

Molly pops her lips off my manhood, working her fingers up and down as she flashes her friend a cynical smile. “That’s right, you stupid whore. While you were busy indulging your cunt with my dildos, I was working on learning how to please a man.”

Felicia gasps again, and my cock twitches as more pre-cum slips out. Felicia notices, grips my cock, and takes me in her mouth again as Molly shakes her head in frustration.

“Oh baby, you’re going to make me cum sucking me like that.”

Molly grits her teeth as she watches Felicia move faster, sucking me with unbelievable skill.

“Fine. If daddy is going to cum, it will not be by your lips alone.”

And with that, she angles her head to the side and plants her lips on the base of my shaft, snaking her tongue over the root and down to my balls.

“Jesus,” I whisper, reaching down to fondle their tits as my dick grows harder and longer.

Both Felicia and Molly are purring softly, seemingly content to be bringing me pleasure at once. Hot lava rushes under my skin as my cum gets ready to erupt, and I give one push, turning my eyes down to my girls and watching their lips and tongues cover the entirety of my cock.

“Get ready, baby,” I growl, tightening my hands around their soft breasts.

Felicia sucks in her lips, tightening her grip on my manhood right as the first burst comes out.

“Fuck!” I yell, feeling my length throb and twitch against the roof of her mouth.

Another large load bursts out, and I can tell it’s a lot to handle, so Felicia pops her little lips off of me and holds my length steady, sticking out her tongue to catch my seed.

“I want some,” Molly whines, grabbing the base of my shaft and turning the head in her direction.

She pouts her lips and sucks softly on the head as another spurt comes out.

“That’s good, baby doll,” I groan, watching her face as she drinks me down.

Felicia turns her head and sweeps her tongue over my scrotum, licking and flicking as the last little bit bursts out on Molly’s chin.

And as that sexy girl I raised smiles at me and licks my seed away as her little fingers continue to work my length, I tell her, “I think I’m ready for that pussy you promised me.”


Felicia

My best friend and my man.

Our entire relationship just shifted on a dime.

The relationship between all three of us just shifted.

I don’t know what Molly thinks is going to happen, but I will not let her take this man away from me.

I love him, and I will fight for him, tooth and nail.

She thinks she can win him over with her virgin pussy? Well, once her cherry is popped, she won’t be a virgin anymore.

And he’ll still want me.

“I have good pussy, too, daddy,” I tell Mr. Wells as I crawl along Molly’s bed to him.

He’s lying on his back, his cock turgid as it points to the ceiling.

“Oh, baby, I know you do,” he says, putting his hand to the back of my head and pulling me in for a kiss while he massages my breast hanging down.

His tongue invades my mouth as my pussy drips with need. I can feel the bed shift as Molly creeps up next to us, just waiting to get her turn in.

“But my pussy is still tight and filled with a sweet cherry that has daddy’s name all over it.”

Mr. Wells groans into my mouth, obviously getting turned on by Molly’s words.

“My pussy is still plenty tight, even though daddy fucked me relentlessly last night,” I say, digging the knife in deeper.

“Alright, that’s enough, both of you. You’re practically like sisters. Act like it.”

“Yes, sir,” we both grumble, knowing we need to straighten up but not wanting to.

“Baby girl,” Mr. Wells says, brushing some hair out of my face. “Get up here and sit on my face. Molly? On your knees, between my legs, sucking my cock.”

I turn to Molly and stick my tongue out at her, and she does the same. Well, at least daddy wants my pussy on his face first. Naturally that’s the way it is because he doesn’t want Molly like he wants me.

I spin around and straddle his face, making sure I’m facing Molly. I want to be able to keep an eye on her and make sure she doesn’t try to upstage me with any blowjob tricks. I can already see how her mind operates.

Besides, if I’m being honest, I might learn a trick or two, even if it pisses me off to admit that.

“Fuck, I love this pussy,” daddy groans, his big hands groping my ass as I lower my dripping folds to his lips.

“Mm, I know you do, daddy,” I purr as I feel his tongue dart inside my hot tunnel.

I sink my teeth into my lower lip as Molly sticks her ass up in the air and lowers her mouth to Mr. Wells’ cock.

He moans, his hot breath hitting my cunt as Slutty Molly licks his rod. It twitches as she wraps her fingers around his girth, and I feel the anger building, wishing it was me licking his erection like that.

His hips begin to thrust as she sinks her mouth all the way down, but when his tongue begins to dart along my clit, my nipples grow tight, and I feel my own desire grip me.

“Ooh, yeah, daddy, right there…” I purr, forcing Molly to give me a dirty look.

I roll my hips and let out a long moan, rubbing myself on his mouth while also rubbing it in her face how good my daddy is making me feel.

His licks become more urgent as Molly bobs her head faster, pumping her fist up and down and making his dick turn to steel. She squeezes the base and flicks her tongue along the underside of his crown, making him moan and shake his head back and forth.

“Oh fuck,” I purr, arching my back and pointing out my tits, showing Molly how hard he makes my nipples.

Mr. Wells sticks a few fingers in my pussy, and I feel my juices flow out, thick like honey and driving me delirious with a sudden need to cum.

“Ooh, daddy, I love how you finger-fuck my pussy…”

With a long groan, Mr. Wells dives deep in my channel and begins massaging my g-spot, making me tremble.

Molly seems more agitated, watching me grind on his face, and the next thing I know, she’s slinking up on the bed to mount his hips.

I gasp and blurt out, “daddy!” as I start to tell him what she’s doing. But he just moans and licks my clit faster, pumping his fingers in and out of my dripping hole.

Molly sticks her tongue out at me as she grips the base of his shaft and points it at the entrance to her shaved pussy.

I refuse to feed into this any longer. If she wants to pop her cherry on his cock while he’s not even paying attention, then so be it.

I bet she regrets it later.

As she leans forward and puts her hands on his lower abs, she sinks her ass all the way down, forcing a loud growl to rumble up daddy’s throat.

“Oh god,” he moans, steadily moving his fingers in and out of me.

“Daddy,” I plead, wiggling my ass over his face.

“Oooooh,” Molly purrs. “Your cock is about to burst my little cherry, daddy. Do you feel it?”

“Shit,” he whispers, thrusting his hips up with so much force that Molly yips, her tits bouncing as Mr. Wells sinks balls deep in her cunt.

His tongue immediately moves back to my hard little clit where he sweeps it back and forth, bringing me to the edge.

Molly closes her eyes and starts bouncing like a little slut, riding my daddy’s dick like she owns it.

Well, she doesn’t.

I press my hands to Mr. Wells’ chest and roll my hips in a circle as his fingers and tongue work my pussy over. His groaning gets louder, more intense, and his breaths hit my rear end with such force, I can tell he’s as close as I am.

I watch Molly grind her ass on his balls, her nipples perking out like bullets as her “O” face takes shape.

“I’m gonna cum, daddy.”

With a thick growl, Mr. Wells gives one upward thrust, while tugging my clit past his lips and sucking me good.

My entire body jerks as I cum right there, watching Molly’s body tremble as she moans and thrashes her hips. My nipples tingle and my pussy gushes as I ride through my blissful orgasm.

“Give me your seed, daddy. I want your baby!” she squeals.

God, that little slut!

Mr. Wells seems to love it, though, increasing his growls as he launches his pelvis upward in hard bursts. At one point, Molly looks down and pushes up on one leg, letting his cock slide out as she holds the base of his cock and shows off his creamy jizz spurting on her clit.

But the sight of it just makes my clit bounce harder as Mr. Wells flicks his tongue over it.

“Mmm,” I moan, digging my nails into his flesh as I watch Molly sink her cunt back down his length. “Save some for me, daddy. I want your baby, too.”

His fingers slide out of my pussy, and he grips my ass as he continues to suck on my clit. My body burns all over from the intensity of my orgasm, and he just seems to be hell bent on stretching my orgasm out as long as it will go.

“Oh god, I’m gonna cum again,” Molly murmurs, grinding her hips in harder circles as she rubs her pussy all over my daddy’s cock.

“Oh fuck, baby doll. That’s a girl. Daddy’s still cumming in that pretty pussy,” he grunts, moving his mouth away from my pussy to talk to her.

He grips the mounds of my ass as he kisses my pussy lips. And I’m forced to watch the girl who’s supposed to be like my sister ride his cock and cum everywhere while he does the same.

I’m going to get even with her over this if it’s the last thing I do.


Mr. Wells

I make the girls lie in bed quietly while I go to the bathroom. “You two stay put and no fighting. We still need to talk this out before Felicia has to leave.”

Molly twirls her hair and smiles at me. “No problem, daddy. We’ll be fine.”

I glance at Felicia who’s pretty quiet right now. I know she doesn’t want to go home all alone, especially with everything that just transpired here. And quite honestly, I don’t want her to leave either. I want her in bed with me, all night. Fuck, if I’m being honest, I want her and Molly in bed with me.

Don’t get me wrong. I feel guilty about taking advantage of Molly’s fear of abandonment. With both of her parents gone, and me being the only father figure she’s ever known, it makes sense that she would feel the need to resort to “any means necessary” in order to keep me. And since she feels threatened by the sexual energy between me and Felicia, she’s going to turn sexual too.

She probably will regret sliding that tight pussy down my cock while having a threesome with her best friend. Hell, maybe I will too, even though just the thought of how tight and wet she was is making me a little stiff again. For now, I need to figure out a way to get them back into each other’s good graces.

I use the bathroom and take a few extra minutes to wash my face and hands so I can think.

I don’t want to have to hide my feelings for Felicia, so at some point after the holidays, I’ll offer to talk with her mother and explain how much I love her daughter. I’ll also go out of my way to give Molly extra time while she’s home from college. Maybe the three of us can work on doing something special, like that all-you-can-eat sushi bar they both used to love. Or maybe we could head to the beach for an overnight before Molly goes back to school.

I hear their voices carry into the bathroom, and by the time I come out, both of them are sitting up in bed going at it.

“You just wanted to fuck him to prove a point, and to make me jealous,” Felicia says, her breasts wiggling as she bobs her head side to side.

“I did not. I want him for life. Making you jealous was just icing on the cake.”

“Girls!” I snap, sliding between them on the bed. “You can’t keep doing this. You’ve been best friends for over twelve years.”

“She should have at least told me she had feelings for you, daddy,” Molly says, leaning back on her pillows.

“I didn’t know I had feelings for him, Molls. I told you, it happened out of the blue.”

I hold up my hands in the shape of a T. “Timeout for a second. Molly, zip your lips for one minute while I talk with Felicia. I mean it, not a word.”

She huffs and crosses her arms. “Fine.”

I turn to face Felicia, her angelic cheeks so rosy and her eyes filled with so much love. “Do you love me, baby girl?”

“Yes. I love you so much, daddy.”

“Good. Do you want to be with me?”

“Of course.” She touches my face.

“Even if it means sharing me with your best friend?”

I can feel Molly shift on the bed, and Felicia’s eyes dart behind me as she looks at her, twisting her lips deep in thought.

“Let me put it a different way. If things could go back to the way they were, with sleepovers, midnight movies and pizza, and family outings with just the three of us, only this time there will be times that I lick your pussy and fuck you until your toes curl, would you want that?”

Her face blooms with lust. “Yes, daddy. Yes I would.”

“Even if it means I do those same things to Molly too?”

Her eyes search my face, and she finally lets out a sigh. “I guess that’s okay. Because I don’t want to lose you, or my best friend.”

I press my lips to hers and kiss her before turning to Molly. “What about you, baby doll? Are you going to be okay with me fucking your best friend, if it means I fuck you too?”

She chews on the inside of her lip for a few seconds. “I guess, daddy. I do want you to be happy.”

“Thank you. I want you to be happy, too. Goddamn it, I love you both more than anything in this world. I just want to show my love for you in every way imaginable.”

I spread my arms and pull both my girls to my chest to cuddle, and I see Felicia offer a little smile to Molly. Molly smiles back, and they reach across my abs to lock fingers.

“I’m sorry I was such a bitch,” Molly says.

“Me too,” Felicia echoes.

“You two are making me so proud right now,” I say, my cock twitching as it gets hard.

The girls notice, both of them reaching down with their free hands to lightly stroke my length while they look at each other, biting their lips.

“Oh fuck,” I growl. “As I recall, I never did get to properly fuck you, baby girl. And you,” I say to Molly, kissing her head. “I want to tear into that pussy with my mouth.”

“Mm, I thought you’d never ask.”

I get up and curl a finger at her, and she wiggles to the foot of the bed.

“Baby girl, you do whatever feels good while I lick Molly’s little pussy here.”

I push Molly’s legs up in the air and lift her ass off the mattress, then dive face-first into her glistening folds. I slowly, softly lap at her hard little pearl, noticing her body jerk with each lick.

“Oh daddy…”

From her freshly fucked hole I can see her cream sliding out, so I drag my finger around her entrance, watching her squirm on the bed.

In the meantime, Felicia is getting on her knees between my legs, leaning back against the mattress as she takes me in her mouth.

“That’s a good girl,” I groan, feeling her warm, wet lips go around my girth.

My balls are already getting heavy, and all I want to do is watch my girl cum. I slide one finger inside her cunt, feeling her walls grip me as she purrs. I look at her body, at her large breasts as they roll on her chest, her nipples shrinking as they harden.

Her teeth press into her lip and she arches her back. “Please, daddy … lick my pussy so I can cum…”

Felicia’s hands grip the base of my shaft as she quickens her movements. I feel her tongue gliding along the underside of my shaft, then come up and circle my frenulum, making my dick throb and pulse.

I growl and press my lips to Molly’s clit before tugging her bump of tissue in my mouth. She hisses and thrashes her hips, and I feel her bud swell on my tongue as she gets close to having an orgasm.

Felicia starts toying with my balls, and I begin to pump my hips, forcing my cock further and further into her mouth. Soft grunts escape her throat, making me want to pump harder.

So I do.

Her hands slide up the outside of my thighs as I fuck her mouth, so slick and slippery with saliva.

“Oh jesus,” I grunt.

I use my fingers to spread apart Molly’s pussy lips, then flick her hard little bean as fast as I can. Her thighs start trembling and she squeals as she cums. Fuck, her sounds turn me on.

I slide three fingers in her cunt and find the nodule of her g-spot before curling my fingers upward, giving one hard thrust to Felicia’s throat. Her tonsils grip me as she swallows, and it sucks the cum right out of my cock.

I groan as I empty in her mouth, watching Molly rock her hips up and down while I lick her clit and finger her pussy.

“Yes, daddy! Oh fuck yesssss!”

Her fingers twist in my hair and she tugs hard as she lurches her ass off the bed. I reach up and lightly twist her nipples, making sure my tongue continues to flick her bean.

Felicia is relentless in her sucking as more cum spurts out. But now, I just want to see her pretty ass in the air as I plant my seed inside of her again. I really want to see that belly of hers grow.

I run my hands over Molly’s tummy as I stand up, then look down at Felicia as she sucks my cock with passion.

Tugging my dick from her mouth, I already miss the warm, tight space. But I know that warm tight space between her legs will feel good, too.

“On your knees, baby girl. Daddy wants to spray your walls.”

“Mm, yes sir.” She wipes the corners of her mouth with her fingers, then gets settled on the bed next to Molly, ass up.

I lift a leg and grip her by the hips, tugging her toward me several inches so I can angle my head to her entrance. I run my palms over the smoothness of her globes. I flick my gaze to Molly as she scooches closer to Felicia with a smile on her face.

“I bet daddy’s cock feels good from behind, huh?” Molly asks.

With a smile, I slip inside her pussy, and Felicia exhales as her head drops. “It’s the best,” she murmurs.

Molly sits up on her elbows and watches me enter her friend, one leg folded on the bed, the other propped up.

“You want to watch me fuck her, baby doll?” I ask Molly.

With a wicked smile, she nods and sits up, then gets on all fours herself as she peeks over Felicia’s back to get a straight shot of my cock sliding inside Felicia’s pussy.

I release a moan as I go balls deep, then start fucking with speed, my balls slapping Felicia’s pussy lips that are slick with her desire.

“That’s so sexy, daddy,” Molly purrs, running her hand over Felicia’s lower back.

I reach over and cup her breasts with my free hand, feeling her nipples pucker against my palm as I pump faster and faster.

“Oooooh, yeah,” Felicia purrs. I can feel her walls getting tighter as I fuck her with more and more force.

“Make her cum, daddy.”

Molly gets up on her knees and spreads apart Felicia’s cheeks, making her puckered rose more visible. I watch as it quivers, turning me on more than anything.

“I’m … I’m gonna cum, daddy,” she says, her voice tight and throaty.

All I can think about is making both my girls cum at the same time. So while I drive my dick deep inside her cunt, I move my right hand to Molly’s pussy and circle her clit, still slick with her own juices.

She huffs and throws both arms to my shoulders, letting her eyes flutter closed.

“You like how daddy tickles your clit, baby doll?”

“Uh-huh,” she purrs.

Felicia tosses a look over her shoulder, but when I press down the small of her back and ram her tight little cunt with force, she cries out as her head falls to the bed below.

“Oh fuck!” Felicia’s pussy grips me so tight I can hardly hold back.

“Ooooh,” Molly purrs, her clit swelling up like a balloon as I diddle her quickly.

“Both of you, cum right now with daddy,” I growl.

My cock explodes, and I feel my seed spray Felicia’s cervix as her walls squeeze my shaft, pulsing and convulsing as she cries out in pleasure. “Oh daddy!”

When Molly cums, her nipples shoot out like torpedoes as she arches her back. She bucks her hips and lets out a high-pitched squeal.

My balls shoot out another load, making me shudder at the intensity of my orgasm. I look down and see the white stuff oozing out around my cock, but it just makes me pound her harder as I try to fuck my seed back inside of her.

I shove several fingers inside of Molly and rub the meaty part of my hand on her clit. Her nails dig into the flesh of my shoulders as she squirts around my thick fingers. Her breaths come out in hard bursts, her tits rolling as she rocks against me and bounces on my hand.

Felicia’s cunt squeezes my cock, forcing one more shot of jizz from my slit. Fuck, it feels so good to cum at the same time as my girls.

And as much as I would love to keep fucking Felicia while I finger-bang Molly, my cock is officially done for now.

I lean down and suck one of Molly’s nipples past my lips as my cock slips from Felicia’s pussy.

“Mmm, daddy, I love your mouth,” she says, running her hands through my hair.

“My mouth loves you, princess.”

With a giggle on her lips, Felicia rolls over and kicks her legs in the air. “Well, I love your mouth and your cock. And right now, my pussy loves you too. I have all your cream inside of me, daddy.”

Molly falls down on the bed as I mount her, planting a soft kiss on her lips. I then move to Molly and do the same, but she slides her tongue in my mouth and moans softly.

“I love both you girls, and I would love to continue this, but I need a little recovery time.”

“I think we do, too,” Molly says as I stand up.

Felicia nods in agreement. “Yeah, and I have to think about heading home soon.”

“I’ll take you back. Why don’t you girls bond while I get dressed and make some spiced cider.”

“Or,” Felicia says, sitting up on her elbow. “We could call my mom, see if she wants to come over so the four of us can spend Christmas Eve together?”

“That sounds great. I’m grilling steaks, and there’s plenty for both of you, if you don’t have any special plans.”

“We don’t,” she says with excitement. “We were just going to order pizza and chill. I’ll call her right now.”

I can tell she really doesn’t want to leave. And I don’t want her to either.

I leave the girls to go to my room and get dressed, thankful for everything that’s happened over the last two days.

I just hope Felicia’s mom won’t look at me with disgust when she finds out how I feel about her daughter.


Book 3: Doubly Dirty

Felicia

After dropping Molly back off at school, Mr. Wells and I plan to head straight home. But when he runs into one of his old college fraternity brothers on campus, our plans suddenly change.

Darren Simpson wants to have lunch and catch up, which seems harmless enough. But “catching up” turns into “wandering eyes,” and I’m taken by surprise at my sudden need to have two men at once. Not that it will ever happen…

Mr. Wells

It’s a bittersweet day, saying goodbye to my Molly once again. But one of my old college friends is here, and I can’t turn down a quick lunch with a brother.

It’s obvious Felicia and Darren are drawn to each other in a way I would have never expected, despite the fact that Darren was always pretty wild. But I can see how much she wants to be with the both of us, at the same time. And the way my body is responding to her desire lets me know I need to let her live out her fantasy of seeing double.


Felicia

“Are you sure you don’t want us to hang out with you for a while, baby doll? It’s still early.”

Mr. Wells is lying on Molly’s bed, hands clasped behind his head and ankles crossed. I can tell he wants a quickie, but Molly is exhausted. She sent me a message this morning saying she was up half the night stressing over this Biology exam she has to make up tomorrow.

“I can’t. I need to study. Scratch that. I need to take a nap, then study.”

I walk across the room and give her a hug. “Get some rest and don’t worry about your exam. You’ll do great.”

I can feel her smile as she hugs me back. “This was the best Christmas and New Year’s ever. I can’t wait until my next break so I can come home again.”

Mr. Wells joins us, the three of our bodies meshed in a warm embrace. We’ve spent the last week together as an inseparable threesome—going out to dinner, watching movies just like the old days, and a few sleepovers that left me trembling and sore. Needless to say, parting ways with my best friend after all we’ve been through is not coming easily.

But now that it’s a new year, I feel hopeful about what’s on the horizon. Mr. Wells and Molly have always been the most important people in my life, other than my mother of course. And now, with our relationship dynamic having shifted for the better, I know there will be more good times. Sure, there will be challenges too. But we love each other fiercely, so I have faith we will weather any storm.

“I love you, honey. Study hard and do your best. You know that’s all I ever ask.”

“I know, daddy. I know.”

I step back as Mr. Wells gives Molly a kiss. It doesn’t bother me now, watching the man who was willing to raise Molly as his own flesh and blood—even though she isn’t—show his love for her with more tenderness than ever. In fact, I think it makes me want him even more. His intense sexuality and dominance is such a turn-on that leaves me heady. Warmth spreads through me as they hug, and it stays with me as we leave her dorm to head back to his car.

“Well, I’ll miss my girl, but it’ll be nice to have you all to myself for a little while,” Mr. Wells says, wrapping an arm around my waist.

I return the hug and rest my head on his shoulder as we walk along the trail that leads to the visitor’s parking area. “It will be nice for me, too. Now we just need to give the good news to my mom and we’ll be all set.”

“I know, baby girl. I think we should tell her tonight, now that the dust from the holidays has settled.”

I let out a sigh, knowing he’s right, but still nervous about how my mom will react. “She’s working tonight, third shift. I think it would be best if we waited until the end of the week when she’s off.”

“What’s this? You’re going to be all alone tonight?”

I look up at Mr. Wells and he has that evil glint in his eyes. “Sure am. Wanna do something about it?”

“You bet I’m going to do something about it.” He lets out a deep laugh and lets his hand slide down to my ass, giving my cheek a firm squeeze and making me flush as a man approaches us on the sidewalk.

I giggle, and the stranger gives us a funny look, slowing down to talk with us.

“Connor Wells? Is that you?”

Mr. Wells pauses and stops on the sidewalk. “Darren?”

“Yeah,” he replies, laughing as he extends a hand. “Holy shit. How have you been?”

“Not bad. What a small world, running into you here.”

They share a quick “bro” hug as I step aside and pretend to check my phone for messages. Wow, this Darren guy is absolutely smoking hot.

“It is a small world. I’m just returning my daughter after Christmas break. What are you doing here?”

“Same thing as you.”

I glance up and see them shaking their heads in disbelief.

“Can you believe we’re old enough to have college aged kids? Sometimes it feels like just yesterday we were hanging out at the Sigma Delta house, doing things we knew we’d regret in the morning.”

Mr. Wells chuckles and looks my way. “It does seem like that.”

“I’m sorry, is this your daughter?” Mr. Simpson asks, nodding in my direction.

“No, this is Molly’s best friend, Felicia.”

“Wonderful to meet you, Felicia. I’m Darren Simpson.”

“Nice to meet you too,” I say, taking his warm hand in mine. I notice his striking green eyes, his rugged features, and I get that familiar sensation between my legs.

“Connor and I went to Central U together. Shared some pretty wild times.” He has this gleam in his eye, and I get the distinct impression that Mr. Wells has a past that would surprise me. Or maybe it wouldn’t.

“Ha, you could say that. It’s a wonder we survived some of the crazy stunts we pulled.”

“No doubt. Listen, we should catch up. Why don’t you stop over at my place and have a drink sometime?”

Mr. Wells looks at me, as if seeking approval. Or maybe he’s trying to figure out a way to let him down gracefully. “I don’t know. We have a four-hour drive back home. Maybe next time I’m in town?”

“Where do you live?”

“Middleton.”

“Well, I’m right off the interstate. Why don’t you stop by on your way back? I can toss some sandwiches together for the three of us?”

Another quick glance in my direction. I smile and nod. “Sounds good to me.” Anything to spend a little time with this hot blast from Mr. Wells’ past.

“Great! Let me text you my address and you can head on over.”

***

“We don’t have to go over there if you don’t want.”

“I don’t mind. It would be good for you to have a little time with one of your college friends.” And for me to indulge in a little eye candy.

“I do want to catch up. But I’m dying to get my hands on your body.”

His fingers glide up my leg, and I bite my lip, spreading my thighs. “I’m anxious for your hands, too. We’ll be polite, stay an hour or so, then head back home where you and I will devour each other through the night.”

“Oh fuck, that sounds perfect.”

We stop at a local market on the way and grab some fresh fruit before heading to Mr. Simpson’s house. By the time we arrive, he’s arranged a spread of deli meats, cheeses, and different breads on the table. He offers to take our coats, and I realize I’m wearing my “sexy” sweater. It’s a light periwinkle and made of the softest cotton, but it’s also extremely tight with a low-cut dip in the front that displays the swell of my boobs. I wore it specifically for my daddy, knowing he would enjoy sneaking peeks at me on the drive home, never expecting to be put in the position we’re in right now.

Mr. Simpson immediately moves his gaze to my chest as he takes my coat, then looks me right in the eyes, giving me a primal look, one I’ve seen from Mr. Wells a number of times over the past few weeks. I can’t help that my pussy twitches slightly, and I wonder what kind of lover he is.

“I’ll just put these in the guest room, and we can all make some sandwiches then sit down to eat.”

After Mr. Simpson disappears down the hall, Mr. Wells pulls me to his side and presses his lips to my ear. “I think he’s checking you out. I plan to make sure he knows your mine, right out of the gate.”

I sink my teeth into my lower lip. “So, sharing me is out then?”

He lifts a brow and searches my face as I give him my best innocent but horny look. Hey, I share him with Molly. What’s the harm in letting me have a little fun with his friend? I’m eighteen years old. I should have a little fun before the big 19 makes an appearance in just a few short months.

When Mr. Simpson makes a quick reappearance, we all make lunch and sit at his dining table.

“It was really nice of you to invite us over, Mr. Simpson.”

“Oh please, call me Darren. And you’re quite welcome. It’s nice to have some friends in the house, especially with my daughter back in school and the holidays being over.”

“Hmph, I can relate to that,” Mr. Wells grumbles.

“It’s not as easy as I thought it would be. I’ve gotten to the point where I have regular cookouts on the weekends. Anna used to have friends over so regularly that this place seems too quiet now.”

“I take it there’s no Mrs. in the picture?”

Darren shakes his head. “No, we split up a few years ago. She travels a lot with her job so Anna stays with me most of the time.”

Mr. Wells nods in my direction. “Well, Felicia and Molly were inseparable before she left for college. But now that I have this little gem in my life as well, it doesn’t seem so quiet and empty.”

Mr. Wells reaches over and puts his hand on mine, and I can’t help but beam brightly. Darren darts his gaze between us. “You two are … together?”

“Sure are. And I can’t tell you how happy I am.” Tingles dance along my flesh as he smiles at me, lightly brushing his thumb along my hand.

“I’m happy, too, daddy.” The word just pops off my lips without me giving it any thought. I feel my cheeks immediately begin to flush.

I flick my gaze in Darren’s direction, and his eyes seem to be ablaze with curiosity. “Interesting nickname,” he says, tossing a grape into his mouth.

“We have an interesting relationship,” Mr. Wells says, giving me a wink.

“Really?” Darren moves his gaze swiftly to my chest, and I feel my nipples pucker.

God, my hormones are so out of whack. I’ve never been this turned on around a stranger. But I know Mr. Wells won’t share me with Darren.

I guess the saying is true: you always want what you can’t have.


Mr. Wells

“I’d love to hear more about this … interesting relationship of yours.”

Oh, I’d just bet he would. I have pretty fond memories of me and Darren and this particular foursome we had back in our college days. It only happened once, but the memory is fresh.

“Felicia is kind of like a daughter to me, given that I watched her grow up.” I squeeze her hand, wishing I could squeeze something else. “Calling me ‘daddy’ just seemed natural, didn’t it, baby girl?”

Her face flushes a deep red as she nods, and I can’t help but notice the semi-shy look she aims at Darren. She probably assumes he’s disgusted, but Darren was always rather perverted. I doubt that’s changed.

“That makes perfect sense. How is your daughter handling the relationship? Or … does she know?” Darren asks, giving me an evil smirk.

“She knows,” Felicia answers before I can. “And she’s very supportive.”

Darren blows out a soft breath and shakes his head. “I’ll be honest. Anna’s got a few hot friends I’ve imagined more times than I care to admit. But there is no way she’d forgive me if I indulged in those fantasies and fu—well, you know, had a quick roll in the sack.”

Felicia laughs and covers her mouth as if embarrassed, bringing a smile to Darren’s face.

“I can assure you what we share is more than a quick roll in the sack,” I defend. “Felicia and I love each other, and Molly understands that.”

“You should just tell him, daddy.”

Felicia smirks at me, and I know what she’s referring to. The thing is, I’m not ashamed to tell Darren about the truly unconventional nature of our relationship. But telling a guy these sorts of things can unleash hidden beasts.

“Tell me what?” Darren leans on the table, clasping his hands together.

Ah, what the hell.

“Molly and Felicia and I are …” I bob my head, trying to find the words. “I guess you could say we’re in a poly relationship.”

Darren’s eyes grow wide, then narrow as he moves his eyes back and forth between me and Felicia. My girl just sits there, chewing her ham sandwich and placing a potato chip delicately in her mouth.

“You’re in a poly relationship? With your daughter?”

I rub my forehead, realizing I never actually explained that. “Molly isn’t really my daughter. I call her that because I raised her after her mother passed away when she was in grade school. She never knew her real dad, and no family members came forward to take her in. So, I stepped up to the plate.”

“I know it sounds crazy,” Felicia says, her voice so soft and demure but filled with love, “but so far it seems to be working out great. Daddy takes good care of both of us.”

Fuck, I’m sitting here getting a boner, which pretty much happens every time Felicia calls me daddy. But now that we’re explaining it, and I can see by the look on his face that Darren is getting aroused, it’s igniting something inside of me.

Felicia’s phone rings inside of her purse, and she excuses herself to take the call, leaving me and Darren alone for several minutes.

“Wow. This is about the hottest fucking story I’ve ever heard. You’re a lucky sonofabitch.”

I can’t help but chuckle. “Tell me about it. I’ve had two eighteen-year-olds climbing my body every day for the last week. But it’s not without its challenges. Trying to please them both and allaying jealous feelings that have crept up a few times have kept me on my toes. But I definitely wouldn’t have it any other way.”

“So Felicia and Molly are both eighteen?”

I nod. “And virgins until I came along.”

“Whew. That is … wow. I gotta say, I’m getting a hard-on right now. I don’t suppose you need Uncle Darren to make a surprise visit anytime soon, do you?” he asks with a laugh.

I laugh with him, not at all surprised he would resort to making a suggestively taboo joke. “Hey, I can’t say I blame you for getting stiff. I wake up with a hard-on every day, and fortunately, ever since Christmas, I’ve had Molly there to satisfy my needs. Felicia has come over every day, too, and the three of us always end up in bed together.”

“Fuuuuck,” Darren rubs his face, and I know he’s struggling. To be honest, I feel like I need a good tug and jerk just from talking about it.

Felicia comes back just then and leans her upper body on the back of the chair, her pert tits getting squished by her arms and practically hanging out of her sweater.

“So, what’d I miss?” she asks, looking at the two of us flirtatiously.

I hear Darren pull in a deep breath as he leans back in his seat. I rub my dick through my pants, feeling the need to take Felicia right here, stake my fucking claim in front of Darren to make sure he knows that no matter how badly he wants to fuck my baby girl, she belongs to me.

“Not much. Who called?”

“My mom,” Felicia says, tossing her long hair over her shoulder. “She’s getting ready to lie down before her shift, and just wanted to make sure we got Molly back to school and were on our way home.”

I look at Darren, and the fucker has his eyes on Felicia’s tight cleavage. I can only imagine how hard he’s getting right now.

“I suppose we should get going anways.”

“So soon?”

“Yeah. So soon?” Felicia echoes.

I’m caught between a rock and a hard place right now. I know Felicia wants me to stay and keep chatting, but she has no idea what was said while she was out of the room. I’m desperately feeling the need to get her home and fuck her senseless.

“We’ve got a four-hour ride home, baby.”

“That’s a long haul. Why don’t you let me make you some coffee to go?”

“That sounds great.”

Smiling, Darren gets up from the table and walks across the kitchen as Felicia flips around and hugs the back of the chair behind her, effectively jutting out her chest and forcing her hard little nips to poke through the fabric of her low-cut sweater.

“You like espresso?” Darren asks, pulling a machine out from under the cabinets.

“I love espresso.”

“I don’t care what it is as long as it has caffeine in it.”

Darren chuckles and Felicia spins around, flashing me a pouty face. I wrinkle my brow at her, but she just shakes her head like it’s nothing.

Within several minutes, he’s passing us several travel mugs. “Creamer?”

“Yes, please.”

“You sure you don’t mind us taking these?” I ask, holding up the mug.

“Nah. I actually have a business trip planned your way this week. If I’m that desperate to get them back I can pop over.”

Great. Now I’m committed to returning the favor of providing a meal. Not that I mind. Darren is a nice guy. And we really can’t catch up on old times around Felicia. She’d probably lose all respect for me if she knew the kind of shit we used to get into.

“That works for me.”

“I hope I’m there so I can see you again,” Felicia says, biting her lower lip playfully again.

Darren raises a brow and flicks his gaze south for one more peek. “I hope so too, Felicia. I’d love to see you again. And meet that daughter of yours, Connor.”

“It’s a deal.”

By the time Felicia and I leave Darren’s, I can practically smell the desire leaking from her pussy.


Felicia

We’re in the car for five whole minutes before Mr. Wells says anything. And I’m having to clamp my thighs together I’m so aroused by his friend.

“So what did you think of Darren?”

“I loved him.”

Mr. Wells snaps his head in my direction and I realize that came out pretty sharp.

“Loved him, huh?”

I laugh. “I mean, he seemed really nice. And if I’m being honest, extremely sexy. I bet the college co-eds were hanging all over him when you went to school together.”

When I look his way, he’s lifting a stern brow at me. “Sounds like a certain baby girl has a crush. Do I need to keep an eye on you?”

“Only if you want to watch,” I say, twirling my hair in his direction.

He chuckles again, this time with a little jealousy and maybe arousal in his tone. “Wow. You really think I’m the type to sit and watch?”

Fuck, my pussy is aching now as excited flutters ripple through my tummy. “I would certainly hope you’d want to do more than watch.”

I glance over at him, and he runs his hands through his hair. I can’t tell yet if he’s getting hard, but my hands are twitching to wander. I also want to see how he’s going to play this out.

“You’ve given this some thought, haven’t you?”

“Enough that my pussy is pretty drenched about right now.”

“Fuck,” he grunts, glancing my way. “Pull your pants down and let daddy see.”

With a grin, I unbuckle my jeans and slide them down my hips and past my knees, leaving my panties in place so I don’t smear my juices all over the leather seat of his Blazer.

“Slide to the middle of the car, baby.”

I happily scoot over to where he can reach me. “Now what, daddy?” I say, leaning over and planting a few kisses on his neck.

“Tell me about this fantasy that’s making you so wet while I finger your pussy.”

His fingers snake inside the trim of my panties, and I part my thighs, pulling in a quick breath when his index finger dips past my folds.

“I … I don’t know if it’s anything specific,” I start, already losing my focus as he brushes against my clit. “I guess … I just think it would be nice if I could suck his cock, maybe let him lick my pussy.”

Mr. Wells growls, a different sound than one I’m used to. “What else?”

He plugs my cunt with a finger, getting it drenched in my thick milk, then comes back out to circle my clit rapidly. I huff and look down at the bulge under the material, at my panties hugging his knuckles as he fingers me. My nipples ache to be sucked, kissed. So I reach up and yank my bra cups aside and pull up my sweater.

“Oh Jesus,” he grumbles, giving my tits several quick glances. “Tell me what you’re thinking about, baby.”

“I don’t know, daddy,” I murmur, getting so close to cumming as I imagine Darren moving his tongue between my legs.

“I think what you really want is your daddy fucking you from behind while he forces his cock all the way to the back of your throat.”

“Oh god, yes,” I say, bucking my hips. Mr. Wells forces several fingers inside my pussy, making me tremble.

“I bet you’d like it if I spread those legs wide and fucked your tight little ass while he sucked on your clit, too.”

“Mmmm,” I purr, gripping his wrist and shoving him deeper inside me. I’m so close to tipping over the edge at the though of him invading my most tender hole.

“And I just might toss you on top of him to sixty-nine, listening to the sounds of his nine-inch cock choking you while I fuck your cunt and make you pregnant with my seed.”

“Oh fuck. I’m gonna cum,” I moan.

“Go ahead, baby. Cum to the thought of daddy and Uncle Darren fucking you like the dripping, horny slut that you are, using up every one of your holes until you’re limp as a rag doll.”

“Daddy!” I cry out.

With my thighs trembling out of control, I tumble over the edge, my erect little nub bouncing hard as my walls grip however many fingers are up there. He uses the meat of his palm to massage my clit while he fingerfucks me right through several orgasms.

His groans match mine, my nipples tingling and tightening almost to the beat of my orgasm. I huff and pant, rolling my hips up and down while keeping a firm grip on Mr. Wells’ wrist.

“Jesus, baby. You’ve got me so fucking hard right now, I’m leaking in my fucking pants.”

With glazed eyes, I glance at his bulge, desperate to remove his cock and return the favor. “Let me help with that,” I say, running the flat of my hand over his erection and feeling it twitch at my touch.

“Not right now,” he grunts, pushing my hand away. “I want to get you home and unleash.”

I don’t argue with him because the thought of him unleashing on me excites me. It’s something I need too.

I give him a kiss and slide over before pulling my pants back up, thinking about how he and I have only been alone, really alone, that one night in the hotel. Every other time Molly has been there. Well, except for one evening that she wasn’t feeling well and went to bed early. But I was on edge the whole time, worried that if I made too much noise Molly would get jealous.

But now that she’s back at school, Mr. Wells and I will be able to get into a new groove.

Thinking about being with Darren and Mr. Wells at the same time has me keyed up like never before. I tease him the whole way home, and by the time we get back, Mr. Wells is practically bursting at the seams. He carries me in the house with my legs wrapped around his waist, and I grind against his erection as he groans in my mouth.

We can’t get each other’s clothes off fast enough, and I fully expect him to pound into me with unrelenting force. But he ends up tossing me on my back and lifting my legs up before diving into my folds with eager ferocity.

I writhe and squirm, I make noise, and I topple over the edge so fast I can barely catch my breath.

“Daddy …” I moan as he mounts me, guiding the tip of his cock at my entrance.

His growls are loud, demanding as he plunges all the way inside of me.

“No matter who you fuck,” he clips out, “I still own you. And don’t you forget it…”

My skin heats at his words, my nipples pricking as he holds my hips steady, fucking me with fury. I reach up and grope my breasts as they rock violently on my chest.

“Yes … I belong to you … always, daddy…”

His release is harsh, forceful, drenching my pussy and seeping out to the bed below. His groans rumble to my ears as he collapses on top of me, and I wrap my arms and legs around him, feeling consumed with love.

I think about his words:

No matter who you fuck, I own you…

And I can’t help but wonder if he knows something I don’t.


Mr. Wells

I pour a small glass of whiskey and take a sip, anxious to see Felicia. She’s on her way over right now, under the assumption that we’re about to enjoy a nice, quiet dinner, just the two of us.

I’d given her specific instructions to wear something that would tantalize me, tease me, leave me stiff as a board all through dinner.

“Don’t hold back. I want you to really slut it up, baby girl.”

She’d giggled and told me not to worry, that she would deliver.

“And I want every hair shaved off that sweet undercarriage—ass and pussy included.”

She’d held her breath before saying she understood.

“You need a hand with anything?” Darren asks.

I pass him a drink and shake my head. “As soon as Felicia gets here, I’ll toss the steaks on the grill and you two can work on a salad.”

“You’re going to trust me alone with her?” he says chuckling, that familiar competitive look in his eyes. I know he’s just teasing, but not really.

“Of course. I want you to do just as we discussed. Tease her, let her know, in your not-so-subtle ways, that you want her. She’ll dripping by the time we get her naked.”

He smirks as he takes a sip of his drink, obviously pleased with my instructions.

He’d messaged me several days ago that he was coming into town to meet with some suppliers for his contracting company.

“Let’s grab lunch … if you’re available,” he’d said.

We’d met for dinner last night instead, tossed back a few drinks—enough to loosen the reserves. He’d openly confessed how attracted he’d been to Felicia, really emphasizing how lucky I was.

“Too bad we can’t relive the old days, huh?” he had joked, lightly elbowing me.

I didn’t answer right away because I felt the faintest little jabs of jealousy. The thought of sharing Felicia—the fantasy—was a huge turn-on. For both of us. But could I go through with something like that in reality?

I couldn’t come up with a valid reason to say ‘no.’ After all, she shares me with her best friend, the girl I had gladly raised as if she were my own. And that was something that would last. She’d have to always share me.

Darren was a one-time thing.

I thought about how happy Felicia would be to have the two of us at once. I imagined her pussy contracting from the multiple orgasms she’d no doubt experience from my cock, his mouth, from my hands, his tongue.

And it gave me a raging hard-on unlike any I’d ever experienced.

That was the moment I realized I wanted this as much as she did, so I gave Darren the green light. It wasn’t the easiest thing to admit, but suffice it to say, I’ve been hard as steel off and on all day thinking about it.

“You remember the single rule I laid out?”

Darren tosses back the rest of his drink. “Any hole I want except her pussy.”

“That’s right. Her cunt is my breeding ground. Her ass and mouth? Wide open.”

“Fuck,” he grunts, shaking his head. “Are you really wanting to get her pregnant?”

“If I have it my way, Felicia will stay pregnant and barefoot. I know she wants to finish college, but I want that belly of hers swollen with my seed, too.”

Darren nods in understanding. “I know what you mean. There’s something so fucking erotic about a pregnant woman. I fucked Anna’s mother at least twice a day when she was pregnant.”

“Here’s to big bellies and swollen tits,” I say, raising my glass for a toast.

I hear the front door open, and my pulse quickens. I can’t wait to see my baby girl, her reaction, and the way she’s dressed to display her sexuality.

“Daddy?”

“Back here in the kitchen!”

When she walks in, her smile is so big, it could be seen from outer space. She’s wearing knee-high boots and a dark blue coat, and she starts to take it off until she sees Darren standing to my left, forcing her fingers to freeze on the upper button.

“Look who stopped by for a visit?” I say.

Her face lights up. “Darren, it’s nice to see you again.” She quickly looks at me, I suppose waiting for an explanation.

“He’s in town for business. I thought I’d ask him to join us. If that’s okay with you.”

“Of course it’s okay. The more the merrier.” Her hands stay plastered to her coat as she bores her gaze into me.

“Let me take your coat, princess.” I walk her way and she tilts her head at me as her cheeks flush. I give her a quick wink, letting her know it’s alright.

“Um … remember your instructions?” she says, lowering her voice.

“It’ll be fine,” I whisper as I undo the buttons and peel the coat away.

As soon as I see what she’s chosen to wear, the blood rushes to my cock: a tight red satin skirt that hugs her hips and upper thighs, topped with a white camisole, equally tight and very sheer. I can see her nipples pushing through the material, her face a blend of nervousness and desire.

“Fuck,” I whisper, standing there and staring at her beauty. I smile and shake my head, then walk into the living room to toss her coat on the couch, wishing I could be a fly on the wall and see Darren’s face.

I hear Felicia apologize softly. “I didn’t exactly dress for company.”

His eyes are drinking her in when I get back, his hands deep inside his pockets as he visibly struggles to hide his erection.

“Hey, I think you look amazing. In my opinion, you ought to show off more.”

“She sure does look amazing,” I say, pulling her to my side and planting a deep kiss on her lips. She even tastes delicious, her dark pink lipgloss sweet and fruity. “I’m going to put the steaks on the grill. Would you mind helping Darren prepare a salad, baby girl?”

“Not at all.” Her pretty smile as she tucks some hair behind her ears lets me know she’s happy with the situation.

I walk out the French doors leading to the back deck, feeling a little edgy but extremely aroused at the same time. My grill is directly in front of the kitchen window, so I can keep an eye on things, see what’s happening.

As I lay the steaks out, I occasionally glance inside. So far, Felicia is emptying the fridge while Darren pulls a large salad bowl down from the cabinets. Felicia washes the veggies, then passes them to Darren for him to cut.

I can only see them from behind, but I can tell from their movements that they’re having a conversation, and every few seconds, Felicia looks at him and laughs.

By the time I flip the steaks over, she turns to face him and slings her hip out to the side. I can see the slope of her chest, her pointed nipples jutting through the fabric.

Darren sets the knife down and turns to look at her, his gaze immediately dropping to her tits. He reaches over and grabs the lower part of her shirt, pinching it between his fingers as he moves closer to her.

Felicia quickly glances in my direction, and I keep my eyes on her, wondering if she’ll allow Darren to cross any lines.

Then, just as quickly as it began, it comes to an abrupt halt as Darren’s lips move. He then moves away to resume cutting the vegetables.

My cock is stiff, seeing my baby girl that close to another man. Part of me wants to go in there and lay my claim and the other part wants to keep watching. I’ll be able to do both before much longer.


Felicia

“What I’d like is to peel off this shirt of yours and drag my tongue over those gorgeous breasts.”

Darren’s confession takes me by surprise. I had just asked him if he would like some bread with dinner and that’s his response. We’ve been alone all of ten minutes before he’s making a move on me, and I have to admit, it’s got me wet as hell.

It’s not surprising, though. I am barely covered up. With this tight skirt that showcases my curves and a sheer top that leaves very little to the imagination, Darren is responding the way any warm-blooded male would. If I had known he was going to be here, I never would have worn this. But … here we are.

I almost think he’ll do it, pull up my cami to expose my breasts. But then he goes back to finishing the salad, and I grab some silverware to set the table, wondering what Mr. Wells would do if he knew what his college buddy just said to me.

I don’t know that I want to find out.

When Mr. Wells comes back in with the steaks, the tension dissipates somewhat.

“Damn, that smells really good.”

“I hope they taste just as good as they smell.”

I grab the dinner rolls sitting on the counter and put a few inside a basket. After getting an assortment of salad dressings, we’re finally all seated at the table together.

And all I can think about while we eat is Darren burying his face between my breasts while Mr. Wells licks my pussy. All the testosterone floating around this room right now is sending my libido through the roof.

It’s a crazy fantasy. Mr. Wells would never agree to share me, even though he gets to have both me and Molly. And the fact that I can’t have it makes me want it so much more.

All through dinner, Darren keeps looking at me, those green eyes and animalistic stare making my walls ache. I can hardly eat because my stomach is doing flip-flops fantasizing about this man I can’t have. I’m barely paying attention to the conversation when I hear Darren say something that pricks my ears.

“Well, I think with your daughter being back at school, we should have a slumber party in her honor, only this time Uncle Darren will be curled up on the couch with Felicia.”

My mouth practically drops right there. Uncle Darren?

He winks at me, and when I look at Mr. Wells, he’s just chewing away on his steak like this is the most normal thing ever to say. Does he really not see what his friend is trying to do? How eager he is to get in my pants, or rather, under my skirt?

“That sounds rather … intimate. What if Felicia doesn’t want to curl up with you on the couch?”

I briefly consider jumping out of my chair and exclaiming that it’s fine, I’d be happy to curl up with him and do … whatever. But I know that would hurt Mr. Wells. It would at the very least piss him off and probably ruin their friendship.

“Only one way to find out,” Darren says, looking right at me with a questioning look in his eyes.

I don’t want to sound too eager, so I just laugh and say the first thing that pops in my head. “We should all hang out after dinner and watch a movie or something.”

And that’s just what we do. Mr. Wells and Darren pick something for us to watch from his collection of DVDs as I load the dishwasher, that lust-fueled energy still rippling through me. When I finish, I decide to sneak off to Mr. Wells’ room and pick a flannel shirt from his closet, maybe a pair of his sweat pants. I mean, obviously I can’t stay dressed like this, not if we’re going to all be sitting in the living room to watch a movie. It was bad enough that I ate with these clothes on, teasing Darren and driving him to make inappropriate remarks.

When I walk through the living room to head for the hallway, Mr. Wells stops me.

“Where are you going, baby girl?”

I look his way and see that he and Darren are sitting at opposite ends of the sofa. “I just thought I’d put some comfortable clothes on.”

He raises his brow and shakes his head before patting the cushion next to him. “You’ll be plenty comfortable. Get over here so we can get the movie started.”

“Oooohkay.” I make my way over and sit next to him, glancing at Darren to my left. I lean against Mr. Wells, and he wraps his arm over my shoulder, his hand dangling precariously close to my left breast.

Darren looks our way as Mr. Wells presses the play button, and I feel Mr. Wells nod ever so slightly. I’m not sure what’s going on, but I’m afraid to ask.

“What movie did you pick, daddy?”

“I can’t remember the title. It’s a combo mystery-romance.”

He winks at me, and as the movie starts, it’s apparent that this is no mainstream romance. It starts out with a grown woman wearing a skimpy bikini and thongs answering the door, only to be greeted by two male door-to-door salesmen who check her out from head to toe.

Darren reaches down and lifts both my legs from the floor, pulling them into his lap and unzipping the length of leather from my knees to my ankles. Tingles ripple through me as he tugs them off and tosses them to the floor, then begins massaging my feet.

I tense all over, sure that Mr. Wells is about to lose his shit, but as the woman on the screen drops to her knees and unzips the pants of one of the salesmen, his fingers start to roam over my breast, teasing my nipple.

Oh my god. They did this on purpose.

Darren glances down at my feet, his gently callused hands working my toes, then the arches, before gliding his hand up to my ankle, then my calf. Fuck, it feels … amazing.

The woman on screen now has two cocks dangling in her face, the heads red and swollen as she takes one past her lips and begins sucking.

“Mmm,” Mr. Wells groans, his fingers sensually drawing up the material of my shirt, slowly exposing my flesh as Darren’s hand makes its way to my thigh.

I can’t believe this is happening, that I’m sitting here watching a porn flick and enjoying two men who can’t seem to keep their hands off me. My pussy is wetter than ever right now, the thongs I chose to wear soaked and sticking to my bare pussy lips.

When my breasts are fully exposed, noises from the speakers begin to filter into the room, the sounds of moaning making me heady.

Darren looks at me, watching as Mr. Wells teasingly pinches my nipples.

“Fuck, you’re sexy,” he mutters. His fingers linger dangerously close to the crotch of my thongs, and I find myself spreading my legs, forcing my skirt to rise up along the outside of my thighs.

“My baby girl is as sexy as they come,” Mr. Wells groans, pressing his lips to my neck. “You should see how she tastes.”

Darren lets out a grunt and pulls my foot against his erection that feels hard as steel. He lets the tip of his finger brush against my labia, and my walls clench, desperate to feel more of him.

“I’ll bet she tastes sweet as honey.”

“Oh, she does.” Mr. Wells sinks his teeth into the flesh of my neck as Darren slips a finger into the elastic of my panties, dragging the tip through my wet folds.

I huff and lift my hips off the couch wanting more, but he quickly brings his finger to his lips and licks me away before letting out a low growl.

“Just like I imagined,” he says.

Mr. Wells repositions himself behind me, pulling me between his legs. His hands cup my breasts and he kneads them as Darren pushes my skirt the rest of the way up my hips.

I can see his erection through his dark slacks as he gets on his knees and parts my thighs. Using several fingers, he peels away the crotch of my panties and lowers his face.

“Let Uncle Darren lick that sweet honey, baby girl.” Daddy grumbles in my ear a simple command, but referring to him as my uncle, when he isn’t my uncle, makes it feel all the more taboo.

I hear my new “uncle” release a low growl, and when his tongue moves along my swollen clit, I feel the heat ripple all through my body in a sensual surge of pleasure.

Daddy rolls my nipples around his fingers and drags his tongue along the flesh of my neck, focusing on that little erogenous zone right below my ear. My buds prick and tingle, and the sensation shoots right between my legs.

I purr as Uncle Darren parts my outer lips with his fingers, moving his gaze up my body to watch daddy play with my tits while he licks me.

“Do you like the way your uncle licks that sweet pussy, baby?”

“Oh yessss,” I hiss, gripping his hair with my fingers.

Uncle Darren groans and tugs my clit past his lips, making me buck in ecstasy.

“Daddy will only let you play with him this one time. So enjoy every minute of it.”

I nod quickly, knowing how lucky I am that he’s sharing me at all. He toys with my breasts as uncle plunges a finger deep in my channel and curls it upward, forcing me to writhe in one place. I close my eyes and take in the sensations of two men at once, my attention wandering back and forth between Uncle Darren licking my slit and daddy lightly rubbing his palms over my tender, aching buds.

I slowly rock my hips up and down as an orgasm approaches, listening to the two men moan as they tease my body.

“I think she’s about to cum,” Uncle Darren growls, pumping his finger faster.

“Is that true, baby girl?”

My thighs quiver and my belly flutters as I nod harshly. Daddy licks his fingers then brings them back to my nipples to swirl and tease as Uncle Darren flicks his tongue rapidly across my hardened pearl, toppling me over the edge so fast I couldn’t stop it if I wanted to.

“Oh fuck!” I shriek.

Uncle Darren quickens his movements over my little clit, and my orgasm hits me with such force, my entire body thrashes while daddy hugs me tight.

“God, you’re cumming so hard, baby.”

My pulse hammers and I huff uncontrollably, and before I can make sense of what’s happening, Uncle Darren is tugging my thongs down my legs and throwing them to the floor.

The next thing I know, daddy is picking me up and setting me down on the couch on all fours while he stands up to get undressed.

Uncle Darren fists the hair on top of my head with one hand while he uses the other to remove his cock from his pants. I don’t even have time to admire how his looks, seeing as Mr. Wells’ is the only one in real life I’ve ever seen. I was hoping to have a moment to admire it, maybe tease him with my tongue.

But I don’t.

He grips my face and pushes his hard, pulsating, meaty member into my mouth with force. God, he’s so big I can’t fit it all in there. Only about half of it.

He’s hard and hot, the tip leaving a salty streak along the roof of my mouth as he fucks my face.

“Oh jesus,” he grunts.

Daddy’s hands roll my tight but stretchy skirt up, and he grip my hips as he mounts me from behind. His cock enters me without any preparation, not that I need it. I’m drenched from my orgasm just moments ago.

“We’re not going to go easy on you, baby girl. Tonight, we’re just a couple of animals using you as our dumping ground.”

I purr as they both speed up, Uncle Darren nearly choking me with his nine-inch monster, and daddy fucking me so hard that my head keeps bumping into Uncle Darren’s abs.

Daddy’s balls begin to make contact with my clit, and I arch my back as his fingers delve deeper into the flesh of my hips. I feel the pressure build in my stomach as another orgasm approaches. I use my tongue to massage Uncle Darren’s cock as it moves in and out of my mouth, and his hold on my hair grows tighter as his length expands.

“Fuck. I’m going to dump my cum in your pretty little mouth,” he grunts.

I release a low moan, the intensity of the fucking bringing me right on the verge of orgasm.

“I can feel that cunt of yours tightening around my dick,” daddy vocalizes. “Why don’t you go ahead and cum so I can spray your walls with my seed?”

I groan and feel my pussy clamp down, squeezing his girth tighter and tighter. Uncle Darren pushes himself all the way to my throat and releases right as I cum. Fluid pulses out around his cock, and I find myself gulping down Uncle Darren’s cum as if it’s the secret to everlasting life.

It sounds like an orgy in here with all the growls and moans. Daddy’s seed is dripping from my pussy, and right as the last few shudders of my orgasm ripple through me, he pulls out of me and pushes inside my tight little ass. It stings for a second, but then the pain turns to pleasure as he pushes all the way in with ease.

A moan rumbles up my throat as daddy’s backdoor invasion leaves me feeling like nothing more than a sex doll. Pleasure rips through me as he fucks me with fury, and all while Uncle Darren pulses out more of his jizz, forcing me to swallow more cum than I ever thought possible.

“Jesus … your ass is so tight, baby girl.”

He rams in and out of me, bringing me unrelenting pleasure. And the next thing I know, my tight little butthole is cumming just like my pussy.

Seconds later, I feel daddy’s hot seed oozing out of my rose. And I’m practically choking on semen when they both pull away from me. I fall to the cushions and daddy lifts me up off the couch to carry me down the hall to his bedroom, every hole I have filled with his and Uncle Darren’s seed.

“We’re not done with you yet, baby girl. But we’ll let you take a little break right now.”

“Okay, daddy,” I purr.

He kisses me on the lips and tucks me in his sheets. I curl up tight and watch him leave the room. I don’t know if they have something special planned, but I take the time to rest and actually fall asleep for a little while.


Mr. Wells

I let Felicia rest for a while so Darren and I can recover. I’ve surprised myself with how turned on I got watching my buddy go down on her. But she’s just so damn sexy that I can’t help but let Darren enjoy some of her sweetness.

And I plan on taking advantage of this as much as possible tonight.

After Darren and I wash up and toss back a few shots of whisky, we head back to my room for part two.

Felicia is sleeping peacefully, so I pull the covers down and lie next to her as Darren gets on the other side. His hands wander up the curve of her hips, his cock growing to full attention in mere seconds.

“Mmm, daddy,” she purrs, moving her hand to my dick.

She smiles at me, then looks at my friend.

“Hi, Uncle Darren,” she says sweetly.

“Hello, sweetie.”

Rolling on her back, Felicia uses both hands to stroke our cocks as we lie on our sides admiring her body. My dick grows quickly in her small fingers, but I can feel the blood surging as pre-cum starts to leak.

“I want those lips around my cock, princess. Why don’t you sixty-nine me while your uncle watches?”

Felicia doesn’t waste a second straddling my face and lowering her lips to my cock. Fuck, it feels good, the way she sucks me into her mouth, all warm and wet and willing.

I feel her tongue massage my length as I start licking her sticky folds. Her ass wiggles as I dart my tongue over her clit. I feel the dip in the bed as Darren moves to the other side.

“How about sucking your uncle a little too, sweetheart?”

Felicia purrs, and when she moves her mouth away to suck Darren, her tight little fingers keep working my length, pumping up and down as I lick her pretty pussy.

We go like this for a while, Felicia’s mouth taking turns with mine and Darren’s cock. I can hear him groaning every time she sucks him. And knowing that those lips of hers are pleasing another man makes me hard as steel.

I quicken my movements on her clit and plunge a finger in her pussy and one in her pretty rose before moving in and out of both holes.

“Oh fuck, daddy,” she mews. Her ass wiggles back and forth as I finger-fuck her. I hear her grunting and sucking Darren, the bed now shaking as he pounds her mouth.

I suck her clit past my lips and feel her tumble over the edge, her juices flowing down my chin as she cums on my tongue, her sexy little body writhing uncontrollably.

I feel her holes clench rhythmically through an orgasm, bringing me dangerously close to the edge of cumming myself. But I want to save my seed for her pussy because I want her pregnant, selfish as it may be.

The second she moves from Darren’s cock to mine, I reach up and grab her by the hair, tugging her away from my dick.

“Turn around, baby girl. It’s time for a double stuffing.”

“You mean … both of you? At the same time?” her voice sounds shaky, and as she spins around, I grab her ass and nestle the head of my cock at her entrance.

“Yes, baby. Trust me, you’ll love it.”

Her teeth sink into her lower lip, but her eyes look glazed over. I can tell she wants it, even if she’s a little afraid.

“Mmm … I get to sample that ass of yours.”

Felicia pulls in a rushed breath as he settles between her legs, a tight grip on her ass. She’s enjoying the role-playing as Darren and I pretend to be her perverted stepdad and step uncle. Fuck, I’m enjoying it too.

And as I slide into the warm, wet cavern of her pussy, and I feel her grow tighter as Darren pushes inside her tight little ass, my balls nearly explode right there.

“Aaaaahhh,” Felicia moans.

I hold onto her hips and feel her hard nipples prick against my chest. “Feel good, baby?”

“Fuck yesss,” she hisses.

I start pounding my cock in and out of her, peering over her shoulder to watch the flesh of her bottom ripple as Darren fucks her rear.

He looks as animalistic as I feel right now, the veins on his forehead bulging as he rocks his hips against hers.

I know I won’t be able to last very long, but I do my best, wanting desperately to feel her cum before me.

Her hair brushes my shoulders and her tits smush against my pecs as Darren and I lay claim to her pussy and ass. I can feel her walls shrinking in around my girth, and when she finally cums, she groans into my ear, telling me how much she loves me.

I growl and quicken my pace, and Darren does the same, our cocks spearing her at the same time. My balls become heavy, and before Felicia’s pussy is finished contracting around my shaft, I erupt inside of her, spraying her walls with my seed.

But surprisingly, I stay hard, even after I cum.

Felicia pushes up on her hands, and I get to watch her tits sway, her hard nipples dragging up and down my chest as Darren fucks her so hard I’m sure he’s about to break her.

“I’m gonna cum in that tight little ass,” he growls.

With a slap to her hips, he slams his body against her and tosses his head back. Felicia squeals, and I feel her pussy contract all over again as she has another orgasm. Fuck, it’s so sexy, watching her being used like this.

I start up again and damn if my baby girl doesn’t make me cum again, only this time she cums too, squirting her sweet juices all down my cock.

Darren and I spend the next hour tossing her about, taking turns with her mouth and ass. By the time we’re all exhausted and unable to keep fucking, she curls up under the sheets as Darren excuses himself to take a shower.

I curl up next to her and pull her close, planting kisses along the top of her head.

“Was it everything you hoped it would be?” I ask her.

She nestles her body closer. “It was more than what I hoped for. Feeling Darren fuck me in the ass while you drilled my pussy was … indescribably wonderful. Thank you, daddy.”

I chuckle, feeling good about my decision to share her. “You’re welcome. Now we just have to keep working on getting that belly of yours pregnant.”

She looks up at me with a hopeful, dreamy look in her eyes. “I want that, too. But …. we still need to tell my mom about us.”

“Maybe when that belly of your is nice and fat she’ll have no choice but to accept it,” I say, rubbing her tummy and getting hard again.

Felicia just shakes her head, smirking. “My mom may be open and accepting of a lot of things. But if my belly is swollen with your child, she’s going to want to know you’re committed to me, daddy.”

I know she’s right. Hell, if Molly had gotten pregnant by someone bastard, I’d want to know the same thing. And I’m already one step ahead of her.

“Believe me, I’m well aware of how this works. Tell you what, look over her schedule and let me know when she has the night off. I’ll make dinner reservations for the three of us, and by the time the night is done, I’ll have your mother practically eating out of the palm of my hand.”

As I say it, I hope it’s true. I love Felicia, and I want her with me for life.


Book 4: The Breakup

Felicia

Tonight is the night we finally spill the beans to my mom. I’m nervous and twitchy, and downright agitated, though I don’t know why. But when Mr. Wells and I get in a huge fight over something that’s really important to me, Molly calls with problems of her own, and all of a sudden, he decides to leave town to help her through this dilemma. It’s like my feelings don’t even matter.

I am beyond livid, so I break up with Mr. Wells, storming off to see my mom’s former stepdad who’s in town for a brief visit. At least he will want to spend time with me. And now that I’m single, maybe I’ll take this sexy silver-haired man for a test drive myself.

Mr. Wells

I’ve made a few mistakes along the way, and I know that taking off to help Molly deal with a situation in the midst of a fight with Felicia isn’t the best move. But when Molly tells me she thinks she’s pregnant, I feel like I have no choice but to take the bull by the horns and help her deal with this.

I hope Felicia will come around and understand, especially if her best friend is pregnant.

And I really hope she doesn’t mean it when she says it’s over.

Losing her would crush me.


Felicia

“I’m really nervous about this.”

“Don’t be nervous. I’ll do the talking. Everything I want to say is right here.” Mr. Wells taps his head as he sits next to me, but I just rub my eyes, feeling like I want to crawl out of my skin.

I don’t know why this is such a big deal, but it seems like everything has overwhelmed me this week. And now, my mom will be here any minute. I’d sent her a text earlier today when I got out of class and told her to come here after work, that I had a nice surprise for her. I don’t know how nice she will think it is that I’m having an affair with my best friend’s dad.

Mr. Wells slides a menu across the table. “Pick an appetizer your mother would like. Then pick one you like.”

I chew on the inside of my lip and look over the selections. I must admit, Mr. Wells did pick a nice restaurant. I’ve always been curious about this place but it’s a little pricey.

“The tapenade for mom, and I’ll have some stuffed mushrooms.”

Mr. Wells calls the waitress over and places our order, right as I see mom walk in. She looks really pretty in her cobalt blue dress, and her face looks happy and a little curious, emphasis on the “curious” as her gaze lands on the man seated next to me. We both stand up at the same time, and I give her a quick hug.

“Connor, it’s nice to see you.” Her eyes float from his to mine, and I just offer an awkward smile.

“Good to see you, too, Joanne.”

Once we’re seated, I fully expect mom to ask what’s going on, but she doesn’t. She simply presses down the front of her dress and starts making apologies for running late.

“I tried to get here sooner, but Gavin is in town.”

“Gavin? As in … granddaddy?”

She laughs softly. “Former granddaddy, but yes.”

Gavin Kreeger is my mom’s former stepdad. He divorced my grandmother years ago, but he and my mom have stayed in touch off and on. I haven’t seen him in a few years.

“We’re just glad you could make it,” Mr. Wells says.

“When Gavin showed up at the hotel where I work this afternoon, my boss let me go early so we could spend some time together. As a result, I have to go back in tonight and make up my hours. So I don’t have a lot of time.”

“That sucks, mom.”

“It’s no biggie, hun,” mom says, stroking my face. “Anyway, I’ve always wanted to try this place. It was nice of you to invite me.”

“I got you some tapenade,” I blurt out, realizing how nervous I am now that my mom is here. “I figured you’d like that.”

She gives me a funny look, then drifts her gaze to Mr. Wells. “You know I love me some tapenade. But, at the moment, I’m more curious about what this big surprise is.”

“I’m curious, too!” I laugh, trying to lighten the mood, but mom just looks at me all serious.

Mr. Wells puts a hand on the back of my neck and gives me a light squeeze. “Felicia here is a bit nervous about what I have to say.”

“I can take a guess. You’re involved, aren’t you?” Mom clasps her hands on the table and leans forward.

“Yes,” Mr. Wells answers. “And deeply in love.”

“I knew it,” mom lets out with a sigh before looking my way. “This happened before Christmas, when you went with him to get Molly, didn’t it?”

My face falls. “How’d you know?”

She shakes her head with a smirk. “Mother’s intuition, I suppose. So, you two have been involved for a whole month without my knowledge. Does Molly know?”

Damn, I can’t believe it’s been that long.

“Yes, she does. And she’s okay with it.” Mr. Wells takes my hand and pulls it into his lap.

“We wanted to tell you sooner, mom, but you’ve been so busy with work.”

“I’ve been working extra shifts to help pay for your classes.”

My stomach tightens. “I know, mom. And I love you for it.” I search her face, trying to determine if she’s mad, or disappointed, or … some other “mom” type of emotion I’m not aware of. But her expression is eluding me right now.

“I know this is a lot to take in, Joanne, but I want you to know this isn’t just a fling. I love your daughter deeply. I think I always have.” I look his way as he talks, feeling overcome with love for him.

“I appreciate what you’re saying, Connor. And I’m glad to know that you’re committed. But what happens if and when things don’t work out? Have you considered how this could potentially affect Felicia and Molly’s friendship?”

Mr. Wells tightens his grip on my hand. “If and when aren’t in my vocabulary. I’m with Felicia for the long haul. In fact, I’d like to start paying for her school to help you out. To help you both out.”

Mom’s mouth falls open, and rightfully so. Hell, I’m having a hard time picking mine up off the floor.

“That’s very generous of you, Connor. But I can’t let you do that, as much as I’d like to…”

“Why not?” Mr. Wells lifts a brow as if he’s miffed with her.

“Because. She’s not your responsibility. And paying for her education is not a burden you need to carry. You’re not her father, or her husband.”

Bringing my hand closer to his crotch, Mr. Wells is showing me the erection he’s sporting right now. I’ve no idea why he’s getting hard, but it’s making me squirm.

“I may not be her husband at the moment, but I will be in the not-too-distant future. And if Felicia is living with me—which we’d like to make a reality as soon as possible—then she most certainly will be my responsibility.”

My eyes grow wide as saucers. I don’t even know what to say. Mom looks at me with the same amount of shock I’m feeling at the moment. “Is this true, Felicia? You’re marrying your best friend’s father? Have you thought this through?”

Um, let’s go back to the moving-in part.

I look at Mr. Wells, trying my damnedest to not look surprised right now. Trying to hide the fact that all of this is just as much of a shock to me as it is to my mother.

My palms break out in a sweat as I offer a response. “I mean, it’s the next logical step, isn’t it? Since we love each other so much?” I look at Mr. Wells, and he’s smiling as big as ever. He really is proud of himself. But me? I would have liked a little warning.

And a slightly more romantic proposal than this.

“The next logical step is you finishing college, then getting a job. Then maybe moving in. What’s the rush?”

I open my mouth to say something but Mr. Wells beats me to it. “There’s no rush, Joanne. We just want to spend every moment together that we can. Life is too short to waste on waiting for the perfect time.”

All I can do is sit there and stare at him. My mom takes my other hand and holds it tightly. “I know life is too short. I guess I just want my daughter to be happy.”

I literally have to hold back the tears. On one hand, mom is being so supportive and understanding right now.

But I’m frustrated as hell at Mr. Wells. I can’t believe he’d say all this without talking with me first. I mean, what will Molly say? And how will I handle those nights I just want to be alone? I get like that sometimes—in the mood to just block out the whole world.

And he thinks I’ll be his wife in the “not-too-distant” future? This isn’t how I wanted to find out he wants to marry me, goddammit.

I grit my teeth throughout dinner, finding myself scowling at Mr. Wells every time he looks at me. I think my anger only grows stronger so that by the time mom says she’s heading back into work for a few hours, I mention that I might stop by and shoot the shit with her. I feel Mr. Wells’ stare when I say this, and I know he wants me all to himself tonight.

But I want to know what my mom really thinks, to see if she’s just being polite by offering her support when in fact she wants to disown me.

Mom gives me a kiss on the cheek. “You can visit me at work anytime you want, sweetie. But why don’t you pop in and say ‘hi’ to Gavin while you’re there? He’s staying at the hotel, and I know he’d love to see you.”

“That sounds perfect. I’ll see you after a while.”

We say our goodbyes, and Mr. Wells is quiet as we walk to the car. There’s a tension between us, and I can’t hide my anger.

“Are you upset?” he asks once we’re seated in his Blazer.

“You could say that.”

He twists the key, starting the car and turning on the heat before looking at me with concern. “You want to tell me why?”

I let out a cynical laugh. “Where do I start?”

“Baby…” he says, reaching over to stroke my hair.

I jerk away, coming close to slapping his hand. “Why didn’t you say you wanted me to move in? You made it sound like we had already discussed it, that it was something we both wanted.”

He pulls a face, and I think I might have hurt his feelings. “I … guess I assumed it was something you did want. Was I wrong?”

I huff and cross my arms. “I don’t know. I need to think about it. Which is why you should have talked to me about it first.”

His face softens, and he places a hand on my leg. “I’m sorry. You’re right. I thought you would like the surprise.”

“Well, I don’t. And now I know you want to marry me, too? I mean, what the fuck? I don’t get a romantic proposal? A ring? A private moment to absorb the fact that you want to spend the rest of your life with me?” I feel my pulse hammering as I blurt all this out, my voice going up about three octaves as I raise my voice at him.

He lifts his hands up. “Okay, relax. I think you’re overreacting a bit.”

“I’m overreacting? You think that I’m overreacting? That I’m … overreacting?!” I clench my fists and hold back a scream as he simply looks at me in shock.

His phone rings just then, and he actually holds a finger up to me so he can check the screen. I’m biting my lip to tell him to tell whoever it is to fuck right off.

“It’s Molly. Give me a sec.” Molly. Of course. Perfect timing. He swipes the screen before answering. “Hey, baby doll.”

Sharp daggers pierce my gut in a jealous fit. “Tell her you’ll call her back,” I say, loud enough for her to hear.

His eyes flash in anger, and he shakes his head. “What’s going on, sweetheart?”

I grind my jaw and glare at him as he stares at me. “Tell her you’ll call her back.”

“I miss you too, baby.”

Bile rises in my throat as my anger grows bigger. How dare him chitchat with her when we’re in the middle of discussing something so important.

“Are you kidding me right now?” I grit out.

Mr. Wells narrows his eyes in my direction. I know he’s getting mad at me, but nothing compares to the rage I feel at this moment. And I know on some deep level that I am overreacting, but I just can’t stop myself.

“Yes, that’s Felicia. She says hi.”

Liar! I want to scream. But somehow I manage to hold that inside.

But when his expression goes from frustration to concern, I know everything we’re getting ready to talk about is going to take the back burner.

“Sweetheart, slow down and tell me what’s going on?”

Wonderful. She’s having a meltdown. I quickly grab my phone from my purse to see if she’s texted me or called, but my screen is empty of notifications.

So, she called her dad and not me. This is the first time something like this has happened, that I know of, anyways. It’s the start of the decline. I feel my insides curdle.

“You can get through this, baby doll. I have faith in you.”

“Get through what?” I ask.

Mr. Wells shakes his head at me, making me feel even more isolated from what’s happening. I can hear her voice come through his phone, frantic as can be.

“What?” he says, his voice now irritated.

Kind of how I feel right now.

“Okay, okay, honey. I’ll be there as soon as I can,” he says, running a hand through his hair.

He hangs up the phone and tosses it aside. “I have to go to Candle Rock and get Molly. Sorry, baby, but we’ll have to finish this conversation another time.”


Mr. Wells

“What is going on?” Felicia asks.

She’s pissed at me, and I can’t really say that I blame her. I fucked it all up.

And now, Molly is in the midst of a crisis and says she can’t stay on campus one more minute.

“She got involved with someone up there, and he broke things off. She’s pretty upset.”

I don’t know all the details, but through Molly’s screeching, it sounds like this asshat might have posted some revenge porn. If that’s the case, heads are gonna roll. And if that weren’t enough, she dropped another bomb on me.

She thinks she’s pregnant.

I don’t want to say anything to Felicia just yet, though. Not until I know for sure. Especially with her current state of mind.

“She got involved with someone? Did you know about this?”

“No.”

I feel the blood drain from my face, recalling the girl I raised riding my cock like I was a fucking stallion on Christmas Eve, telling me she wanted to have my baby. Fuck, I came so hard inside her tight virgin pussy.

And every time I fucked her after that.

But Molly was on the pill to regulate her periods. At least that’s what she had told me. I need to get up there, sort all this out.

Felicia is quiet for a few moments as I start to drive her home. I’m trying like hell to quiet the demons in my mind.

“I hate to leave you like this, baby girl. But I promise we’ll discuss this some more when I get back tomorrow.”

“I’m going with you,” she says matter of fact. “Molly is my best friend. I want to know what’s going on.”

Fuck. Talk about being caught between a rock and a hard place. “Baby, I know you want to go, but I need to do this alone. Molly is … fragile right now.”

“Fragile?” she spits out. “Molly is anything but fragile. What are you talking about?”

I blow out a hard breath. I could let Felicia come with me, but I know how much she will flip out if she knows Molly could be pregnant with my child or someone else’s. But let’s face it.

It’s probably mine, if she is pregnant.

“She’s very upset right now, Felicia. She’s in crisis mode and she needs her daddy.” I can physically feel Felicia pull away from me due to the pain I’ve just inflicted on her by rejecting her from this part of my life. I know it hurts, but she needs to understand there are times that are just for me and my daughter, just as there are times for just me and Felicia. “I’m not going up there to fuck her. That’s not what this is about.”

“So, you’re telling me that I can’t ride with you to pick Molly up?” her voice is low and injured like.

“Yes. That’s what I’m telling you.”

“You want me to move in with you, to be your wife? But I can’t even be a part of helping you two with this … crisis?”

The way she says it hurts even me, so I can only imagine how she’s feeling right now. But it’s for her own good. And Molly’s.

“You’re not my wife yet, baby. I’m putting my foot down on this.”

She sits back in the seat and folds her hands in her lap. I can see her looking out the passenger window as we approach the hotel where her mom works.

“Pull in here,” she snaps.

I turn into the parking lot and up to the front door before putting the Blazer in park then turn to look at her. “Spend some time with your mom tonight. Go to a midnight movie, whatever it takes to get your mind off of things. We’ll finish this conversation tomorrow.”

She’s throwing daggers at me with her eyes as they turn into narrow slits, full of hatred. “Oh no we won’t. I’m not your wife yet? Hate to break it to you, but I will never be your wife. I may not be perfect, but you have a lot to learn about communication.”

“Felicia…” I reach out to her, but she pushes my hand away.

“It’s over. I can’t do this, sharing you with my best friend and wondering where I fit into your life. I’m not a tool. I’m a human, a grown woman with feelings who deserves to know where she stands on your list of priorities. So … you go do what you have to do with your daughter. As for me, I’ll take care of myself.”

“Now wait just a goddamn minute,” I say as she opens her car door. “Felicia!”

But she’s not listening to me. I watch as she disappears beyond the glass doors. And all I want to do is punch something.

“Fuck,” I mutter as I get back in my car.

Frustration grips me as I pick up my phone and call her.

She answers on the first ring.

“What?”

“Baby. I know you’re upset, but please, let’s talk about this. I’ll stay on the phone with you the whole way to Candle Rock if that’s what it takes. You can yell at me, scream at me, cuss me out, whatever you have to do to get it out of your system. But—”

“Get it out of my system? You think this is something that just needs to be purged? That I just need to cry it out like I have PMS or some shit? I have a legitimate reason for being upset. And when I said it was over, I meant it. Goodbye, Mr. Wells.”

Her refusal to call me daddy hurts and it hurts deeply. The line goes dead, and I toss my phone aside. But I can only deal with one problem at a time, even if that problem feels like a tidal wave crashing down on me.

It’s going to be a long drive to Candle Rock.


Felicia

I get off the elevator and make my way down the hall to Gavin’s room. Mom got here minutes before me to finish out her shift and just so happened to meet me in the lobby where she gave me his room number, saying she already texted him that I might stop over for a visit.

She could tell I was upset, asking me if I was okay. I told her yes, that it had just been a really long day. I started to tell her what was going on, but with her already clocked in, I knew she needed to get to the reception area, so I gave her a quick hug and walked off.

I’m caught between feeling hurt and angry. And it isn’t just Mr. Wells who has hurt me. The fact that Molly hasn’t leaned on me or confided in me about whatever this crisis is hurts about as much as Mr. Wells’ behavior tonight.

He promises he’s not going up there to fuck her, but I know how Molly is. She’ll get her horny little hands on his cock. The thought of it makes me mad because I just know he’ll let her seduce him. Then again, I did tell him it was over. So he technically has the right to do whatever he wants.

Right as I get ready to knock on Gavin’s door, I realize it’s probably not the best time to see him since I’m so upset about Mr. Wells. But there are also all these warm butterflies circling through me as I look forward to seeing my former step granddaddy.

He was only married to my grandma for about five years, so he wasn’t in our lives for very long. But those few years he was around made a big impression on me. He always brought me presents, and he was always very loving and affectionate. And now, any time he comes through town for a bike rally, he makes it a point to meet for coffee or dinner.

He answers the door almost right away when I knock, and I think we’re both equally shocked at how the other looks. His beard has grown out a little, but those rich brown eyes with lines of wisdom make me heady.

His eyes drag up and down my body, and I know why. I’m wearing my skinny jeans with black heels, and a tight-fitting sweater, my leather coat draped over my arm.

“Felicia? Is that you?”

“It’s me.” I bite my lip and smile.

“Get over here.” He throws his arms to the side and smiles brightly at me, and I move in for a hug.

He pulls me against him so tight, it gives me tingles. And fuck, he smells like a million bucks.

His voice groans in my ear huskily as he holds me for a few seconds.

“Damn, girl. You look good.” Hands smooth down my back slowly, making me hot all over. His lips press against my cheek for a kiss, his beard scruffy and making my nipples pucker. And … it makes me glad I came.

“You look good, too, Gavin.”

He pulls a face. “Gavin? Have I lost the title of ‘granddaddy?’ already?”

“You and grandma aren’t married anymore. I wasn’t sure if you wanted me to still call you that.”

He presses his hands to my shoulders looks me square in the eyes. “You can call me whatever you want, my little angel. Now get that tail of yours in here so we can catch up.”

After closing the door and locking it, Gavin offers me a beer as he cracks one open. “I guess I should be asking how old you are before letting you have one,” he jokes.

“I’m eighteen, but my nineteenth birthday is coming up really soon,” I tell him.

“Well, I knew you weren’t quite old enough to drink, but I guess one beer won’t hurt you, if you want one.”

“No thanks, but I’ll take a glass of wine if you have any.”

“I sure do,” he says, getting one of those plastic flutes and pouring it half full. I watch him, admiring his body and how much bigger he looks since I last saw him. His arms have really bulked out, and in a pair of loose-fitting jeans, brown leather boots, and snug black t-shirt, my former step granddaddy doesn’t look any bit of his sixty-three years.

He hands me the flute then pulls it back quickly, narrowing his brow at me. “If you drink this, you can’t drive tonight. So you gotta crash here with me.” He winks jokingly at me, and I can’t help but giggle.

“I’m not driving. My car is at home.”

“Okay. But don’t tell your mama I gave you this,” he laughs.

I cross my legs in the chair before taking a long sip, feeling the warmth hit me right away. “I won’t tell mom anything that happens in this room tonight, granddaddy. We can live it up!” I give him a wink, and when granddaddy lifts his brow at me and gives me an evil smirk, I know he approves.

“Damn. If what happens in this room stays in this room, we really should live it up.”

He holds his beer forward, and I clink my plastic wine flute against the bottle. “Sounds good to me. Cheers.”

“Cheers, my little angel. So, tell me what’s been going on in your life.”

He sits in the chair across from me, and I slowly spin my wine on the table top. “Well, I’ve been busy with school, I guess.”

“Good. Your mama says you’re in college doing this forensics program?”

“Yep. I love it, but I’m just starting out, so I haven’t gotten to the fun classes just yet.”

“You’ll get there eventually. What about your love life? Surely someone has snatched you up, pretty little thing that you are.”

My cheeks grow hot as I blush. “Well, yes and no.”

Gavin takes a sip of beer, making a funny face. “What’s that supposed to mean? You’re not in one of those … complicated type relationships, are you?”

I can’t help but let out a laugh. “Funny you should ask…” And from there, I proceed to tell him everything, right down to the threesome that I shared with Mr. Wells and my best friend.

He sits rapt as I go into detail about our fight tonight that started with dinner and ended with him dropping me off here to go rescue Molly. Maybe a part of me wants a man’s opinion. But if I’m being perfectly honest, I want him to come to my defenses too. I sip my wine as I tell my story, feeling the alcohol smooth out the rough edges.

“Wow. Sounds like you’ve been dealing with some pretty intense shit there, angel. I’m sorry all that happened to you.”

He brushes his finger over my hand, sending sparks of electricity all up and down my flesh. “It’s all right. If I didn’t want to be in a poly relationship with the two people closest to me, then I never should have gotten involved, I guess.”

“Doesn’t make it hurt any less. Can’t say I’m surprised to hear you got involved with an older man, though.”

“Yeah. I suppose I’ve always been drawn to men with a little wisdom and a few extra notches on their belts.”

Gavin watches me as he takes a sip of beer, and I can feel the sexual tension mounting between us. God, how is it that just an hour ago, I was fighting with the man I call “daddy” and ending things with him, and right now I’m just dying to quell this sudden ache between my legs? Is this just revenge I’m looking for? Or am I finally in a position to live out a fantasy I’ve had about my mom’s former stepdad?

You know what? Screw Mr. Wells. I can have any man I want. Why would I settle for someone who claims to want me for life but excludes me from the most important part of his? It doesn’t make sense.

And based on the way Gavin is looking at me right now, I could have him between my legs in less than ten seconds if I wanted.

“You know … your granddaddy here has a bit of wisdom to impart, if you want to hear it.”

I lick my lips and glance at his hands, sitting there clasped just inches from mine on the table. Hands I wouldn’t mind fisting my hair, cupping my pussy, and running all up and down my body.

“I will always want to know what you think.”

“I think you need a night to forget, to let someone make you feel like the special girl that you are.” My pussy clenches as he leans forward and continues. “Someone older and wiser than you ever dreamed you’d get. And someone who loves you unconditionally, who has often thought about devouring every inch of that perfect body of yours.” My panties are drenched as he reaches forward and touches my hand again. I sink my teeth into my lower lip as he pushes his gaze into me. “Someone who knows just what you need tonight, and will make your toes curl over, and over, and over.”

“Mmm,” I purr without even realizing I’m doing it out loud.

Gavin grins. “So that’s a yes?”


Mr. Wells

I’m a nervous wreck the first two hours of my trip. All I can hear are Felicia’s words reverberating in my head.

I can’t do this … it’s over … I’m not a tool…

She doesn’t mean it, I keep telling myself. She’s just upset. And I can’t say that I blame her. I was trying to surprise her. But apparently I grossly overcalculated just how happy she’d be to learn how much I want her in my life, permanently.

I should have talked it over with her before meeting with her mother. But it’s all hindsight now. I’ll just have to give her time to cool off as I deal with Molly.

And naturally, that’s my other concern. She’d said she couldn’t stand school for one more minute. But it sounds like she’s overwhelmed. I just hope I can talk her out of dropping out. We’ve both invested so much in her education so far. Then again, if she’s pregnant…

Fuck, I don’t even want to think about it. It’s already nine o’clock, and it’ll be close to eleven before I get to her campus. I won’t drive back tonight, so we’ll have to get a hotel. But the first stop I’m making is at an all-night drugstore to pick up a pregnancy test and get our answer right away. That is, if she hasn’t done so already.

My phone rings at the halfway point, and I see Molly’s name appear on the screen. I press the Bluetooth to answer.

“I’m on my way, baby doll. Don’t worry.”

She sighs. “Good. I’ve been trying to call you, but it keeps going to voicemail.”

“I was probably in a dead spot, coming up the mountain. How are you holding out?”

“Better now that I know you’re coming. I miss you so much, daddy.”

“I miss you, too. Can you tell me more about what’s going on?”

“Well, it’s kind of a long story, but basically, I met this guy, and …. maybe a few weeks…. broke things off…”

My phone starts crackling, which means I’m about to lose the signal again. Not surprising. I’m coming up on the town where Felicia and I stayed last month where we also barely had a phone signal. My heart twists in on itself at the memories. And my cock gets a little stiff, too—a knee-jerk reaction to wondering if I’ve lost her for good.

“I can’t hear you, sweetheart, you’re breaking up. You’ll have to tell me when I get there.”

The line goes dead, and I grumble in frustration, wishing like hell it wasn’t such a long drive to Candle Rock.

When I finally get to her dorm, it’s just past eleven. Given that it’s a Friday night, the campus is alive with students, some laughing and visibly intoxicated and others with books in hand, probably headed to a midnight study session at the library. I’m familiar with both.

Molly is alone when I get there. But her eyes are swollen and puffy.

I pull her into a hug and she wraps her arms around me. “I’m so glad you’re here.”

“Me too. Do you have a bag packed? We need to find a place to sleep for the night.”

“Why don’t you sleep here, daddy? My roommate went home for the weekend. We can head out first thing in the morning.”

I’m actually glad she makes the suggestion. Maybe between now and tomorrow I can convince her to finish out her second semester here.

“That sounds like a good plan.” I kiss her sweetly on the lips and she reciprocates. “But, I need to ask. Have you taken a pregnancy test?”

She shakes her head and walks to her closet before pulling out a plastic bag. “I was waiting for you to get here before I did it. I’m, like, almost a week late.”

“All right. Why don’t you go ahead, and while we’re waiting on the results, you can tell me about this guy you met.”

I make myself comfortable as Molly leaves the room, mentally planning how I will react if the test comes up positive. I think about the last time we were together, which was about three weeks ago. It was the day after New Year’s, right before bringing her back to school. If she’s almost a week late getting her period, then that would make me the father. But I have no idea when she met this guy. She could have slept with him the first week back on campus.

I draw in a deep breath and steady my nerves. Molly is eighteen years old—certainly old enough to handle the responsibility of motherhood. And as much as the fantasy of making her pregnant made me cum extremely hard, I know it would be challenging for her. She still has three and a half years of college left, and I want her to finish.

When Molly comes back, she pulls the white stick out of her sleeve where she kept it hidden, and sets it on her desk, covering it with a tissue.

“It only takes three minutes,” she says, falling next to me on the bed. “I’m so nervous.”

I take her hands, noticing how sweaty they are, and I pull them to me. “Don’t be nervous, baby. No matter what happens, I’m here for you, with you. Now tell me what’s been going on.”

She lets out a deep sigh and proceeds to unload everything. Turns out she met Scott a little over two weeks ago. They have a math class together, and he asked her out. But they didn’t sleep together right away.

“I kept comparing him to you in my head, daddy. And he just didn’t measure up.” I kiss her on the head, smiling like a selfish bastard. “But then we start making out, and one thing leads to another, and the next thing I know, our bodies are a tangled mess and we’re at it like two dogs in the wild.”

I lift a brow, surprised at her admission.

“Are you mad that I met someone, daddy?” she asks, peering up at me.

“No, baby doll. I’m not mad.” And it’s true. I don’t really have any jealousy when it comes to the girl I raised. Not like I do with Felicia. “But I do have a question. I thought you were on the pill. Did you stop taking it?”

“Yeah, last semester. I didn’t like the fact that I was putting on weight.”

“Oh honey…”

Well, shit.

“Anyway, the next day he literally ignored me. Hasn’t bothered to respond to any of my text messages. I feel so used. And now…”

She buries her head in my chest and all I can do is stroke her hair. “He was an asshole. Is an asshole. He doesn’t deserve any of your attention, baby. I know it hurts, though.”

Molly sniffles, then gets up off the bed. I sit up as she picks up the pregnancy test, blowing a puff of air out of pursed lips before tossing the tissue aside. My heart skips a few beats.

But then her shoulders relax as a smile spreads across her face. “Negative.”

“Oh Jesus, thank god.”

I fall back on the bed, not realizing how freaked I was at the possibility of Molly being pregnant. It seems like just yesterday I was moving her into my home, the pain from her mother’s death still lingering and fresh. And now, here she is, all grown up and in college, making her own decisions about things I have no control over.

Even though I’m not Molly’s biological father, and I’ve never had kids of my own, I still love her fiercely. I’d do anything to keep her safe.

And as she straddles me on her bed, I can see just how relieved she is that the test is negative. Her warm little pussy settles right over my cock, and I know what’s about to happen.

“We should celebrate, daddy.” She brings my hands up to her tits, and my dick starts to throb. For some odd reason, it feels like I’m cheating on Felicia. Maybe because I didn’t come here to fuck. I came here to pick her up and bring her home, To comfort her during a crisis.

But damn if I can’t help how hard my cock is getting right now.

I lift her shirt and she unsnaps her bra, letting it fall down. Her pretty little breasts make my dick twitch, and I rub my thumbs over her pink buds, forcing them to shrivel into gnarled little pebbles.

“Fuck, baby. You know I’m a sucker for those tits.”

“Mmm, speaking of sucking,” she purrs, rubbing her pussy on my erection.

I smile as she wiggles down the bed and undoes my jeans before tugging my turgid cock out.

And I lose all train of thought as I fist her hair and her lips sink down to my root.


Felicia

There’s an angel on one shoulder and a devil on the other tonight.

I should tell Gavin no, that I just ended things with someone I love deeply and that I have no business jumping in bed with him, especially since he used to be a part of my family. But on the other hand, there’s something I can’t resist about him.

He’s not a blood relative, but the fact that he used to be my mom’s stepdad makes him permanently off limits.

Which makes this that much more attractive a situation.

Me and my kink for older men…

“I don’t know, granddaddy. What if mom finds out?”

“You gonna tell her?”

I tuck some loose hair behind my ears. “Well, no, but she could come up here and catch us.”

“Not if I don’t answer the door.”

Heat ripples through me as I entertain the idea. I chew on the inside of my lip, and Gavin stands up.

“You seem really tense, angel. Tell you what. I’ll just give you a nice back massage and you can sit there quietly and relax.”

He moves behind me, his big hands settling on my shoulders as he starts to massage me. I let out a rush of air as his fingers press into my sore muscles.

“Feel good?” he asks.

“Yes,” I purr, feeling little tingles of electricity move along my skin.

“Granddaddy likes making his little angel feel good.”

“You always did,” I say, craning my head to look up at him.

He smiles down at me, gliding his fingers down the front of my chest and massaging the muscles just below my collarbone. Fuck, it feels so good, but I find myself wanting those hands to roam further down.

“You’ve got a lot of tension up here, darlin’,” he says.

“Yeah, I know…” I lean back a little, feeling my head bump into the waist of his jeans. Then, as if reading my mind, he presses gently into the soft part of my upper breasts.

After letting out a groan, Gavin slips his hands underneath the top part of my sweater, making my nipples tighten.

“Maybe you need granddaddy’s special massage to really work out the kinks.”

When he says it, his fingers wiggle inside my bra and he cups my breasts, letting his pointer and thumb gently rub my hard, tingling nipples.

“That would be nice…”

I moan audibly as his hands tease me, and I hear Gavin growl hungrily. “Fuck. You’ve got my dick hard as a rock right now.”

My pussy throbs as I look down and see his hands hidden inside my sweater, his fingers still toying with my nipples and making them shoot rivulets of pleasure right between my legs. How am I supposed to resist this?

“So, what does your special massage entail?” I ask.

“It’s all very innocent, really. I just massage you in special places, making all your worries melt like butter as you slip blissfully away to a peaceful place.”

I bite my lip, and the next thing I know, he’s lifting me from the chair and turning me around to face him.

“But, you have to be naked to experience it. So … hands up.”

I raise my arms and Gavin tugs my sweater over my head before reaching behind my back and undoing my bra with laser precision.

Cool air swirls around my breasts, and my nipples pucker once again. Gavin grazes his thumbs over the crinkled tissue as I hear a low grumble rise from deep in his throat.

He takes off his shirt, and I try to hide my reaction. His smooth chest is speckled with just the faintest amount of gray hairs, his pecs firm and sculpted.

“Damn,” I mutter.

“That’s the reaction I was hoping for,” he says.

Unable to keep my hands off him, I toss them on his chest as he unbuckles my jeans and tugs them down my waist. I step out of them and kick the denim aside as well as my heels, leaving me in nothing more than my thongs.

“Fuck, my angel. You look … massageable.”

He grins before lifting me up and lying me on the bed. He kicks off his boots then takes off his jeans, and I can’t help but notice the size of his manhood underneath the dark boxer briefs.

I lick my lips thinking about tasting him. But Gavin has other plans first.

He parts my legs and slides the crotch of my thongs aside, and I bite a finger as I watch the way he admires my body.

“I see you like to keep that pussy nice and bald. Granddaddy likes,” he says, sliding two fingers inside my tight, wet pussy.

“Ooohh,” I purr, arching my back as I feel the way I grip him.

“Oh fuck,” he growls, his face morphing into one of hungry lust.

Pumping his fingers in and out of my tight channel as he watches my face, Gavin then curls them upward slightly, causing a blissfully hot sensation to sizzle down my legs, all the way to my toes.

“Is that your special spot, little angel?”

I nod and huff, bucking my hips up on the bed. “Yes, granddaddy. Oh fuck yes…”

Releasing a throaty groan, he lowers his head and snakes his tongue between my folds, finding my clit and flicking it back and forth. His beard tickles my pussy lips, and I love the way it feels against me.

I grind my hips upward, rocking them in rhythmic pumps as he finger-fucks me and licks me like he’s never tasted anything so sweet.

Gavin uses his left hand to hold my thongs aside as he fucks me with his other hand, but when I spread my legs as wide as they will go and fist his hair, I can’t resist shoving my pussy into his face as hard as I can.

He growls and tugs my clit past his lips before sucking gently, and as he quickens his fingers over my g-spot, I’m throttled over the edge, letting out a cry as I cum.

My legs shake and my belly quakes as my granddaddy sucks and fingers me to completion. I feel warm fluid pulsing from my cunt, and he simply laps it up with his tongue before coming back up to my clit.

“Please, granddaddy…” I beg, not sure what I’m begging for.

“You want more, don’t you, angel?”

“Fuck yes.”

He growls as he flips me over onto my stomach, then lifts my ass up in the air. “Granddaddy wants to give you a special massage, baby.”

With my head against the comforter, I smile, assuming he’s about to force his cock inside my dripping pussy. But when I feel his tongue swirl over my puckered rose, I hiss and arch my back.

“Oh god … granddaddy…” I feel my nipples tighten as he spreads my cheeks wider with his hands, and the delicious dance of his tongue on my forbidden entrance makes me quiver.

“Damn, you have the sweetest tasting ass, baby.”

“Make me cum, granddaddy. Please…”

He vocalizes his pleasure at my request and immediately goes back to licking my tight hole. I roll my ass in circles, feeling his hot breath hit my folds. His fingers push deep inside my pussy, getting coated in my thick, slick desire, then he pulls them out and immediately swirls them over my swollen clitoris.

I huff and buck. “Yes … right there, granddaddy. Oh fuck.”

“Give me a good ass-gasm, angel. Granddaddy wants to feel it on his mouth.” His groans become deeper, more urgent, and when he quickens his flicking over my bean as his tongue probes my tight little ass, I come undone, shuddering uncontrollably as I have another orgasm.

“I’m cumming, granddaddy! Oh yes, that feels so good!” I shriek, overcome with the intensity of pleasure he’s bringing me right now.

He works his fingers over my bouncing clit, and he presses his lips to my rose, giving it special kisses as my entire pussy and ass clench over and over. I rock my hips and fist the comforter, feeling bliss envelop me.

And when I feel Gavin shift around on the bed, I know he’s taking off his underwear so I can finally have his cock.

“Do you like being fucked by older men, princess?”

“Yes. Oh yes, please, granddaddy.”

“I hope you like it rough, because I’m about to fuck that little halo right off your head.”


Mr. Wells

I watch Molly’s head bob up and down as she sucks me, her hair softly swaying back and forth. I think about Felicia, then I feel guilty for thinking about her while Molly is giving me a fucking awesome blowjob.

But there’s no denying how bad I feel about hurting her.

I wonder what she’s doing right now, then force those thoughts out of my head. I tighten my grip in Molly’s hair, tugging it so hard she lets out a whimper. Felicia creeps back in, and I imagine her pert little tits, her ass jiggling as I fuck her from behind, the way her mouth works my cock so good, and I get pissed thinking I may never feel that again.

Frustrated as fuck, I shove Molly’s head down, forcing my dick to the back of her throat, and I growl as I spew my load onto her tonsils.

Her fingers grip the base of my shaft tightly, and she grunts as she tries to push her head up.

My cock spasms hard, and I release my grip on her. When she comes up, her mouth is covered in saliva and cum as it dribbles down her chin. She hops off the bed and tugs off her pants, leaving on a pair of lacy pink thongs.

Doing this seductive little dance for me, she wiggles her hips as she slides them down her legs before peeling them off her feet.

“I know you’re an ass man, daddy, even though you do appreciate my nice tits.”

“I appreciate a nice ass, too. You’re right about that.”

Sinking her teeth into her lower lip, she cups her tits and twists around until her back is to me. “Well, how would you like to sink that cock of yours into my … forbidden hole? We don’t have to worry about birth control if you wanna fuck me there.”

My dick twitches as it begins to rise again. Pre-cum seeps from my slit that’s still glistening from her saliva. I pump my shaft as she bends over right in front of me, setting her hands down on her roommate’s bed.

She wiggles her bottom, forcing her cheeks to flap back and forth.

I growl and sit up, keeping my fist pumping up and down my length as I watch her fleshy globes dance. “Fuck, baby doll. You really want me to cum in that sweet ass of yours?”

“Yes, daddy. And I want you to feel my tight ring clench around your throbbing cock, too. I’ve been training with a dildo.”

I grunt as I picture her moving a thick silicone cock in and out of her little bottom. I’ve fucked Felicia’s ass a few times, but Molly has always said that was off limits.

But now?

I approach her from behind and grip her pelvis as the head of my dick probes her puckered entrance. I spit on her bottom, watching the clear fluid drizzle down to the mushroom head of my dick. Gripping the base of my shaft, I slide the underside back and forth, getting it coated in my saliva before pushing into her tight hole.

“Oh god…” she moans in ecstasy.

She lifts her feet up and places her knees on the bed, forcing her back to sway and her ass to open up for me. I push in deeper, amazed at how tightly her muscles are gripping me.

“Jesus, baby. You’re so fucking tight.”

“Uh huh,” she purrs.

And as my head slips all the way inside of her, we both let out a groan before I start pumping in and out.

“Mmm, daddy,” she moans, rocking against me with each thrust.

I pick up the pace, letting my hands reach down and cup her breasts. I finger her nipples, lightly pinching them and feeling them respond to my touch.

I move a hand between her legs as I grind against her ass, moving my index finger in a slow circle around her clit.

Molly huffs and pants, and when I feel that tender bump of tissue grow bigger and firmer, I know she’s close.

I press one hand on her lower back and grind my cock deep in her bowels, until my balls are rubbing against her wet pussy lips. I trace her clit with the pad of my finger until it feels like it will pop. Her anus grows tighter, milking the cum right from by balls.

“Go ahead and cum, baby. Daddy needs it…”

Her knuckles go white as she twists the sheets in her hands, and when I feel the weight of my balls overflowing, her ring grips me, contracting over and over right as I shoot my load inside of her.

“Yes, daddy. Yessssss,” she cries.

I toss my head back as I erupt with such intensity, it feels as if my dick will split her right down the middle.

I slam into her, swirling her little jewel that’s dancing on the tip of my finger. I grunt as I watch her flesh bounce wildly from my forceful thrusts. I feel my cum spraying her walls, her breaths now coming out in hard bursts as I wreck her tiny asshole.

I move my hands to her hips and tighten my grip, going as deep in her as I can as the last few bursts of seed shoot out. Her sphincter contracts a few more times, and as I go soft and fall out of her bottom, she lets out a soft laugh.

“I guess you enjoyed that?” I ask.

“Yes,” she groans, falling down on her side. “I think you did too, huh, daddy?”

“Fuck. Yes,” I say with a laugh.

I give her bottom a swat and put on my shirt and briefs before walking to Molly’s sink. “Don’t suppose you have an extra toothbrush in here, do you?”

“Mm, I think there’s one up there.”

I find one on the top shelf and brush my teeth then wash my hands. I then get my phone to check my messages, hoping that Felicia texted to apologize or at least tell me she didn’t mean what she said. But the only thing displayed on my screen is another severe weather alert for tomorrow.

“Great,” I mumble.

“What’s wrong, daddy.”

I turn to Molly and see that she’s already snuggled underneath the covers. “Nothing. I was just hoping to hear from Felicia.”

She makes a perturbed face. “She wasn’t mad that you had to come up here, was she?”

“No. Not at all,” I lie, just to keep the peace. I really don’t want to go into everything that was said tonight.

“Did you tell her what was going on?”

I get under the covers with her, and she snuggles against me, her little fingers dancing along my chest. “I told her that you were involved with someone who broke things off. I didn’t tell her about the little scare.”

“Mmm, good,” she purrs, getting closer to me and tossing a leg over my waist. “There are certain things I want to keep between us.”

I stroke her hair, giving that some thought. Before we started this threeway relationship, things were good between Molly and her best friend.

“She cares about you, baby. You shouldn’t shut her out. I love you both, you know. And you two love each other.”

Molly lets out a sigh. “I know. You’re right. I’ll message her tomorrow.”

I kiss her on the top of the head before drifting off to sleep, keeping my fingers crossed that all this will be water under the bridge by tomorrow.


Felicia

Gavin’s hands grip me like he owns me as his cock spears my entrance. He’s bigger than Mr. Wells, that I can tell. And when I feel his girth stretch me, all the air escapes my lungs in a long moan that leaves me dizzy.

Sinking a foot on the bed next to me, he’s obviously trying to get better leverage to fuck me with. And I highly approve.

His flesh slaps into mine as he drives his cock in and out of my pussy. I hear his grunts, his animalistic noises as he pummels me hard and fast. My body surges forward with every thrust, and his thick, meaty member is rubbing every inch of my walls, making me tremble as I feel another orgasm about to claim me.

“Oh granddaddy … don’t stop…”

“You think I’m going to stop?” he growls, forcing himself in deeper, faster.

His cock feels so good as he continues. I could almost swear I feel his grow harder, wider, longer, the veins of his shaft throbbing in time with my cunt.

“Cum for me, right now, princess. Granddaddy can’t hold out.”

He presses his fingers deep into my flesh and goes in so deep I can feel it in my toes. He moves my hips up and down his shaft, slamming me against him over and over until I feel that crescendo and a rush of fluids pulses out of me.

“Aaaahhhh,” he groans, holding me tight and grinding against me as I cum.

I cry out in pleasure as my pussy clenches around his girth, and I feel his dick twitch as he releases inside of me. His cum shoots out with mine in a hard gush as I orgasm so hard my body jerks uncontrollably.

“Jesus, baby…” he growls. “I ain’t never…”

I’m breathless as he finishes inside of me in a slow grind that makes me delirious. But my granddaddy is not done with me.

Oh no. He’s just getting started.

He pulls out of my pussy and flips me back over. When I look up at him, he’s climbing across the bed holding his cock in one hand—hard, shiny, and bright red.

“That was just a teaser, my little angel. I need you to suck out the rest.”

Before I can respond, he’s mounting my face and forcing his cock inside my mouth. I have no choice but to open up and take him past my lips. I can taste my tang on him, the stickiness of our arousal coating his length.

He leans forward so that his hands are on the bed above my head and proceeds to face fuck me. I reach up and place my hands on his firm glutes as his meaty cock gets sucked as hard as I can manage.

I use my tongue to snake along his veiny length as he glides in and out of my mouth, and each time he moves deeper and deeper to the back of my throat. He becomes more and more vocal with each thrust, and in return, I get more turned on by all this primal lust.

I flick the underside of the head, and when he pulls out enough so that only the head is in my mouth, I wrap my lips around the crown and suckle softly as he growls louder.

Then, just like that, he says, “Ah fuck!” and plunges all the way back before emptying again.

I moan in between swallows and get even more turned on as I feel his ass clench through his orgasm. Each burst of his jizz is fucking delicious, and just when I feel my clit start to twitch in need, he repositions us again, this time me on top of him riding his cock.

He holds onto my breasts as I bounce up and down on his shaft, cumming again within just a few minutes. Then he tells me to turn around and mount his face.

I feel his tongue slide around my pussy as I suck his cock again, and when he slips a finger in my bottom, I squeal through another orgasm.

Gavin’s cock spurts another load in my mouth right after, leaving us both completely exhausted.

For now.

“Damn, angel. I never knew we could have so much fun together.” He pulls me into a spoon, his big body keeping me warm.

“Me neither. And something tells me you could keep going, couldn’t you?”

He chuckles and plants a few kisses on my shoulder. “Well, I need a little time to put some lead back in the old pencil. But yeah, I could fuck your sweet pussy all night.”

For whatever reason, I glance at the clock and see that it’s almost midnight. And I about have a panic attack. I bolt upright in bed. “Do you know what time my mom’s shift ends?”

“No, princess. But I’m going to message her right now and tell her you fell asleep and to leave you here.”

I blow out a sigh of relief. “Thanks. That will help a lot.”

“It’s my pleasure. I want you all to myself until tomorrow when I have to leave.” He cups the back of my head and pulls me down for a kiss. His tongue feels warm and sexy as it darts inside of my mouth.

I feel guilty for enjoying this. But only for a second.

If Mr. Wells can fuck Molly whenever he wants, well, I can fuck Gavin.

Especially since it’s over between us.

But as Gavin reaches for his phone to text my mom, I can’t help but acknowledge once again that Mr. Wells was probably right and I did overreact. My emotions have been out of whack all week.

But what’s done is done. And I’m going to have fun tonight no matter what Mr. Wells is or isn’t doing with Molly.


Book 5: Oh, Baby!

Felicia

Mr. Wells shows up just in time to catch me with Gavin, and he’s not happy. In fact, his primal mode kicks in and he makes it a point to reclaim me, right there in front of the silver-haired beast. I try to stop him, but it’s two against one and I can’t say that my body is objecting to any of it.

But once the deed is done, we learn why I’ve been so moody lately. And the news of our “arrival on the way” takes us on a journey I never thought I’d share with anyone.

Mr. Wells

I can’t believe my eyes when I catch Felicia with Gavin. Proving to the both of them that she belongs to me seems the natural thing to do. But afterwards, Felicia and I learn that it won’t be just the two of us for much longer. And working out the “kinks” of our relationship is more fun than I ever dreamed.


Felicia

Gavin passes me the coffee across the small table, and I take a sip. “For a cheap hotel, this place sure has a nice breakfast bar.”

I nod enthusiastically. “I used to come here before my classes just to eat. Even with mom’s discount, that got expensive.”

“So, what’s on the agenda for today?”

I let out a sigh, wondering that myself. I’d spent the night with Gavin and we’d stayed up most of the night fucking. When we woke up, I expected him to tell me he needed to leave. But he said he wasn’t in any rush to get to the bike rally since his friends weren’t meeting him until later tonight.

“I don’t have any plans. Daddy and I were going to see a movie, but obviously that’s not going to happen.”

“Daddy?”

I smile and blush. “Yeah. I didn’t mention that’s what I call him?”

“That’s what you call who?”

“Mr. Wells? My best friend’s dad? The one I’ve been seeing?”

He lifts a brow. “No, you didn’t.”

Why do I get the feeling he’s a little jealous about that?

“Well, I do. It’s just a nickname, you know. I mean, obviously since he’s not my real dad. But he loves it.”

“I’ll bet he does,” Gavin grumbles before shoveling a large forkful of scrambled eggs in his mouth.

“I like it, too, actually,” I think out loud, and when Gavin looks at me, I can tell he feels bad.

“You miss him, don’t you?”

I nod, that raw pain burning a hole in my gut. But I’m also still upset about how he dismissed me last night. Nausea grips me, and I push the plate of food away.

“Maybe you should call him up, see if the two of you can work things out. Not that I want to lose the special connection we made last night.” His soulful eyes seem to be searching mine, and I can’t help but smile at him. Gavin has always been good to me, both when he was my step granddaddy and now, as my friend. Despite our age difference—me being eighteen and him sixty-three, I still feel really connected to him.

“I don’t want to lose this special connection either. I’d love for us to be able to do this every time you come to town.”

He drinks down some coffee and picks up a piece of bacon. “I’d like to have you more often than that. Wish I lived closer.”

“Me too.”

“Tell you what. Why don’t we hang out here today, relax and watch a few movies. I don’t have to check out until three o’clock.”

“That sounds perfect. There’s nothing I’d like more than to just veg out in front of the TV and not think about a thing.”

“It’s a done deal, but I want you naked as a jaybird, angel. Because when I’m ready to play with that pussy of yours, I do not want to have to strip off a thing.”

I giggle and give him a kiss on the cheek before heading off to shower while he finishes his breakfast. By the time I’m done, he’s getting in behind me, yanking the curtain closed and humming a country song.

I dry my hair and slather on some of the lotion on the counter, then open his bottle of deodorant and take a whiff before spraying a little on. I keep thinking about Mr. Wells and how different his smells are, but how much I loved them nonetheless. My insides ache when I think about it, and I start to feel like I was rash in breaking up with him.

But he hasn’t even bothered to text, or call, or anything. Which tells me he couldn’t care less about me or the fact that I broke up with him last night. And that hurts a lot.

I make my way back to the bed and get under the sheets, cool against my naked skin. I can’t wait for Gavin to get under here with me and hold me tight, just make me forget about all this mess. And when I pick up my phone, I see that two messages have come in since breakfast, one from Molly and the other from Mr. Wells:

Hey girl. Sorry I had to steal daddy for a while last night. Guess I was going through a little drama, but it’s all good now. Let’s catch up soon. I miss you.

I immediately feel guilty for getting so angry with her and start thinking of a reply. But I want to see what Mr. Wells has to say. My heart thuds inside my chest before reading his message.

Hi, baby, I’ll be home soon. There’s another storm coming through Candle Rock and I wanted to hit the road before it got bad. I convinced Molly to stay in school, so I hope you and I can have some alone time together to work this out. I love you more than anything…

His words bring me some comfort, and yes, a little guilt, too. But it still hurts, and there’s still the issue of his non-proposal proposal at dinner last night.

I set my phone back down, not sure of how to respond. He’d sent the message an hour ago, and I don’t have a clue how far away he was when he sent it. But it’s not like he knows I’m here, so I don’t have to worry about it yet. I need to let this simmer a bit longer.


Mr. Wells

I glance at my phone again to look at the room number Joanne had sent. After not hearing back from Felicia, I got concerned and messaged her mother who explained that she crashed in Gavin’s room last night. I was pretty shocked when she told me, but Gavin was Felicia’s step grandfather not that long ago. And I know he’s remained close to the family.

Joanne said she seemed wiped out and just fell asleep there. But I have my suspicions, especially considering the fact that the first time Felicia and I hooked up was in a hotel room.

Also, I’ve met Gavin a few times, and I’m not saying the dude is a prowler but he’s always eyed women as if they were objects. Now that Felicia is eighteen and legal, I wouldn’t be surprised if he took advantage of her presence and her state of mind.

And fuck. I wouldn’t blame him if he did. Felicia was pretty upset. Has been so all week. Moody and unpredictable. I’m not sure what’s going on with her, but I think we can work it out if we talk it out. As long as she hasn’t already moved on. I know her weakness for older men, and Gavin’s pretty attractive, I suppose.

By the time I knock on his door, I’ve convinced myself that my imagination has got the better of me. Felicia wouldn’t do that with her mom’s former stepdad. She knows better than to shit where she eats.

Gavin opens the door rather quickly, but when I see his appearance, I immediately think that Felicia better not fucking be here. He’s got nothing more than a white towel wrapped around his waist, little water droplets from the shower beading his chest hair.

Fuck.

“Connor. I’m surprised to see you here.”

I take a deep breath to settle my nerves. “I’m looking for Felicia. I don’t suppose she’s still here, is she?”

He parts his lips as if to say something, turning his head to look over his shoulder. “This isn’t exactly a good time. I’ve got company. Have you, uh, tried calling her?”

I don’t know how or why, but I get the overwhelming suspicion that Felicia is the “company” he’s speaking of, and I feel sick to my stomach. Without answering, I barge past him, walking no more than three steps to find my baby girl lying in bed with the sheets pulled up to her chest, her bare shoulders exposed and a shocked look on her face.

“Jesus fucking Christ,” I mutter. Anger rips through me and I clench my fists as Gavin shuts the door and joins my side.

“Sorry, sweetheart. He just … walked in,” Gavin says.

Felicia’s face is tight, anger setting her jaw. But those gorgeous eyes that have stolen my heart are riddled with guilt.

“It’s okay, granddaddy. He was bound to find out anyway.”

“What are you doing here, Felicia?”

She flicks her chin up. “I told you it was over. I came here to see Gavin and … one thing led to another. You’re familiar with that, I’m sure.”

My heart beats double time. The anger in her tone is an attempt to bury a lot of pain—pain that I’ve caused. Gavin stands next to the bed, crossing his arms over his chest. It’s taking every ounce of strength I have to ignore him. I need to get her out of here.

“Yeah, I’m familiar with that. Why don’t you get dressed so we can go downstairs and talk about this.”

She shakes her head and pulls the sheet up a little higher, tucking it under her armpits. “Sorry, but you don’t get to tell me what to do anymore. You made your priorities crystal clear last night.”

I run my hands through my hair, feeling flustered as fuck. “There were circumstances, baby. Things I needed to take care of. I’m sure Molly will fill you in, if she hasn’t already.”

“No, she hasn’t. Both of you shut me out.”

God, the look of pain in her eyes is killing me. “I know. And I know it hurt. But I was trying like hell to prevent any drama. Meanwhile all I did was fuck things up in the process.”

“Well, I have nothing to say about it. You made your choice, I made mine.”

Felicia flicks her head in Gavin’s direction, and when I look at his way, he meets my gaze with authority, pissing me off even more.

“You wanna give us a second?” I say.

“Don’t listen to him, granddaddy. I don’t want one second alone with him.”

“Maybe you should talk with him, sweetie. You don’t have to make any decisions, but at least hear him out.”

Felicia narrows her eyes as she looks up at him. Mine are wide, however. I’m shocked that he’s coming to my defense, and he actually gains a little of my respect.

“I don’t want to,” she says through gritted teeth.

“So this is what you want? To stay here with him and … what?” I ask.

“That’s none of your business,” Felicia clips out.

Gavin takes a deep breath and runs a hand over his beard.

“I want to hear you say it, Felicia. Have you already slept with him?” As soon as the words leave my lips, blood surges through my cock. I’m getting a fucking hard-on at the thought of this bastard taking my girl.

“I don’t know. Did you sleep with Molly last night?”

My lack of response gives her the answer she’s looking for.

“Look, man, I know you’re upset,” Gavin says, holding up his hands. “But she’s right. If she doesn’t want to talk about it, ain’t much you can do.”

My pulse hammers in my neck, and my hackles rise as my cock grows stiffer. Damnit, I can’t let one little fight come between us. And I know that if it wasn’t for Gavin, Felicia and I would be holding each other right now. This asshole is trying to steal my girl. She belongs to me and I’m about to prove it.

“Is this what you want, baby?” I flick my head in his general direction. “The man who used to be your mother’s stepdad?”

“What if I do?” she says, flipping her hair over her shoulder, allowing the top part of the sheet to slide down, revealing the slope of her breast. “Maybe I like being pounded by an older man who knows how to put me first.”

My cock twitches, and an angry growl rumbles up my throat. Gavin shifts in place like this is making him a little uncomfortable.

“If that’s what you really want, then why don’t you come over here and look me square in the eyes when you say it.”

I know she won’t be able to do it. Felicia won’t be able to look me in the eyes and repeat those words. And once she gets over here, and I pull her body to mine and let her feel how hard I am, she’ll realize just how much she means to me.

But Felicia surprises me when she kicks the covers aside and slams her feet on the floor, walking to me with her arms crossed over her chest. She’s completely naked, making my dick rigid. And when I quickly look at Gavin, I can see him eyeing her ass, making me more resolved in proving who Felicia belongs to.

Just because he fucked her once doesn’t mean he gets to keep her.

Felicia stops in front of me, her eyes boring straight into mine as she licks her lips and smiles. “I want to be with Gavin. I like calling him granddaddy, and it makes him hard as a rock when I do. And I especially loved the way he fucked me all night long.”

I growl again as my cock strains and throbs in my pants. The image of my baby girl cumming around another man’s cock releases a fury inside of me.

I reach up and fist her hair, fully expecting her to fight me. But her eyes flare in response, and her lips and cheeks bloom a light pink. Her arms uncross, her hands going to my chest.

“I can fuck you all night long, too, baby girl. Or have you forgotten what we’ve been doing for the last month?”

“I—I haven’t forgotten, but—”

“But nothing,” I growl, watching as Gavin moves closer to us. I fucking dare him to say one word or even try to put a stop to this. “You belong to me, no matter who you’re fucking when I’m not around.”

I reach up and cup her breast, rolling her nipple between my fingers while tightening my grip on her hair. She gasps and lets out a soft moan.

“Do you want me to put a stop to this, angel?” Gavin asks.

His pet name for her makes me growl again. I narrow my eyes at him, then look at Felicia. “Tell him what you want, baby.” I cup her pussy, feeling her wetness coat my fingers.

She huffs. “I—I want both of you.”

Fuck. I know she needs this, to be taken by two at once. And if I want to keep her, I need to allow her to explore this part of her sexuality.

I press several fingers into her depths, feeling her walls grip me as I rub her clit with my palm. Her thighs begin to tremble and she purrs as I move my digits in and out of her wetness.

Gavin drops his towel, his erection as eager and throbbing as mine is.

“Take my cock out, right fucking now,” I grit out.

She undoes my pants and pulls them down, then grips the waist of my underwear, doing the same, forcing my cock to spring at attention once I’m naked. I kick everything aside as Gavin stands several feet away, stroking himself. He’s got a lot of balls, I’ll give him that. But there’s a hell of a lot of testosterone swimming around in this room. And based on the way he looks and I feel, shit’s about to get real.

Felicia stands before me, those sexy pussy lips swollen and ready to be taken and her nipples hard and red. And extremely puffy. Puffier than they were just several days ago.

“Get on the bed right now and show me that ass. You can suck off Gavin while I reclaim what’s mine.”


Felicia

I’m shaking all over with need when I feel Mr. Wells’ hands go to my hips. Gavin kneels on the bed in front of me, his hard cock inches from my face. Fingers snake through my hair as he pushes himself past my lips, delicious pre-cum coating my mouth.

“Mmmm,” I moan, slowly bobbing my head as I begin to suck.

I swirl my tongue over the crown, moving over his slit that’s seeping a thick trail of his desire.

“Fuck,” he groans, pumping his hips back and forth.

So much heat is circling around me, but when I feel Mr. Wells spear the entrance to my pussy with his cock, I become lost in the lust.

My body moves rhythmically as the two men take me at both ends. Hands in my hair and on my hips, laying claim to me, bring me unending pleasure. I reach up and cup Gavin’s heavy scrotum, and he vocalizes with a groan as his thick cock twitches inside my mouth.

“Fuck, baby. Your ass belongs to me…” Mr. Wells says.

His finger probes my bottom, stretching my rose and curling my toes. I arch my back and let the wave crash over me. Every cell in my body feels as though it’s on fire.

Gavin’s cock grows hard as steel, and when his grip in my hair becomes downright possessive, he empties in the back of my throat, growling obscenities as he spurts thick ropes of cum.

Mr. Wells smacks my ass as he buries himself deep, grinding as hard as he can and forcing an orgasm to erupt from my tight cunt. My walls clench around his girth, the pleasure making me dizzy.

I attempt to cry out in pleasure, but my sounds are stifled by the cock buried in my mouth. Gavin shoves my head down until I’m at the root of his shaft while sucking and swallowing everything that he gives me. His thick veins throb angrily with each pulse, and all I want to do is trail my tongue over every inch of his manhood.

I do my best to keep him hard, sucking and flicking the head. Gavin groans uncontrollably while guiding my head up and down when all of a sudden, I feel Mr. Wells slam into me with force before shooting out a load of cum.

He growls and slaps my ass several more times, the sting making my nipples pucker. I whimper, but Gavin shuts me up by deepthroating me until I can’t breathe.

“Make me cum again, angel,” he grits out.

I move my tongue over his length in massage-like pulses, and he grips my hair and tugs me off of him so I can catch my breath. My pussy is still throbbing from my orgasm, which is now reignited from Mr. Wells’ harsh invasion of my walls.

Growls fill the air around us, and as Gavin shoots another load of his hot seed in my mouth, Mr. Wells holds my hips steady while grinding his cock as deep inside of me as it will go. I can feel the cum fill me at both ends, making me like a vessel for their outlet.

It’s over all too soon, Gavin’s flaccid cock slipping from my lips as Mr. Wells holds onto my fleshy globes and fucks me until he’s no longer hard. I’m breathless and the flesh of my ass is stinging. But when I flip over on my back and look up at Mr. Wells’ as he stares down at me like some wild beast, a surge of nausea grips me and I have to run to the bathroom, barely making it to the toilet before puking everything I ate this morning.

“Oh god,” I groan, holding my stomach and wiping my mouth with the back of my hand. I hear footsteps behind me, and Mr. Wells’ hands are on my shoulders as he kneels next to me on the floor.

“Baby? Are you all right?”

I take a few steadying breaths as the nausea passes and nod my head. “I had a heavy breakfast this morning.”

“What did you eat?”

“Eggs and toast.”

“That’s what you eat every day, isn’t it?”

I grunt. Shit, he’s right. I hate it when he’s right, and it makes me want to punch him in the face. “What’s your point?” I grumble.

When I look at him, I see Gavin standing in the doorway, the towel wrapped around his waist once again. “Everything okay in here?”

“It’s fine, Gavin.” Mr. Wells cups my face and I don’t know why he isn’t mad at me. “Is this the first time you’ve gotten sick?”

I feel dizzy and weak and think that maybe I’m coming down with something. “I need to lie down and take a nap.”

He looks quickly at Gavin then back at me. “I can take you to my place.”

“She can lie down here. I’m heading out in a few minutes to get some oil for my bike.”

I look at Gavin and flash him a thank-you smile as Mr. Wells stands up. “I’d appreciate that. I think I’ll head to the lobby and pick up a ginger ale.”

I stand up and, feeling a little wobbly, grab onto the edge of the bathroom counter. I don’t know why I feel dizzy all of a sudden, but with us being in the midst of flu season, I know that must be what it is. Unless…

No. I don’t even want to think about it. My period is due any day now. And Mr. Wells has been having his way with my ass more so than the “traditional” place.

I just can’t be pregnant.

Mr. Wells helps me get to the bed with Gavin standing over us. I’m shocked that he lets him lean down and kiss me on the forehead, but they both seem to be really concerned.

“Call me if you need anything,” he whispers.

I force a smile. “I’ll be fine, but thank you, granddaddy.”

Mr. Wells walks Gavin to the door and I hear them chatting for a few seconds before the door shuts. When he sits next to me on the bed, I can tell he’s worried.

“I’m just going to come out and say it. Have you had your period?”

I groan and rub my face. “I think it’s due.”

“I’m going to get you a pregnancy test so we can be sure.”

“You really think that’s what this is, daddy?” I say, grabbing him by the arm as he stands up.

His eyes float to my chest. “You do seem a little off lately. I know I’m no saint, but you’ve lost patience with me more times than I can count, and … have you seen your boobs?”

I glance down, noticing that they are a little more achy than usual. And my nipples seem large. I just thought it was PMS.

“Maybe you should get a pregnancy test. There’s a small gift kiosk next to the bar downstairs. They might have one.”

“I’m aware. I’ll be back in a jiffy.”

He gives me a kiss and I snuggle under the covers, feeling my heart flutter nervously. I should be riding on a high right now after what I just experienced with daddy and granddaddy. But instead, I’m lying here worried sick that my life is about to shift on a dime.

Curious, I pick up my phone to check my period app, only to discover I was supposed to start a whole friggin’ week ago.

Fuck!

How did I miss this?

I’ve been so caught up in new classes and my relationship with my best friend’s dad—who I now have to wonder is still my best friend—that I haven’t been paying attention to my body.

And let’s face it. We rarely use birth control. God, I’m an idiot. I basically let this happen. We both let this happen.

By the time he gets back, and I pee on the stick, I’m convinced I’m preggo. I start reeling as I look at the results. And when I slowly pass him the stick, he can tell by the look on my face.

“Two pink lines? Baby, it’s positive.”

The smile on his face confirms how happy he is. He lies next to me in bed and pulls me close to him as tears well up in my eyes. Happy tears.

We’re having a baby together.

A baby.

I can do this.


Mr. Wells

I never knew I could be so happy. It’s been several weeks since we found out Felicia is pregnant. After the rigmarole of tests to be sure she’s healthy and confirming her due date, the dust has settled a bit.

But my cock isn’t settling. Not one bit.

All I can think about is Felicia’s belly growing nice and big and her tits filling out, and it pretty much keeps me rock hard all the time. Which can be a little frustrating at times since Felicia has morning sickness around the clock. I’ve been jerking off daily, trying my damnedest to be patient until it passes.

Once we got past our miscommunication the night I went to see Molly, we spent some time talking about what we wanted from this relationship and from each other. I made it clear that I want her living with me so I can take care of her and the baby once he’s born. And she agreed. Marriage is on the back burner for now because Felicia wants to finish school, giving us time to save up for this fairytale wedding she’s always dreamed of. There’s no way her mother can afford to do that. And it actually works out perfectly because I want to save up for a diamond ring that she deserves and surprise her with it when she least expects it.

As far as our relationship being open, well, that’s been a little trickier.

We both want the freedom to explore other people, but for now it’s limited to just Molly and Gavin. No need to complicate things with her being pregnant. Besides, we trust the two of them implicitly.

Molly knows about the baby, and she was actually much more supportive than I thought she’d be, saying she can’t wait to meet her baby brother or sister. I think she’s met someone else, though she hasn’t admitted as much. But I made her promise to go back on the pill, telling her that a few extra pounds just makes her that much sexier. She and Felicia are back to talking just as much as they used to. So I guess things really couldn’t be any better.

Right now, I’m on my way home from work. Felicia is supposed to be coming by with a few boxes of her things, then we’re heading to a dinner party for Kara—a friend of Felicia’s who recently graduated with a degree in digital marketing and landed a job in L.A. I’ve never met her, but Felicia talks about her all the time.

Once I’m home, I take a shower and head to the kitchen to get something to drink when I hear Felicia come in.

“Daddy? Are you home?” Giggling erupts, and when I walk into the living room, Felicia is standing there with a girl I’ve never met before. One who looks as though she’s dressed for a gothic striptease.

“Hi, baby. What’s up?”

“This is Kara. I thought we could all get to know each other a little before we head to her party.”

I walk her way and extend a hand, letting my eyes travel over her body. She’s wearing a cropped, tight leather vest that shows off her belly, painted on leggings, and black stilettoes. And with jet black hair and bright red lipstick, Kara has got my cock on the verge of standing at attention. “How are you, Kara?”

“I’m good. It’s nice to meet you.” She shakes my hand and her smile seems warm and flirty.

“Congrats on the job offer. L.A., huh?”

“Yeah. I’ve always wanted to live on the west coast, so that’s where I focused my job-hunting efforts.”

“Sounds like a good plan. I was just about to make something to drink. Can I get you anything?”

Kara bites her lip and runs a finger down my chest. “Whatever you’re having will suit me just fine.”

Shocked at her flirtatious nature, I glance at Felicia. She winks at me, and my dick bumps in my pants. So I guess she’s fine with her friends flirting with me. Not that I would complain, but this sort of behavior is liable to leave me even more sexually frustrated than I already am.

“I’ll pour us some soda.”

I go to the kitchen to make our drinks, and Felicia joins me, a wanton look in her eyes. She rests a hand on my arm and squeezes.

“Kara likes to flirt a lot. And by flirt, I mean she wants to suck your dick. You should totally jump on that.”

I almost drop the glass I’m holding. “What? You want me to be with your friend, baby girl?”

She lets out a sigh. “I haven’t been feeling well lately, daddy. You deserve to have your needs met. I guess this is my way of making it up to you.”

Well, fuck. How can I argue with that? I can’t, that’s how.

“Baby, are you sure?”

Her cheeks flush as she nods, a smile blooming across her face. “I’m sure. As long as I can watch.”

I stand there speechless for a few minutes. I don’t know why I’m acting so surprised. Not like I haven’t fucked her other best friend a few times. I just never would have expected her to let me have someone else. It’s a testament to how much she trusts me, I suppose.

“You can watch. And my cock is very grateful.”

She smiles before standing on her tiptoes and giving me a loving kiss on the cheek. “I knew it would be.”

We head back to the living room and Felicia joins Kara on the couch. I sit across from them and we all make small talk. I learn that Kara is twenty-one years old and grew up in Florida before moving here five years ago. Whatever else she talks about is lost on me because I can’t help but eye her chest, admiring her full breasts and tight cleavage, and it’s making my dick rock hard. I wonder if she knows that Felicia has already said something to me, if I’m supposed to make the first move or if they have something planned, or what. But I’m not about to sit around and wait for shit to go down. You can’t lead a horse to water and not let him drink.

My cock needs pussy and it needs it now.

“Daddy, you should play some music or something. We’ve got an hour before we have to leave.”

I stand up and walk to the stereo system and tune it to a classic rock station, making the decision that when I turn back around, I’m expediting this. “I hope this means I’m going to see some dancing. And let me tell ya, I won’t object if you two want to strip down to the bare essent—”

When I turn around, Felicia and Kara are kissing, their tongues intertwined as Felicia slips her hand inside of Kara’s vest.

“Oh shit,” I mumble.

Blood pulses through my dick. I step out of my pants and move closer to them, taking ahold of my erection and stroking it as I watch the two girls make out.

Felicia tugs down the zipper on the front of Kara’s vest, completely revealing her gorgeously full double-D tits. I watch as Felicia lightly teases her hard nipples with the tips of her fingers as their tongues flick one another.

Now I see why my baby girl was so anxious to share me with Kara. She wants a piece of her too.

“Daddy could use a few special kisses, girls.”

They look my way, their gazes landing on me.

“You have a nice, thick cock. I like that in a man,” Kara says.

“Why don’t you show me how much you like it?”

“I thought you’d never ask.”

I feel a drop of pre-cum slide out as they scoot forward. Kara slides the vest off her shoulders and grips the base of my shaft while Felicia gets undressed, yanking off her sweater and jeans while lying sideways on the couch.

I move my gaze between the two but quickly focus my attention on Kara as she wraps her lips around my crown and begins to suck me like it’s an Olympic sport. I reach down and fondle her breasts as Felicia joins her friend. And before I know it, both of their mouths are on me, dragging their tongues all up and down my length and taking turns twisting their hands around my base while sucking me silly.

I can’t hold out long. Kara looks up at me with this mischievous grin before angling her head to my balls, and the minute she slathers her sexy little tongue along them I spurt in Felicia’s warm, wet mouth.

“Fuuuuck,” I groan, fisting her hair as my dick twitches hard.

She passes my cock to Kara who moans as she takes me to the back of her throat, and the way her fingers are caressing my heavy, twitching sack makes me shoot out another burst of cum.

When it feels like I’ve completely emptied, I’ve still got a raging hard-on, and the reason I’m still hard is because I want to see some girl-on-girl action.

“Lie down, Kara. Let me at that pussy of yours while Felicia rides your face.”

Neither of them argue with me. And the sight of Felicia’s ass wiggling as she rubs her pussy on Kara’s lips makes me want to cum again. I pull down her leggings and tug them down to her knees, then part her pussy lips with my fingers.

She moans and huffs as I delve into her folds with my tongue, tasting her sweetness and licking her clit. Watching Felicia be pleasured by another woman is so fucking sexy I can hardly stand it. I tug her hard pearl past my lips and suck her slowly, teasing with my tongue while I do so, and in minutes her hips are bucking off the couch as she cums.

I take in the sight of Felicia straddled over Kara’s face and can’t resist nestling the head of my shaft at her entrance. Kara runs her hands up my thighs as I slide inside of Felicia and give her the cock she’s been missing for several weeks now.

She lets out a breathy moan as I fill her tight pussy, and the moment I’m buried balls deep, I feel Kara’s tongue swirling over my sack. This busty beauty is now pleasing the both of us with her sexy mouth. I move slowly in and out of Felicia when she turns her head to look over her shoulder.

“Oooh, yes, daddy. I’m gonna cum…”

I growl and grip her hips, sinking my fingers into her flesh. Kara’s breath is warm on my scrotum as she licks me, and when Felicia’s walls tighten around my girth I spurt my seed into her belly, releasing a groan that has been pent up for far too long.

I pound her hard and fast as she clenches around me. Her voice is squeaky as she begs Kara to keep licking her “right there.”

And I keep pounding until I have nothing else inside of me but more love for Felicia.

Kara eventually gets a turn with Felicia, straddling her face and pinching her nipples while I watch. I end up getting hard again and walk to them, standing over Felicia’s body stretched out on the floor of my living room. I let Kara suck my cock while my baby girl brings her another orgasm. I briefly consider fucking Kara but I change my mind. The last thing I need to worry about is getting someone else pregnant.

Right before we all leave for the dinner party, Kara excuses herself to the bathroom to get ready, and Felicia is hugging me, saying she’s never felt closer to me.

“I haven’t either, baby. Why didn’t you tell me you were into girls?”

She shrugs and pulls her long hair over her shoulder. “I didn’t really know. With Kara, it just sort of … happened.”

“Well I’m glad it did. That was fun.”

She kisses me softly on the lips. “I felt like you deserved a little reward for dealing with my moodiness and lack of libido.”

“Baby, you’re all the reward I need.”


Felicia

I look at my reflection in the mirror, having a hard time adjusting to my size. I’m eight months pregnant now, and my stomach is the size of a watermelon. When I’m in my pajamas I look and feel like a freaking Teletubby.

I also feel like a sex-starved maniac. Seriously, it’s like my body cannot orgasm enough. Daddy gets up for work at six o’clock, but I don’t have to get up for classes until eight. When I hear him leave at 7:30, I reach inside the bedside table and get out my favorite vibrator, making myself cum two or three times. Orgasms now are so intense. They literally rip through my entire belly making me feel like my whole body is orgasming. By lunchtime every day, I’m horny again. And by the time daddy gets home, I’m climbing the walls.

We fuck nearly every night, but I insist on wearing a long shirt to cover myself, which he hates. It’s not that he hasn’t seen me naked, but I’m so self-conscious when we’re having sex I feel better when I’m covered up.

One day at school, Gavin sends me a text message that he’s in town, would I be free for dinner? My pussy grows wet at the thought of seeing him, but then I get worried. What if he thinks I look like a swollen freak of nature? Because that’s how I feel half the time.

The first thing I do is call my man and ask him if it’s okay. I don’t really need his permission to see my former step granddaddy, but I do it out of respect. He tells me it’s fine but asks me to come home first so he can see me before I leave.

I know what that means. He wants to fuck me first, mark his territory. He’s done this the few times Gavin has been here. I guess it’s just a primal thing.

By the time I get home late that afternoon, Gavin’s car is in our driveway, and I wonder if there’s been a change of plans. I cross my fingers, hoping the two aren’t arguing over something.

When I get inside, they’re having a drink in the living room, laughing like old buddies.

“Hi, baby girl.” Daddy hugs me first while Gavin watches from across the room, flashing me a sexy wink.

“Hi, you guys. What’s going on?”

“I invited Gavin here. Thought it would be more fun if the three of us had some time together.”

My body instantly responds as I think about the last time the three of us were “together,” right before I found out I was pregnant. But the tension was thick back then.

“That sounds cool, I guess.” I look at Gavin and he finally walks my way, pulling me into a tight hug that warms me all over.

He groans seductively in my ear. “Hey, angel. You look so good. How are you feeling?”

He puts his hands on my belly and rubs softly, making my nipples pucker. “I feel better than I look.”

I laugh nervously, and he scowls at me. “Don’t talk like that, angel. You’re fucking gorgeous.”

I pull a face, like I’m not convinced. “Glad you think so. I feel like a whale.”

“Baby…” Daddy interrupts. “That’s why I wanted Gavin to come here. You’ve been so down on your body lately, I wanted to show you just how sexy you are, how that beautiful belly and gorgeous tits of yours make men like us hard as a rock.”

I toss my bag in the chair and cross my arms. “I know you get hard, but you haven’t seen my body full-on naked in a while.”

“Well that’s going to change right now, baby.” He pulls my arms down and starts unbuttoning my sleeveless maternity top.

“That’s right, angel. Your daddy and I want to see how sexy your fertile body looks. Hell, in my opinion, the bigger the bump and the bouncier the rump, the better the hump.”

I roll my eyes with a goofy smile on my face. “That’s stupid, granddaddy.”

“Stupid but true.”

“He’s right, baby. And we’re about to prove it.”

He tosses my shirt aside, leaving me in nothing more than my bra and leggings. His fingers slide inside the waist of my pants and he glides them over my hips. I hold onto his shoulders, feeling my face turn red as my pregnant body is revealed to the two most important men in my life.

Gavin drags his gaze over my body as he takes a sip of his drink, and I just know he’s probably getting turned off. But damn if I don’t see his crotch grow in size.

I slip off my flip-flops and finish taking off my leggings as daddy unsnaps my bra, tugging it down my arms. He steps back and admires me, or seems to, shaking his head and licking his lips.

“Great goddamn, baby. You. Are. Beautiful.”

“Yes you are,” Gavin echoes.

My pussy begins to swell with desire, throbbing as my panties become drenched. Daddy and Gavin get undressed as they stand before me. I feel my nipples prick, the heaviness of my breasts making my lust seem more intense. It’s hard to believe I’m about to enjoy a threesome with my best friend’s dad and Gavin once again. But all of a sudden, I realize how much I need this.

“I’ve always thought pregnant women were sexy as fuck, but you…?” Gavin says, stroking his member slowly. “You put all those other women to shame, my little angel.”

My insecurities start to melt as I watch them grow hard at the sight of me. I bite my lip and reach up to cup my breasts with one hand, using the other to rub my tummy as the ball of heat grows tighter in my core.

Mr. Wells walks to me, a low grumble rising from his throat as he pulls me in for a kiss and smooths his palm over the roundness of my stomach. In seconds, Gavin is by my side and fondling my breasts, making my nipples so hard they nearly hurt.

I reach down and feel for their erections, taking both their lengths in my hands and giving them playful tugs. Pre-cum leaks out and I move it around their crowns. Mr. Wells’ kisses become hungrier, and the moment his hand moves to my pussy, I feel Gavin’s lips encircle my bud, his tongue teasingly flicking back and forth as fingers circle around my clit.

“Oh god,” I groan as daddy moves his mouth to my neck.

I run my fingers through Gavin’s hair, his beard tickling my flesh and making me purr. Daddy sinks his teeth into my flesh and pushes several fingers inside my depths, the sheer unexpected entrance making me cum right away.

“Oh fuck,” I mew, my legs trembling as the orgasm sweeps over me.

“Let it out, baby…”

Gavin’s hand rolls over my belly as it bounces up and down, his throat grumbling in response. “Fuck, that’s sexy…”

I huff as I hold on to the two men bringing me pleasure. The way they’re putting my needs above theirs makes me feel like the luckiest pregnant girl in the world. But their cocks are hard as steel, and I know this is sort of like torture to them, too.

Daddy drags his tongue over my neck as I cum, and I pump my fist up and down their hardness before feeling Gavin’s cock spurt on my hand, his dick bouncing about as hard as my belly is.

His seed is warm as it hits my palm, and he thrusts forward several times, keeping his hand on my tummy and his lips around my sensitive bud throughout the duration of my orgasm.

“Mmm, granddaddy is cumming already, which means you need a turn, daddy.”

“Fuck, baby…” he growls. “Get on your knees.”

Holding onto my elbows for support, he helps me to the floor. And as I look up at their engorged shafts mere inches away from my face, I feel sexier than I ever have in my life.

“Look at how smoking hot my angel is,” Gavin says. “Looking down at you and seeing the swell of your tits hanging over your pretty tummy makes me want to cum in that mouth of yours.”

I smile up at them as I take their cocks in my hands again. “I want you and daddy to fill me up with your cum. Make my belly even bigger, granddaddy.”

I hear both of them growl as they grab me by the hair. I sit up on my knees and wrap my lips around daddy’s cock, giving him some attention while I tug at Gavin’s thick meat still coated with his seed. I move back and forth between them, popping my lips off of one before drawing the other inside the warmth of my mouth.

I make certain to take them both to my throat nice and deep, rolling my tongue over their crowns and cupping their balls. Groans fill the air above me as I kneel before them, bringing them pleasure. My clit begins to swell as my need grows, and I find myself wishing for a release again.

Daddy cums first, his earthy seed landing on my tongue as he holds my head steady. I swallow every drop while keeping my fingers tight around Gavin’s girth.

He’s next, blowing a small load while I suckle his head and finger his scrotum.

I can’t believe they’re still hard, but it’s my turn once again as daddy helps me to the couch and pushes my legs apart.

“I want you to cum a river while I eat you, baby girl.”

I toss my feet on his shoulders and let my knees fall to the side as he starts fingering my cunt and licking my clit. And my head falls back on the couch as Gavin settles next to me, rubbing my belly while he softly licks my breasts, giving them equal attention.

I grind my pelvis upward, rotating my hips in a circle until that ball grows bigger and bigger inside of me. Daddy finds that ridge of tissue on the wall of my vagina and massages it in the way that only he can, forcing me to cum so hard that hot fluid shoots out of me.

“That’s my girl,” he says, glancing up at me.

I look down, noticing his hand is violently pumping me, making my entire body spasm as I cry out in pleasure.

“Daddy!” I grab his hair and he moves his face back to my pussy, rapidly flicking my clit with his tongue and making me shiver all over.

Gavin gropes my breasts and presses his palm to my tummy until my orgasm subsides. And then he’s on his knees, holding his cock in front of my face while daddy spears me with his hard rod.

His length fills me up, and my walls swallow him whole, forcing the both of us to let out a moan. He fucks me with wild abandon while I suck Gavin, my tits bouncing along my chest. This time daddy puts his hands on my tummy while he takes me. And I can tell by his movements he’s having to hold back from shooting his load because of how sexy my pregnant belly looks.

When he does finally allow himself that release, he’s happy to move aside and let Gavin have a turn. Daddy kisses me while granddaddy fucks me, and it’s truly the most erotic experience of my life. I don’t think I’ve ever felt more loved, more desired, or more treasured.

After an hour of raw passion, the three of us head into the bedroom to lie down—one on either side of me. I lie my head in daddy’s lap while granddaddy softly caresses my back, sending relaxing tingles down my spine.

“I hope after tonight you won’t try to hide that sexy body of yours, baby girl.”

“I won’t, daddy. You’ve both made me feel so good.”

“You’re an angel, and don’t you forget it.” Gavin kisses me on the shoulder. “And as much as I’d like to stick around, you two need your alone time, and I need to meet a buddy of mine.”

We say our goodbyes to Gavin, and he promises he’ll come back as soon as the baby is born.

“I’m going to hold you to that, granddaddy.”

Once I’m alone with daddy, I’m content to spend the rest of the evening lying in bed.

“We’ve had quite an adventure this year.”

“The best adventure of my life, daddy.”

He settles deeper under the covers with me and lets his hands float over my hips, my belly resting on the side of his strong abs.

“Things won’t always be perfect, but I hope you know I’m in this for the long haul.”

I look up at him, feeling so much warmth at the love that flows from him. “I’m in this for the long haul, too.”

He clasps his hand in mine, and I know we’ll be happy, no matter what.


Taken Roughly by the Gang

Copyright © 2019 Izzy Slam

I’ve had this fantasy for a while now—one that’s so vile, so rough, I haven’t shared it with anyone but my diary. Who knew that this secret diary would get in the wrong hands? Or should I say … all the right hands? And when the Man of the House finds out what I want, he’s not at all afraid to step up and give it to me.


I searched my bedroom for my diary, looking high and low in every drawer, every nook and cranny. It was supposed to be underneath my mattress. That’s where I’d kept if for years. But now, it was gone, and I was literally scratching my head, struggling to think of where else it could be.

If my dumbass brother took it, I’m going to kick his ass, I thought as I lie there, staring up at the ceiling and moving my gaze over the glow-in-the-dark stars that clung to the surface above me.

I really needed to start journaling electronically, but I loved the old school, velvet-bound book my mom gave me five years ago for my fourteenth birthday. It had all these patterns on the front, and each one of the pages looked a little different, all bearing different zodiac signs, planets, and galaxies. I’d cherished it from the moment I pulled it out of the gift bag, and only used it to jot down my deepest, darkest thoughts.

And now, it was missing.

A debilitating sickness rolled through my insides as I thought about my brother Sterling reading my secret words, getting a good laugh out of the whole thing, especially since the man who had raised us was mentioned on more than one occasion, and not in the most innocent of ways.

Sterling was eighteen years old—one year younger than me—and he was such a perverted little punk. But fortunately for me, the disgusting pervert was going to be at work for the next four hours. Which would give me ample time to search his room and confiscate what was rightfully mine.

I walked down the hall, feeling my blood pressure rise as I thought about what I would do if I actually did find it hidden amongst his things. Would I go to Mom and tell her what happened? Or would I bring Chris into it, make him unleash all the fury upon Sterling?

Chris was my mother’s boyfriend of ten years who lived with us. Needless to say, he was ruthless when it came to being a disciplinarian, even though he wasn’t our real father. And believe me, there were plenty of times he had to come down hard on Sterling.

And if my brother was guilty, this was one of those times I had faith that Chris would come through for me.

I opened the bedroom door, expecting to find a mess of clothes and other crap lying around. But what I found shocked me even more.

Chris was in my brother’s room, sitting in the giant sofa chair while rubbing the crotch of his jeans with his big fist, and while holding open a sea-green, velvet bound book.

My fucking diary.

I froze in place, jaw dropping and heart hammering, stunned out of my mind. Was he … actually getting hard reading the thing?

His eyes darted to me, then back down to my journal as he slowly closed it and stood up, setting my deepest, darkest secrets down on Sterling’s bedside table. As if that’s where my secrets belonged.

“What are you doing, Rachel?”

I let out a whisper of a laugh, crossing my arms in defiance when what I wanted to do was crawl under the bed. I could only hope he hadn’t read the part about him. But given the bulge in his jeans, there was no telling what he had just had the pleasure of scanning with his eyes.

“What am I doing? What are you doing?” I asked, my voice high and shrill as I looked pointedly at my own diary.

I had never talked to him like this. He might actually ground me for being a smartass. I didn’t care. I was nineteen. Nineteen and currently mortified.

He could suck it.

Raising an irritated brow, he was visibly displeased. “I was just in here looking for the power drill your brother borrowed last week. Oh, and I found this.” He lifted it off the table and held it out in my direction. My cheeks grew hot, and I was sure I was blushing.

Oh god, just kill me now.

I walked across the room and tried to take it from his hands, but he tightened his grip on the thing.

I looked at him, confused. “What.”

He licked his lips. “Just a suggestion. But you might want to put this in a better hiding place, Raych. There are some … confessions in here that are not for the faint of heart.”

There was this glint in his blue eyes, one I’d never seen before. My flesh tingled, and I my nipples hardened. Maybe from fear and embarrassment, I don’t know.

Anyway, this time I tugged the journal harder, and he let it go. It hit me in the chest, and I hugged it close. “Maybe you should talk to that jackass brother of mine, tell him to keep his filthy paws off my stuff, and to stay out of my room.”

He smirked, barely noticeable, but I noticed. “I would agree with you there. I will have a talk with him.”

He brushed past me, and I couldn’t believe that he didn’t have the nerve to apologize. I mean, I had walked in on him reading my personal business. I started to ask him why he was reading it to begin with, but I still had that whole “respect your elders” bullshit ingrained in my head.

I ended up storming to my room and immediately flipped through the pages. I don’t know what I was looking for, maybe some evidence of what had been read, what hadn’t.

Fuck. It was impossible to tell.

I got near the end and read my latest entry from last week. The most damning piece of evidence as to my sick fantasy. In these few paragraphs I described, in detail, how I wanted to lose my virginity. It involved Chris, who I referred to as “Daddy,” and most of his friends.

I wanted to be taken by the whole gang of them-which totaled about ten, and basically while I pretended to struggle. I wanted it hard, and rough, and done repeatedly, until there was nothing left of me but sweat, cum, and tears.

I cringed as I took in the entire confession, thinking about Chris reading it, what he would think of me. The rest of my stuff was tame compared to this one thing, and if that’s what got him hard, well, maybe his needs were as sick as mine.

I shoved the journal in my pocketbook and vowed to never let it out of my sight again.

That night at dinner, Chris kept looking at me. Like, drilling his eyes into me, as if he was trying to read my mind. Thankfully Sterling had gone out with friends after work so I didn’t have that extra stress while eating. Mom was quiet and spent most of the meal rubbing her head, complaining once that she was tired.

“Maybe you ought to go lie down, honey. Rachel and I can get the dishes, can’t we?”

My pulse quickened. “Uh, yeah. Sure. Go lie down, Mom.”

She seemed relieved, carrying her plate to the sink and murmuring a thank you. Leaving me alone with Chris. And suddenly, all that tension was back.

He glanced my way and shoved a big piece of chicken in his mouth, giving me a sly wink.

Christ. That was my cue.

“Well, I have to clean my room,” I said, getting up from the table. I’d clean a garbage dump if it meant avoiding being alone with my mom’s boyfriend.

I scraped the leftover food from my plate and rinsed it off in the sink. As I got ready to put it in the dishwasher, Chris approached me, pressing the front of his body into my backside and setting his hands on the edge of the counter, blocking me in.

My heart skipped a few beats, and my mouth went dry.

“There’s no need to be embarrassed, you know,” he said, leaning into me. “A lot of women want what you want.”

I felt his cock bump into my ass, and I gasped. “Wh—what are you talking about.”

He chuckled softly and brushed his thumb over my arm, making my flesh pimple, tingle, my blood run hot. “You know damn well what I’m talking about, Rachel.”

I held my breath, feeling desire swell through me. That he knew my secret and wasn’t going to shame me for it, or make fun of me, was a shock, I admit. But why was he standing so close to me? My body responded in ways that made me ashamed. My panties were suddenly drenched, and all I could think about was him bending me over the sink and fucking my brains out until I came.

“And,” he whispered, pressing his lips intimately close to my ear. “You want to call me Daddy? Fuck that’s hot.”

His cock twitched again and I sighed, rolling my hips back to meet his erection. But he backed away before I could get the chance.

“But by all means, go clean your room, Rachel.”

I flicked my eyes his way, turning around and meeting his gaze. He rubbed the corners of his lips, looked me up and down.

“Well, go on. Do what Daddy says.”

I held back a groan as my pussy throbbed. And then I got the hell out of there as fast as I could.

All my friends had told me they were surprised Chris hadn’t come on to me sooner. I was well endowed with big boobs, a big ass, and plump lips. And all the guys were after brunettes these days, weren’t they? Well, maybe Chris had been crushing on me for a long time and I just never knew it.

I tossed and turned all night, thinking about what Chris had done to me last night in the kitchen, rubbing his erection on me, calling himself Daddy. And how I had gone to bed so full of lust that I had to shove three fingers in my twat and have an orgasm just to take the edge off.

And then the guilt I felt after that. This was my mom’s boyfriend after all. He shouldn’t be doing that. And I shouldn’t be enjoying it.

Nevertheless, he did do it, and I did enjoy it. So much that when he messaged me at work and told me to come see him after I got off at the donut shop, I felt a momentary rush of excitement. Then, it felt like my nerves were suddenly frayed. What exactly did he have planned?

“Is everything okay?” I replied.

“More than okay,” he responded right away. “Daddy has a surprise for you.”

I bit my lip, and before I knew it, my hand was caressing my pussy through my jeans. Realizing I was still at work and standing next to a fresh batch of donuts, I mindlessly reached over, picked up a chocolate frosted, cream-filled pastry, and shoved half the thing in my mouth. I moaned as the sugar seemed to hit my bloodstream right away, and I got that dopamine rush that was a solid but temporary replacement for seeing Daddy and finding out what my surprise was.

I never expected what he had lined up.

I was allowed to leave work a little early, so by the time I got to the warehouse where Daddy worked, he was standing outside, talking with the guys he worked with, giving me a look of surprise when he saw me.

I parked the car at his loading dock, and he tapped one of the guys on the back before they walked off. I couldn’t imagine what he had in store, but I had a pretty good idea it involved taking me somewhere we could be alone.

I should stop this, I thought. And maybe I will. Maybe I will tell Daddy that fantasies are only in your head for a reason.

I got out of my car, and he looked me up and down. I had changed into a thin, pink, sleeveless blouse because my work shirt was covered in powdered sugar.

Daddy curled a few fingers at me. “Just in time, sweetheart. Come on up here.”

My hands started sweating and tingling. But I walked up the steps to him, feeling my pulse in my neck. “What did you want to see me about, Daddy?”

I couldn’t believe I let that slip. My first time calling him that. Christ, I was done for.

He didn’t seem to be fazed by it either. He just nodded toward the warehouse entrance. “You’ll have to come inside and see.”

I followed him down into the large, brightly lit room where nothing but shelves and shelves of boxes filled the space. Everyone had gone home for the day.

I let my thoughts get the better of me, reaching the point where I was almost shivering with a blend of excitement and nerves. I must have opened my mouth a dozen times to tell him I couldn’t do this. We couldn’t do this. Whatever “this” was.

“Where are we going?” I finally asked, unable to bear the mystery any longer.

He tossed a look over his shoulder, his eyes punishing me with their haunting beauty. He stopped in front of a door, pushing it open with his foot and gesturing for me to enter first.

I walked in what looked to be a break room—with two couches and a small area for microwaving.

And this break room was also filled with five of Daddy’s closest friends: Leo, Stan, Junior, Brian, and Will. All of them looked my way, but only one spoke.

“Hey girl,” Leo said, the only redhead in the bunch, and the one that turned me on the most.

“Uh, hi,” I said, feeling like any other words would just get trapped in my throat.

Daddy closed the door behind us as I took a second to process. “Is this the gang you were hoping for, baby?”

I gulped and licked my lips as the men waited for my answer. “Um, yeah. I guess it is.” Five of the men that I fantasized about were missing, but that was okay.

“You can decline if you want.” Daddy wrapped his arms around my waist, and let his hands travel up the front of my blouse. “No one is forcing you.”

He pinched my nipples through my thin silky bra, and I huffed. Why in the hell would I say no?

“I know,” I answered. “I don’t want to decline.” Several of the men were already rubbing their erections, tents forming in their pants.

“So …” Daddy said, sinking his teeth into my neck. “You want us all to fuck this innocent body of yours? Fill you up with our cum and leave you a dripping, wet mess?”

God, it’s like he was reciting my diary word for word.

His hand crept down the front of my pants, and I could already feel my panties sticking to my pussy. “Oh yes,” I grunted, rolling my pelvis forward as his fingers slipped down the front of my bare mound.

“Good,” he groaned, finding how slick and swollen my folds were. “I’m going to start.”

He ripped open my blouse, sending buttons flying against the wall as the five men began to kick off their shoes and let their pants fall to the floor. He spun me around and undid my jeans before tugging them down my legs, barely letting me step out of them without falling over. With a quick flick of the fingers, he had the front snap of my bra undone. I was so fucking excited, my juices spilling out of me, hot and thick as the gang approached, erections in their hands as they pumped up and down.

Daddy pushed me over the top of the small round table, the cold surface biting my already hard nipples, then slid my head to the edge as he jerked my panties all the way down my legs.

My core was on fire as the first man approached. I think it was Stan because I recognized a mole on the hand that was holding his cock.

“Can’t lie, Rachel. I’ve always fantasized about you sucking me off,” he said, confirming it was Stan, the forty-something tax attorney Daddy had known since college.

“Luckily, my slutty little girl has fantasized about sucking you off, too,” Daddy retorted, poking his dick at my entrance, his enormous size stretching me to the hilt.

I started to echo his statement, but Stan gripped the top of my head and probed my lips with his thick crown, smearing his pre-cum everywhere. I stuck out my tongue and slathered his girth, and he started breathing heavier.

“Ah shit yeah…”

Before I knew it, he had shoved his cock all the way inside my mouth as Daddy pushed himself deep inside my virgin pussy, busting through my innocence like he was made for me.

“Fuck yessss,” he grunted, grabbing onto my hips and thrusting in and out.

My eyes sealed shut as both holes were pumped. I struggled to suck Stan, but he was going so deep my sucks turned into gags, which only seemed to egg him on. He tightened his grip in my hair and grunted like an animal, deepthroating me so hard I thought it might leave bruises.

Daddy picked up his pace, slamming his body into mine. The table started moving across the floor, and he ended up tightening his hands on my hips to hold me steady.

“Oh damn it, I’m so close, baby…”

I felt my pussy clenching, my walls shrinking as he fucked me. And all while Stan’s steely cock spurted in my mouth, his warm, lumpy cum pooling around my lips as I couldn’t swallow all of it down.

The humiliation of not being able to keep his cum in my mouth coalesced with Daddy’s cock grinding against my cervix, and I came so hard I squealed, my body shuddering over and over. Daddy roared as he emptied inside of me, his erection twitching violent with each spray of his seed.

I barely managed to catch my breath as Daddy grabbed me by the arms and lifted me from the table, carrying me over to the couch where I was instructed to sit with my legs spread, feel on the floor.

With Daddy’s cum still dripping from my pussy, Leo got between my legs, his big fist hiding that bright auburn tuft of hair above his cock.

“I’ve got about a gallon of cum to give you, sweetheart. So get ready,” Leo said, thrusting his meat inside my pussy.

Junior and Will knelt on the couch next to me, both of them on the same side as they held out their hard dicks out for me. I sucked them off, one by one, using my instincts as a guide since I had never sucked anything beyond a lollipop in my nineteen years.

I used my left hand to grip their erections at the base, and within seconds, Brian was on the other side of me and lifting my right hand to jerk him off.

So there I was, being fucked by Leo, sucking two cocks, and jerking off a fourth. God, it was pure heaven.

Leo slapped my tits a few times, right across the nipples, making them harden into points. He pushed himself deep inside of me, forcing Daddy’s cum to spill out and drip down the crack of my ass.

All around me, all I could hear were moans and grunts of pleasure as I was used and taken. Leo suddenly started fucking me so hard it became almost painful. But not so painful that I didn’t cum hard, my pussy walls giving his meat a nice rhythmic squeeze.

Will and Junior grabbed my hair and tugged it hard before shoving both of their cocks inside my mouth at the same time.

My eyes flew open as my lips were stretched to the point of burning. I squealed as my mouth was filled to the brim, their grunts and growls accompanied by thick and hard pumps of cum, dripping down my throat before I could swallow.

“Fuck her mouth good, fellas. She’s loving it, I can tell, aren’t you, baby?”

I was struggling to breathe, so I couldn’t answer him. But he was right. I loved being used like this. Leo’s cum pumped inside of my pussy, and Brian’s jizz dribbled down my hand. My body was already sore all over from being forcibly taken in every hole except one.

And that’s when Daddy came back into the picture.

He lifted me off the couch, and I wrapped my legs around his waist as he slid inside me once again, pressing his lips to mine in an aggressive kiss that stole my breath. One of the men, I don’t know which one, moved behind me and pressed his cock to my ass, forcing his way in as I moaned uncontrollably.

Daddy spread my cheeks apart as he pummeled my pussy with force, growling to the back of my throat as he kissed me.

My ass was drilled by the rest of the guys that day, and when I was too weak to hold onto Daddy any longer, and I had cum dripping out of my ass like some kind of cum slut, he told the men to back off, lying me face down on the couch and entering my ass for the final round.

He pinned my arms to the cushion and thrust deep into my bowels, so hard that all you could hear were the slapping sounds of our flesh. I felt an orgasm approaching, and right as I came, he drilled me so hard and fast it amplified my orgasm.

“Fuck, baby. I can feel your little ass just quaking around my cock.”

“Oh yes, Daddy. I … I can’t stop it.”

“Good,” he groaned, giving one hard thrust as he came once again.

The guys used me even more after that, fucking my mouth, pressing my tits together and fucking my cleavage, and I even got double stuffed in my pussy, stretching me so good I came, squirting and quivering.

Daddy made the men leave after a few hours, and held me on the couch while I sucked on a lollipop that he had picked out for me.

“Did that meet your expectations, baby?”

“Daddy. It exceeded my expectations.”

He smiled and kissed my nose.

And I smiled back, thankful he had snuck a peak at my diary. Now, I would go home and journal about how I hoped he would arrange another gangbang. Cause I was hooked.


Taken by the Nomadic Warrior
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Each year, a group of nomadic warriors pass through the town of Garelet Highlands. And rumor has it, the head warrior selects a woman to claim as his very own.

Sick of her sister’s bitchy ways, Seraphim is bound and determined to ensure her fertile curves stand out to Calum—the strong and handsome warrior. But will her sister’s forward and flirtatious attitude make her more appealing? Or is Seraphim’s innocence enough to satisfy this man’s intense cravings?


“Seraphim, what are you doing?”

My sister’s voice is sharp as it cuts through the air. I blot my lips on a tissue, toning down the bright red color, then turn to face her, pulling my long, honey colored hair over my shoulder. “Why do you constantly concern yourself with what I’m doing? Don’t you have other things that demand your attention?”

Andgelina rolls her eyes. “Yes, in fact. And so do you. I asked you to milk the cows and feed the pigs. And you’re in here,” she flings her hand in the air in a haphazard circle, “making yourself look like a common slut.”

Gritting my teeth and clenching my fists, I decide it’s best to keep my mouth shut for my own sake. “I know what you asked me to do. I’ve taken care of it.”

“Oh really? How, pray tell?”

“Bethany is taking care of the animals.”

“Bethany?” she snorts.

“Yes, Bethany. She doesn’t have to make herself look presentable for our arriving guests.”

Andgelina steps closer to me, her eyes narrowing in frustration. “If you think for one second that you are going to be selected before someone like me, think again, baby sister.”

“Hmph, we’ll see, won’t we.”

“Yes. We sure will,” she grits out, steam practically spewing from her ears.

Relieved she didn’t push me into a full-blown argument, I sit down at my vanity after she storms off, returning to brushing my hair and trying different techniques to make it curl just so, and my cheeks to turn just the right shade of pink.

My sister has always had an angry streak, but this hatred for me is jealousy, plain and simple. Even before our parents were killed by the enemy tribe—the Chuathas—Andgelina did everything in her power to make my life a living hell, from forcing me to eat the food she didn’t like, all the way to stealing the flowers I would pluck from the fields and pouring hot stock over the petals, killing them instantly.

Several years ago, after we had been living on our own in the simple cabin where my parents were slaughtered as we lay hiding under the bed, trembling like babes, we were invited to join a tribe of land dwellers who lived a half a day away. The tribe itself is all female, the inhabitants whose ages range from sixteen all the way to sixty. We take care of one another, learn from each other, and if it weren’t for my sister, I’d probably not want to leave.

Well, that isn’t exactly true. I have taken notice of my body and how it’s changed over the last few months, with blooming breasts and blossoming hips, a thick, light thatch of hair forming between my legs, and an ache that can only be quelled by a man.

Each summer, a group of nomads from the furthest corners of the earth pass through these lands in their search for fresh, fertile land, stopping at different villages along the way to rest their heads, get a bite to eat, and maybe (some say) indulge in their animalistic urges.

I’ve also overheard my sister speaking to some of the other villagers, saying that the head warrior chooses a woman to take with him when he leaves, and that she wants to be the chosen one. It’s also a well known legend that if you aren’t with a man by the time you are in your third decade of life, you will die an old spinster.

Andgelina has been on this earth for twenty-five years, but I was born into the world seven years after her, making me a full eighteen years of age now. I am mature, and I am ready both in body and mind. And as it would happen, word has spread that one of the groups of nomads will be coming through our village sometime this afternoon which is precisely why I asked Bethany to take care of the animals. I can’t allow myself to be bent over a cow’s teat or cleaning pig muck when they arrive. I’d be covered in soil and smell wretched.

And speaking of my body, it’s more feminine than Andgelina’s, having curves and long hair which is why she is so jealous of me, I’m sure. Andgelina doesn’t eat much, and she spends a great deal of time indoors, teaching the children how to read and sew. An honorable duty indeed. But I enjoy spending time outside, tending the vegetable garden as well as the animals. I also have a hearty appetite and make it a daily habit to help myself to the leftover cheeses, breads, and butter.

I’m not husky, or even rotund, just full-figured. I have enough to grab onto and then some. And oh how I fantasize daily about a man grabbing onto me, and it makes me so hot and wet I can feel the juices of my desire coating my inner thighs.

And now that I know the nomads are coming through today, I want to be prepared. Because I’ll be damned if I let my sister go away with a man. Maybe if she had been nicer to me I would consider encouraging her to look her best. But as it stands, it looks as though my sister will be living a life as a spinster.

After getting my hair curled to perfection, I choose a simple dress that hugs my hips but falls softly all the way to my feet. It’s also a little tight in the bosom, but not so tight that I look like a common slut, as my sister so eloquently put it. It’s pale yellow in color so as not to draw too much attention because I want to be noticed for subtlety and for my natural beauty.

As I shuffle across the room, the wooden floors creak as I slide into some slippers that can be worn outside. And when I hear the thundering of horse hooves, my heart nearly beats out of my chest.

I run to the kitchen of the home I share with four other women and lift the tray from the counter, removing a small towel from the top. I’d wanted to keep the dried meats and cheeses protected from the flies, and the biscuits that sit next to them still look as fresh as when they were pulled from the oven. If this doesn’t win the head warrior’s heart, I don’t know what will.

I take the tray of food outside, shielding my face from the sun, when I see a group of seven or eight men on horseback coming over the top of the hill. I walk in their direction as the other women in the village come out of their homes. I’m sure many of them want the same thing I do. Including my sister who is immediately at my side.

“It figures you would have food. You’re quite the little pig, aren’t you?”

I bite my lip at her harsh words. Any other time that might hurt my feelings, but right now, I’m confident in my comely curves.

As they get closer, my eyes scan them, one at a time. There’s a redhead, and several fair-skinned blonds like me. But the one at the head of the group has dark tousled hair, broad shoulders, and tanned skin. His chest is a rippled mass of muscles, a single leather vest draped over his shoulders and covering his pecs. A long sword rests in a sleeve at his side.

The thumping of the horses’ hooves along the ground make me tremble, but it is nothing like the way my body responds to his presence when he stops in front of me, his men in a triangular formation behind him.

“Oh my,” Andgelina whispers, wrapping her fingers around my upper arm. I turn to look at her and nearly lose my sanity when I see that she’s wearing something more suggestive than I am: a see-through skirt and top that shows every part of her breasts, save the nipples. There’s not much there, but what is there is on full view for everyone.

His eyes sweep quickly to Andgelina and then meet my gaze.

“Ladies,” he greets, tossing the reins over one side of his horse. “I am Calum, and these are my men.”

The women of my village mumble a hello, but he keeps his gaze on me and my sister.

“Welcome to Garelet Highlands, sir. I trust you brought an appetite?”

I hold up the tray of food and walk in his direction. His horse kicks the ground and jerks his head back.

“Easy,” he sooths, pulling the reins tighter. “Is that for us, my lady?”

“It is. I prepared it all myself. There should be enough for you and your men.”

He tosses a look over his shoulder, quietly scanning his men before turning his attention back to us, moving his eyes over everyone here. “And where, pray tell, are the men of Garelet Highlands?”

“We don’t have any, sir,” Andgelina steps forward and falls to one bended knee. “We have been without men for some time, and we welcome you all with open bosom.”

My mouth falls open wide enough to catch the rays of the sun. Several women snicker around us, and I hear some of them walk away, their doors closing as if they couldn’t bear to take in whatever scene may unfold.

“What is your name, lady?”

“Andgelina, sir,” my sister answers with her head still bowed.

I don’t know what to expect. But I hope he will be put off by her behavior and tell her to stand up and act like a proper young woman.

He dismounts the massive horse and removes a biscuit from the tray without even looking at me, but I still take the opportunity to take in his masculine features—strong jawline, haunting green eyes, dark stubble, and delicious scent of sweat and manliness. His chest is streaked with faded scratch marks, and I wonder who, or what, he recently scuffled with.

After taking a single bite, he pauses and looked at me. “You made these?”

I smile, not at the question itself but the fact that my sister is still kneeling on the ground with her head bowed and he hasn’t even acknowledged her. “Yes, sir, I did.”

He lifts a brow and removes a hunk of dried pork, eating it right away. “Delicious,” he mutters, keeping his eyes on me.

In an instant, my sister stands up and bunches her fists at her sides. “She is a liar, sir! I made everything on that tray! She … she brought it out here before I had the opportunity to offer it to you myself.”

Once again, I’m stunned at my sister’s behavior. But also, not stunned. Not at all.

“Is this true?” he asks me.

It’s a real struggle to not swing a fist at her face right now. “No, it isn’t. My sister cannot cook. She’s a teacher for the children, quite adept at making and mending garments, and reading, but cooking, well, not so much.”

And with that, Andgelina spits in my face, saliva flying across my face and landing on my lips, nose, and into both eyes. I stumble backwards, and the tray goes with me, sending the food falling to the ground. I hear the other women around me gasp, and when I manage to wipe her disgusting spit from my eyes, I can see her standing by me, her face red with anger and her chest rising and falling in a fit of rage.

“How dare you,” I grit out.

“I apologize,” Calum says, taking Andgelina by the arm. “We are not here to cause trouble.”

“Dear Calum,” she says, her voice softening as she turns to face him. “You, sir, are not the one causing trouble. My sister here has had it out for me since exiting our mother’s womb eighteen years ago. But rest assured, she is no match for me and the things I can do for a man such as you.”

I want to wretch watching her trail a finger down the front of Calum’s chest. And apparently some of my female villagers are equally disgusted because half of them disappear, leaving just five or six to witness the horrific show that’s unfolding before my very eyes.

“You have pleased a man before?” he asks.

Oh dear. This could be a test. The test. I know for a fact my sister is as innocent as the day is long, just like myself. If she lies and says she has pleased a man, he might be impressed. But he also might toss her aside like garbage.

Batting her eyes and pressing her chest to his, Andgelina parts her lips and presses them to his ear, whispering some secrets I may never know. Calum’s eyes grow wide, and he swings his gaze in my direction.

I bite my lower lip and knit my brow, already giddy from the way he makes me feel, from head to toe. How is that possible?

And what in the world is she telling him?

After Andgelina pulls away from him, he holds her at arm’s length and looks her up and down like a freshly hung carcass. Then he instructs her to spin around, rubbing his chin as he moves his gaze over her body. Jealous sparks burn my insides, but I feel a loss of control that makes me angrier.

“I believe you will do, lady Andgelina. We will set up camp here for the night and leave first thing in the morning. Gather your things immediately.”

My sister turns to me, flashing an evil grin. And I have no words.

She is getting her wish, and I will be left here alone.

To die a lonely, old spinster.

~~~~~~~~

Calum and his men leave with my sister once she packs a few simple dresses. She doesn’t even come to me to say goodbye, Not that I care. She’s a witch born straight from a demon. I don’t even believe she and I share the same blood.

From my bedroom window, I can see that Calum and his men have set up tents in the grassy field, a fire spitting tall flames as some of them gather around. As dusk sets in, I take in the men’s silhouettes, wondering if Calum is one of them or if he is already having his way with my sister.

Some of my housemates come by to offer me solace, but I tell them I just want to be alone. But I’d rather not be alone. I’d prefer to be with him.

I take off my dress and slip under the scratchy sheets of my single bed, letting my thighs fall open as I think about Calum and what we would be doing right this moment, if he had chosen me. Bitter feelings of jealousy resurface, and they drive me to touch myself, inserting the tip of one finger inside my tight hole and getting it covered in my slick juices before rubbing that hard but sensitive little nub hiding in my tuft of hair. It takes me a little longer than usual, likely due to the sick feeling of having not been chosen. But I do manage to bring myself to a body shuddering orgasm that reduces me to tears.

I hate my sister, and I hate everything she does and represents. But right as I drift to sleep, I realize how lucky I suddenly am.

Because Andgelina is now gone from my life. For good. And for that, I am grateful.

I don’t know what time it is when I first hear the noise, but I get up and slip into a sheer gown before glancing out of my bedroom window. I can see the embers of the fire, still burning low as black smoke billows up into the sky. I wonder how long the men will stay here, and if any of Calum’s men will leave here with some of my fellow villagers. I know one thing for certain: if they do, they had better leave me be. None of Calum’s fellow nomads stirred any feelings of desire within me.

“If I can’t have him,” I whisper into the darkness of my room, “I don’t want anyone.”

“If you can’t have whom?” Calum’s voice startles me.

I spin around to see him standing in my doorway, his bare chest catching the glow of the moon from my window. “Calum. You’re here.”

“Yes. It is me.” He takes several steps in my direction, and I fall backwards, grabbing onto the windowsill.

“What are you doing here? Why aren’t you with my sister?”

“I don’t want your sister. She is for the others.”

He steps closer and I shiver as fear and lust collide in my veins. “The others? I don’t understand.”

“My warriors.”

“Oh. Is … Is there a war coming?”

Sliding his hand down the front of his pecs, Calum steps close enough now that the light from outside hits his face. My blood runs hot as I think of how it would feel to have that face between my legs. “There will be if the Chuathas don’t step aside and give us back the land they stole from us.”

I draw in a sharp breath. “The Chuathas? They killed my parents.”

His gaze moves over me in one smooth stroke before coming back up to my chest. My nipples prick under the material of my gown, pressing hard against the cotton. “All the more reason to destroy them.”

My heart hammers inside my chest as he licks his lips. And his former remark finally hits me. “Wait. You said that my sister is for the other warriors? Were you not satisfied with her?”

Calum chuckles softly. “Not at all. Your sister is a disgraceful human being. She received a thorough spanking and is now fast asleep.”

“Disgraceful. That is one word to describe her.”

“She is properly suited for her upcoming role, and she surely seems to enjoy being used by several men at once.”

My stomach twists and I hug my waist, wanting to retch at the thought of Calum and his men having their way with her, and my sister loving every minute of it. “Well, I suppose you had a good time as well.”

“Me? I wouldn’t touch that woman with a ten-foot sword. I have eyes for only one.” He reaches forward and tucks some loose curls behind my ear. My legs feel wobbly as pressure builds in my core, an urgent need for Calum nearly swallowing me whole.

“And who, pray tell, might that be?” I ask, my voice wavering in nerves.

A smile pulls his lips apart, and his eyes move over my face. “Why, it’s you, my lady. A nomadic warrior such as myself needs a strong woman by his side. And I can see the pain and hardship you’ve had to endure. It must have taken enormous strength to not give up, especially with that horrible sister of yours.”

“Thank you. Your words are a form of strength, in and of themselves.” Warmth floods my heart and soul, as though I am being understood for the first time ever. Calum is the first man I’ve had the pleasure of being this close to since becoming a woman. And he is the first human being ever to make me feel so alive.

“No need to thank me, dear Seraphim. Please tell me that you are still untouched by a man, or I will be forced to consider another. And I do not want to take on that task.” He cups my face and stands so close to me I can feel his body heat, smell his masculine scent.

Andgelina must have told him my name. And the way he says it makes me want to dance. “I am untouched, Calum. I have waited for a man. A strong man who wants to take care of a strong woman.”

“Mmm, that is what I wanted to hear.”

Heat erupts between my legs as he presses his lips to mine, parting them with his tongue. My entire body begins to shake as he moans softly, like a sleeping beast about to awaken. I slide my hands up his chest, noticing his pecs are strong as steel. My hips naturally fall in his direction, and the moment I feel his erection twitching against my soft belly, he breaks the kiss.

“Tomorrow morning, at first light, you will be waiting for me.”

He steps away and I nearly stumble to hold onto him.

“You’re not staying here with me?” I can’t believe he is leaving me. “You don’t want me now? With this perfectly nice bed for us to share together? You could have me, have all of me. Tonight.”

His erection twists underneath the fabric of his pants, and a low growl climbs up his chest, rumbling from his throat. “Nothing would give me more pleasure than to take you here, tonight. But in my tribe, unless you are a common prostitute to be used only for the pleasures of men, I will not make you a woman without performing a few easy rituals beforehand. We will travel together back to my homeland where those rituals will take place. Then and only then will I take you the way you want to be taken. And you will be my wife.”

I nod, even though I have no idea what these rituals are. They could be anything from sticking spears in my nipples to cutting off my hair. “All right. I will be ready and waiting for you in the morning.”

With a fist in my hair, he pulls my body to his. “And make no mistake, my lady. When I do make you my wife, I will make sure every inch of your body receives pleasure. You will be screaming for mercy before I am finished.”

I am breathless by the time he walks out of my room. I turn my attention back to the tents, watching him walk along the field and part the curtains before looking in my direction. I don’t know if he can see me, but my breath fogs up the glass, and I find myself saying a delicious prayer of thank you.

~~~~~~~~

I leave my window cracked open all night, and the birds awaken me swiftly. I had lit all of my candles last night and used the soft light to pack a few of my belongings.

Before Calum arrives, I rush to the kitchen and pack a variety of cheese and meat for us, as well as the last loaf of bread. I then let Helena know that I am leaving, and she kisses me on the cheek before wishing me well. I will miss my friends here. But it’s time for me to start my new life with my warrior.

Calum is quiet when he comes for me, and he looks tired. After eating a breakfast of porridge and berries, he takes my bag and fastens it to the side of the horse before mounting the huge beast and helping me up behind him. Feeling the strength of the massive horse beneath me, I wrap my arms around Calum’s waist, and we take off with only a few of his men in our company. I’ve no idea where my sister is, but I can hear the moans of a female as we depart, so I assume she is in her element, being of service to the men.

I only hope that I will not run into her, wherever Calum and I are going, but I also know that it is probably inevitable that I will.

“Are your other men not joining us?” I ask.

“They will in several days. I want to get you back to my home before we are off to fight the Chuathas.”

I lean against his back and let my eyes close, drawing strength from his presence.

It is nearly sunset before we arrive at Calum’s hometown of Braedon. It seems to be as sparse as Garelet Highlands, but the homes are bigger and sturdier, made of brick and mortar. In the middle of the town is a tall wooden plank, above which a noose hangs suspended in the air. The thought of that noose being put to use makes me shiver with fear.

Calum helps me down and instructs one of his men to start a fire inside his home. He leads me inside, his quietness leaving me a bit unsettled. I don’t know if he’s having regrets about bringing me here, or if he is overwhelmed with his upcoming battle with the Chuathas. They are small, but they are fast on their feet and good with arrows, making them a fierce group of natives to contend with.

The ginger-haired nomad returns to the home with a lantern and uses the flame to start a fire inside Calum’s woodstove. On top rests a large iron pot. Calum pours some rice inside and rummages through my bag, pulling out the wrapped meats and cheeses and setting them on the table.

“Are you hungry?”

“Yes, starved.”

“Let’s feed our bellies before satisfying our urges.”

I don’t know what urges he’s referring to. I can take a guess, but it was my understanding that nothing would happen between us until going through whatever rituals are customary for his people.

“Whatever you want, sir.”

He slides the long sword from his side and removes the leather vest on his chest, leaving him in the simple cloth pants that hide the part of him I wish to see the most. He sets them on a table and turns to face me.

“Make yourself familiar with the kitchen, my lady. I want you to be comfortable here. There will be many nights you spend alone here, without me.”

I don’t like the sound of that, but I decide I shouldn’t argue. Otherwise I might find myself being spanked like my sister. I look through the few cabinets and remove a metallic plate, setting an assortment of food on it for the two of us. When the rice is ready, Calum scoops some into a bowl and we take turns eating with the same spoon. He ends up eating almost all the meat, leaving the cheese and bread for me.

When he’s finished, he pushes his chair out from the table and runs a hand over his abs. “A man needs to eat a lot of meat. But I have saved something for you, my little lady.”

“You saved me plenty of cheese. It’s my favorite.” I flash him a smile, and he simply stares at me with those hungry eyes of his.

“That’s not what I am referring to.” He curls a finger at me, so I stand up and walk over to him as he turns the chair away from the table.

There, between his legs and before my virgin eyes, is a large tent of fabric, his manhood standing tall and hard for me underneath his pants.

He hooks one arm over the back of his chair and spreads his legs, gliding his gaze over my aching body.

“If I am to keep you, then you must demonstrate that you can handle taking my meat inside your mouth.” I swallow hard as his free hand pulls apart a narrow tear in the fabric, forcing his cock to spring forth and greet me. It bounces in the air, a small drop of fluid seeping from the top. A flared helmet sits on top, swollen and red.

“Calum,” I whisper, feeling my own urgency between my legs.

“Remove your clothing,” he says. “I want to see those lovely breasts of yours.”

Biting my lip, I pull the dress over my head. I then slip out of my underpants, feeling the heat from the fire lick my backside.

Calum’s cock twitches again in mid-air, and a noise comes up his throat as his breathing increases. Wetness seeps from my cunt, my nipples pricking hard under his stare.

“Great god, woman. You make me want to cum just from watching you.”

I look down at my body, at my pink-tinted nipples jutting from my breasts the size of a small cantaloupe, and the blond tuft of hair hiding my pretty lower lips.

Calum stands up, holding onto the table with one hand as he studies me. His cock slopes down and up, bobbing several times as he releases a growl.

“Come here,” he says, patting the table.

So I go to him and slide my bottom along the rough, unfinished surface.

“Spread your legs,” Calum says, sitting back down in the chair.

I do as he says, watching his steely manhood bob and spit clear fluid as his hands lazily drag up my thigh.

He leans in and plants several kisses along my flesh, making me moan and toss my head back. His hands navigate upward, cupping my breasts and rolling my nipples between his thick fingers.

When I glance down, I can see him dragging his tongue over my right thigh as he stares up at my breasts and watches my nipples harden.

“Oh!” I cry out, not in pain but rather pleasure. “I … I didn’t think you were going to do this, sir.”

“I will do many things, save from fucking your virgin pussy with my cock. Make no mistake, Seraphim,” he continues, rolling his thumb over my other nipple. “Your body already belongs to me and I will take pleasure in torturing you until you reach a state of near delirium. That is when I will allow you to cum, when my cock is buried inside of you and you are screaming for an orgasm.”

“Oh my,” I whisper.

He returns to lapping at my inner thighs, each one receiving just as much attention as the other. He nibbles, bites, and sends intoxicating shivers all up and down my body with each passing second.

He then moves a single digit to my lower lips, teasing them with a soft touch. He barely inserts a finger inside my opening, forcing me to gasp and thrust my hips.

“Great god, you are wet.”

I nod, panting from being so aroused. And when he presses his lips to that very special pearl of mine and gives it a quick kiss, I almost cum right there, my legs and toes a trembling mess.

When he stands, his cock is twice the size it was before, and this time it is dripping with spit in a long line that makes me lick my lips. “I believe that is enough torture for now. You shall get on your knees and offer up those pouty lips.”

I lower myself to the floor and angle my eyes up at his face. The way he looks at me makes me feel so beautiful. He had his pick of any woman in my village. But he chose me.

I’ve no clue what I’m doing, so I lick my lips and start kissing the bulbous head of his meaty shaft. He releases a few noises, running his hands through my hair and thrusting his hips softly, forcing his cock to slide around my face.

I stick out my tongue, wanting to taste him, licking away the spit that drools from the hole. His noises intensify, so I assume I must be doing a good job. He tastes salty, and I find myself wanting more of this forbidden pleasure. So I wrap my fingers around the base of his shaft, feeling the hot pulse of blood through his spongy veins, and I swirl my tongue all around the slit, finally wrapping my lips over the head and sucking softly.

“Oh, good god,” he groans, tightening a fist in my hair.

He thrusts deeper, and suddenly his engorged shaft is shoved further into my mouth. Instinctively, I begin to bob my head back and forth, noticing that every few seconds, more salty fluid pulses out. I find this enjoyable, so much that I put in extra effort at moving further down his cock, until his hair tickles my nose and he is growling.

His cock throbs and it suddenly feels harder to me, if that’s possible, and when I slide my tongue along the underside of his thick meat, he tightens his grip in my hair and makes a strange sound.

“Oh fuck, your mouth is so much better than I imagined,” he grunts. “Get ready for my cum.”

My heartrate quickens, and my clit begins to throb almost painfully. I love pleasing him like this. It makes me burn all over from lust.

All of a sudden, a river of hot fluid pulses out on the back of my tongue and I struggle to choke it down. I try to slide up his shaft a little, but he holds my head steady as several more drops spurt from his slit.

I moan as my cunt quivers with need, wanting to experience the same ecstasy he is enjoying right now. But I know I must wait, allowing him all the pleasure for now.

He finally moves his hand away from my head as his cock starts to go soft. But my body is still on fire. It’s okay, though. I’ll be able to touch myself tonight while he is asleep and relieve this pressure in my belly.

“Good girl,” he says, pulling me to my feet.

“Thank you, sir.” I smile shyly, and Calum leans down and offers me a kiss, his tongue sliding softly into my mouth and making me shiver.

“This is all a part of the ritual to prepare you for our ceremony where you will become my wife.”

My body responds. Even with no clue what he plans to do, I’m anxious and excited to get it done.

“What else will you have me do, sir?”

“More of the same. You will sleep in my bed, and I will lie next to you. Your body will be mine to do as I wish.”

“That sounds … wonderful.”

He smiles at me and cups my cheek, his handsome face and hard chest making me weak. The thought of curling up next to him, of running my hands up and down his chest and possibly stroking his cock, makes me happy. Very happy.

“Good. Then tonight shall be pleasurable for the both of us.”

~~~~~~~~

Calum brings the lamp into the bedroom where I lie waiting for him. The candle emits a warm glow of light all around us, and as he sets it on the small table next to the bed, I turn on my side and watch him get undressed.

“What made you choose me, sir, if I may inquire?”

Calum drops his linen pants to the floor, allowing his manhood to be on full display. It hangs between his legs, long and soft, the tip resting just below the lower swell of his ballsack.

“A man cannot explain the way his body responds to the sight of his chosen one.” He lets his eyes drag over the curve of my hips and to my breasts that rest against the soft covers.

“And how does your body respond to me?” I ask, running a hand down the length of my leg.

“Watch and see for yourself.”

With that, his cock begins to swell and grow, extending down and then up, elongating to a hard rod of steel. I lick my lips, wanting to taste him again.

“As you said, my body is yours to do as you wish.”

“True. But I also must consider the way you will respond to me. And with that in mind, I will take the liberty to ensure you do not fight me.”

“Fight you,” I laugh. “What reason would I have to fight you?”

He lifts a brow, then opens a drawer in the table, removing some thick rope and a set of wrist cuffs, explaining that this will be blissful torture that will bring him more joy than he could every convey.

I gladly let him bind me to the bed, arms above my head. Calum proceeds to get on top of me, his huge frame dwarfing mine as he straddles my waist. After lowering himself to me, his warm lips press against mine. Hunger fills me as we kiss, my body a writhing mess as he begins to thrust his erection between my legs. Without entering me, his steel rod rubs the outer part of my cunt, getting coated in my slick juices and driving me to the point of begging him for more.

“Oh please, sir. Please force yourself inside of me.”

With a heavy grunt, his mouth moves to my neck where he draws circles with his tongue, then sinks his teeth into my flesh, causing me to tingle all over. He then moves over my collarbone, doing the same thing with his magical lips.

I shudder as he leaves a trail of heat from my chest all the way to each breast, swirling that tongue of his over both of my nipples, flicking and sucking, kissing and biting.

I thrust my hips upward as he moves down my belly, desperate for him to place the same type of kisses between my legs. And he does, but not the way I had hoped.

He kisses my hips and across my mound, then works his way over my swollen outer lips, pushing my legs up and spreading apart my thighs. He flicks my clit with his tongue, and I can’t help but let out a yelp of pleasure.

“Yes, right there,” I beg.

With a hearty chuckle, he moves his mouth to my thighs where he softly bites my flesh.

And he proceeds to tease me like this for the longest while. I fight against the restraints, bucking my hips, begging and crying for him to please take me. My pussy is throbbing as it drips to the bed below, leaving a wet spot that is nearly embarrassing.

When I think I can’t take anymore, he straddles my chest and forces his cock inside my mouth, fisting my hair tightly as he growls and erupts to the back of my throat. I moan, feeling so aroused by giving him the release he needs. But he wasn’t kidding. I am in a blissful state of torture. I love it yet I don’t know if I can last all night without losing my sanity.

Calum removes himself from my mouth and places soft kisses all over my face, telling me what a good girl I’ve been.

“And tomorrow, when you become my wife, I shall reward you in unimaginable ways.”

“I can’t wait, sir.”

After releasing my arms, Calum places a chastity belt on me, saying that it’s better than keeping me restrained all night.

“I can’t have you succumbing to the urge to touch yourself, now can I?”

I grumble but he’s right. I would likely touch myself during the night. And in a way, I’m glad he’s restricting me. It will make my release that much more pleasurable.

The next morning, he awakens before me. I can hear the voices of other women coming from the kitchen, and a bit of jealousy stirs within me. And when I sit up in bed, two of them enter my room. With bright blond hair and petite features, they look remarkably similar, though one is slightly taller than the other. Calum is right behind them, my curiosity piqued.

“Daphne and Ramona will prepare you now for our ceremony. I will meet you in the town square.” He leans down and kisses the top of my head, lightly cupping my chin. In suede pants and leather boots that cling to his muscular legs, he looks so handsome I can hardly contain my excitement. His chest is still bare, and I hope he keeps it that way for the ceremony.

“Where are you going, sir?”

He helps me stand then removes my chastity belt before setting it on the table. “To prepare our room of consummation.”

“Room of consummation?”

“For tonight.”

“Oh,” I mutter. It has an intimidating ring to it. But I must have faith that my warrior husband-to-be will make me pleased with whatever he has in store.

Daphne and Ramona are quiet as they lead me to the kitchen for a light breakfast before warming some water over the woodstove. In fact, they don’t speak a word, and I’m too scared to ask them any questions. After a bit of time passes, they take me to the washroom and scrub me from head to toe, using a variety of lotions and soaps to cleanse my body and hair. Using a short stick with a metal blade angled at the tip, they softly shave away the hair under my arms, up my legs, and, surprisingly, work on the thatch of hair between my legs, giving it a neat, triangular shape that reminds me of an old arrowhead.

I can’t stop running my hands over every inch of it, wondering if Calum will like it as well.

After my bath, they work on my long hair, placing different colored beads and tying small braids to hold them in place. They also dab the soft end of a feather in a small bowl then run it along my neck, making me smell like fresh jasmine.

Daphne scampers off with a soft giggle then returns moments later with a dress. She places it on the bed, then nods at me as Ramona sets down a pair of flat white sandals.

I walk over and pick it up the dress as they slip quietly from the room. The bodice scoops down in the front, and all around the bosom are faint pink stitchings in small Xs and Os. When I step into it and pull it up to my shoulders, I’m pleased to see the hem stops just above my knees, showing off my sleek, hairless legs. The moment I slide into my shoes, Ramona and Daphne reappear.

I am then led to the town square, where I see Calum and another man about his age waiting for me upon a platform as dozens of villagers stand in a half circle. I feel as though I’m on display as I walk up several steps to stand by his side. He’s wearing the same thing as this morning, and in his hands is a beaded necklace.

“You look like an angel,” Calum says, dragging his eyes over me in a way that makes me tingle.

“Thank you, sir. Ramona and Daphne worked long and hard to prepare my body for you.”

A rumble comes up his throat as the man next to him speaks. “Good morning, and welcome to Braedon. I am Wyatt Sunder, and today I will be joining you to Calum Blackwell, our head warrior.”

I feel a surge of excitement as he continues.

“That which has been joined shall become one and never be split. No matter what this great earth has in store for the physical, in spirit and soul you two shall remain as one.”

Calum caresses my face as Wyatt begins to speak in another language I don’t understand. His deep eyes tug me in, and I am floating on some sort of wonderful high, forgetting about my past and everything I have lost. I am now owned by a nomadic warrior whom I will gladly serve for the rest of my days.

“The bride shall now take her place in a kneeling position.”

Calum nods at me, and I quickly take my place, slowly kneeling and keeping my head bowed in reverence. He places the beads over my head, and I hadn’t noticed, but there’s a small red stone held inside of a golden bezel. It sparkles in the sun, making me smile.

“Let these beads become a symbol of my ownership of you, Seraphim. And let them serve as evidence of my protection. They shall also serve as representation of the blood that will be shed should any man try to come between us.”

A shiver passes through me at the thought of my warrior killing a man in order to keep me safe. I glance out at the crowd, right as Calum places a hand under my arm and guides me to stand. With a twinkle in his eye, he leans in and kisses me, his lips and tongue hungry as they explored my mouth. The crowd bursts out with cheers as Calum lets his hands slide down to my lower back.

“And now let this kiss serve as the seal of commitment!”

Calum holds my body to his after breaking the kiss, and I am heady with happiness.

“Braedon, I give you Sir Calum and lady Seraphim Blackwell!”

Calum leads me down the stairs and we wiggle our way through the crowd. In the back, I see my sister, Andgelina, standing between two men. She actually smiles at me, tossing up a quick wave. I keep my eyes on her for several long seconds as my husband takes me inside of a building with intricate stonework.

He pulls me into his arms, growling as he presses his lips to mine. I slide my hands up his chest and melt into his kiss.

“What are we doing in here?” I finally ask.

“We are going to sit here while those in our tribe bring us gifts.”

I look behind us and see a wooden table with two grand chairs. And within minutes, people of the town begin to filter in, bringing us gifts of food, sterling silver, and clothes—both for me and a baby, should we become blessed someday.

Calum and I eat a variety of meat, vegetables, and fruit, as well as sweet pastries. And there is plenty to share with the others. We drink wine and we dance as I meet my new fellow tribesmen.

When I ask where Andgelina is, Calum says she hasn’t yet earned the privilege of attending ceremonial celebrations like these, and I can’t help but giggle.

But my giggles come to an abrupt halt when my new husband leads me away from the crowd and into the room of consummation.

There on the floor lies a spread of blankets and pillows, next to which sit two tall candles that have been painted a rich golden hue. Flower petals adorn the satin sheets on top, and I can’t help but wonder what I have done to deserve such treatment.

“I’ve waited a lifetime for a woman such as you,” Calum says, running the backs of his hands down my arms as he kisses my neck.

My nipples prick as he pulls down the straps of my dress. He then walks around the front of me and takes in the sight of my breasts as my dress falls to the floor.

“Such lovely things,” he murmurs, running his fingers over the hard buds. “And you now belong to me.”

“Yes. Forever I will belong to you.”

With an animalistic growl, he pulls me to him and kisses me, letting his hands roam to my rear end. He squeezes my bottom as his erection bumps against my tummy, and I let my hands do a little wandering of their own.

I run my fingers over the length of his cock, noticing a small wet spot on his pants, right where the head of his shaft is, and he seems satisfied as he offers a vocal grunt. He pauses and looks at me, running his gaze over my face, my hair, and then down my body.

“You, my bride, will lie down and let me consume you.”

My teeth sink into my lower lip as the anticipation swirls through me. I make my way to the pile of sheets and blankets sprinkled with red rose petals, and I lay my head on several pillows, noticing the glow of lights from the candles dancing along my legs.

Calum removes his clothing, and my pussy throbs at the sight of him. His erection stands up prominent as he walks to me. I naturally draw up my knees, but he parts them after kneeling in front of me. When his eyes move to where that thick bush of hair used to be, I notice him pull in a deep breath.

“Great god, you look magnificent.”

“You don’t care for body hair?”

He kisses the inside of my thigh, and I stifle a moan. “Body hair belongs on a man, not a woman.”

As his tongue drags along the freshly shaved part of my outer labia, I can feel a pulse of fluid rush out of me. “I think I must have to agree with you.”

With a smile, Calum sits up and lifts my feet into his lap, removing the sandals and caressing the arches of each foot with a soft massage. He then places soft kisses along the bottom of each toe while I watch. Those lips of his make their way up my legs, to my hips, then my lower belly.

And of course, he doesn’t stop there.

I purr and run my fingers through his thick hair as he drags his tongue over each breast, flicking the nipples before sucking them gently. And I’m a mess of urgent need when he makes his way between my legs.

Calum teases me the same way he did last night, only this time, he finally parts my lips with his fingers and repeatedly licks my engorged clit. Every time I get close to cumming, he stops and reaches up to pinch my nipples, causing a distraction that stops my orgasm from claiming me.

I start to whimper, begging him to allow me the release I need. He glances up at me and lets out an evil chuckle, but then, as his hands cup my breasts, he pulls my clitoris between his lips and works his tongue in a soft circle over the sensitive tissue, sending the walls of my cunt into cataclysmic contractions.

I thrash my hips, crying out in pleasure as he keeps me in a state of orgasmic bliss. I fist his hair, my whole body humming from pleasure as he presses his palm over my belly and holds me down, forcing me to cum again as he licks my twitching pearl.

It feels as though every muscle in my body is quivering as he mounts me and slides the tip of his cock inside of my opening. My legs instinctively wrap around his hips and he thrusts inside of me, deep and unforgiving as he claims my innocence.

The growls that escape his throat only serve to fuel my lust for him. His thick manhood moves in and out of me, and I find myself groaning as I thrust in time with him, feeling a tight ball forming in my lower belly.

My nails dig into the flesh of his back, making him growl louder as he increases his pace. I don’t think I can hold out much longer.

I close my eyes and buck my hips as his cock pounds into me, over and over, and as my walls begin to contract around his cock, he drives himself further inside of me, exploding his seed into the deepest part of my womb.

Heat erupts throughout my body, like fire coursing through my veins. Warm fluid gushes out of me, a mixture of both our fluids joining as one, just like we have done.

“Mmm,” he growls into my neck. “You feel so much better than I even imagined.”

“As did you, my loving warrior.”

Calum rolls off me, pulling me into his arms. I let my hands caress his chest and savor the way my body feels, and my mind is silent for the first time in a long time.

We sleep for a while, then wake up and make love again, this time with Calum flipping me onto my belly and entering me from behind. The way his hard body grinds against me is pure heaven, and I cum again, my clit rubbing against the sheets below as seed spurts from his cock and into my womb.

We watch the sun set through the small glass window, mountains rising up in the background. “It is going to be hard to leave you when I go to battle the Chuathas.”

My insides twist at the thought of my husband leaving, but I know he must do this. “It’s going to be hard for me, too.”

Calum smooths his hand over my hair and pulls me to his chest. And we enjoy our wedded bliss like this over the next few days.

Then, one evening while I am making stew, Wyatt knock on our door and announces that the Chuathas have surrendered the land that they took.

“You’re certain?” Calum asks.

I wipe my hands on a towel as I walk out to the common room.

“I’m certain,” Wyatt says. “They got word that you were leading the nomadic tribe with the promise of a victory, and they immediately left on horseback, just this morning.”

“Let my men know we will not be going to war.”

Wyatt nods and leaves, and when Calum turns to look at me, the hard lines around his face have nearly vanished.

“It appears I don’t have to leave you now.”

Smiling, I let him pull me into his arms. “I hope you won’t ever have to leave me.”

I adore my nomadic warrior, and I am proud to have a brave man. But he doesn’t need to go to battle to prove his strength.

“Whether there are battles to fight or not, my love for you is here to stay. For always.”

That was good enough for me.
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Paige

Project Cleanup. That’s what they called it. It had a nice ring to it, but there was nothing “nice” about what these non-earthly beings would spend the summer doing on Planet Earth. In fact, it was downright sinister: take the homeless into custody and whisk them away, back to their home planet for whatever sick fate they had in store.

A lot of people didn’t care. They were happy to get rid of what they considered to be a strain on society.

But there were plenty who did care, human rights activists being among them, as well as the homeless.

And guess which one I was?

I would have never guessed that losing my parents as a teenager would end up costing me my life. But … here I am, wandering the streets and hiding in the shadows, desperate for a place to call home as the foreign creatures begin to arrive.

And when I find someone willing to play the “protective” role in my life, I never expected all these strong feelings to surface. After all, this fake relationship is only supposed to last for the summer.

And then we’ll never have to see each other again.

Moses

I’ve thrown myself into my work over the last few years. And with the arrival of these non-earthly creatures, I became immersed in humanitarian efforts to save the homeless and find them places where they can seek asylum.

But when Paige strolls into my office in need of sanctuary, I’ve run out of safe havens. No one is available to take her in.

I’m her only saving grace.

Problem is, she’s so fucking sexy, so sweet and innocent looking, I don’t know how I’m going to keep myself in check around her. She’s like a drug I’m instantly addicted to.

I’m terrified the aliens will find out she’s been homeless for nearly a year. So my protective instincts kick in and, with a few good connections, I find a way to make it look like Paige is the girl I raised.

But then an alien follows her home one day, and all of our plans, all of our pretending, changes on a dime.

I’ll do whatever it takes to save Paige from certain death. And I’ll make sure she knows I want her by my side, for life.


Chapter One

~Paige~

The sign points off the roof of the building, flashing in brilliant pink letters you can’t miss: The Pink Panther. Next to it is a panther dressed in an all-pink suit and winking to the traffic that passes by.

I breathe in the coastal air as I stand here, nervous about going in. Honestly, this place has the look and feel of a strip club, but rumor has it, it’s actually a safe haven for those wanting immunity from Project Cleanup. In other words, the homeless are welcome here.

Word gets around on the street, but “word” isn’t always accurate. However, given that the aliens have already begun to arrive, I can’t take any chances. They’ll be here from June to August, collecting the homeless and removing them from the streets, from Planet Earth.

I think most of them have accepted their fate. But I’m nineteen years old as of today. Unjaded and still filled with hope. I believe in the compassion of my fellow human beings.

I flick my wrist up and glance at my watch. 2:49 PM. I’ve heard the best time to speak to Moses—the guy who’s supposedly in charge—is around 3:00, and not wanting to miss him, I decide to head inside.

A guy with a long, white beard sits at a front desk, and beyond him is what looks to be the empty dining hall of a now closed restaurant. Several tables are overturned, and the floor tiles are peeling from the walls in the corners. I seem to be the only one here. I’m surprised. What a way to spend my birthday.

“Can I help you, ma’am?”

I offer him a smile. “Are you Moses?”

A quick shake of the head. “I’ll call him up here for you. What’s your name?”

“It’s Paige. And thank you.”

“No problemo.”

I turn around and see a row of chairs, so I set my bag down on the floor and sit as the bearded guy places a call.

“Mo, some chick named Paige is here to see you.”

Some chick. That’s me. Just a homeless somebody that’s hopefully deserving of a home, or whatever it is they offer. I don’t really know what to expect.

I use my finger to press a wrinkle out of my skirt. I actually bought this at a consignment shop not long before my parents died last year. I typically cycle between several pairs of shorts and t-shirts since Mimi Beach hovers around 80 degrees year-round. But I’d kept this skirt and a pair of jeans. I consider myself lucky that one of my friends from high school has a distant relative that runs the local YMCA. Otherwise, I’d have nowhere to shower on a regular basis.

“Paige?”

I look up to find a man standing next to the front desk, hands deep in his pockets and …whoa, very sharply dressed in light brown slacks, shiny dress shoes, a pale blue shirt and a navy tie, with whales of all things.

“Um, yes. That’s me.”

He lifts a brow. “I’m Moses. Did we have an appointment?”

I’m stunned at his attractiveness. His deep coffee brown eyes are hypnotizing, and his five o’clock shadow appears more like a five o’clock shadow from several days ago. With his strong jawline and strong arms, he’s making my knees feel wobbly and I’m not even standing yet. Nervous butterflies swarm through me, and I feel my luck is about to run out. If I had any to start with.

“No, we didn’t. I just …” I clear my throat and swallow hard. “I heard you might be able to help me?”

His face softens. “Oh, all right. Why don’t you come on back.”

He turns on his heels, and I’d be lying if I didn’t admit to checking out his ass. His pants are pulled tight against his glutes with his hands still in his pockets, and he is rocking them. Hard.

Damn.

Is this guy my saving grace? Because right now, I can hardly breathe.

He leads me inside a small office and nods me toward a plush chair, sitting at a desk directly across from me. He lifts a tablet and taps at it several times, then looks my way, smiles, and sets the tablet back down on the desk.

“Sorry about that. Too many things going on and not enough time to do them. I’m sure you know how that is.”

“Oh, don’t worry about it. I sort of barged in on you here.”

He steeples his fingers and sweeps his gaze over me briefly. “It’s okay. People come in at all hours. What can I do for you?”

His eyes seem to be searching mine, and I suddenly feel like I’m in the middle of a test.

Jesus.

What if he’s an alien, and the moment I mention I’m homeless, I’m sucked into an egg and rocketed off into outer space? This isn’t at all unsettling.

“If you’re an alien, you’re required by law to tell me, right?” I ask jokingly, letting out a nervous laugh.

He sort of twists his brow. “Come again?”

“Sorry. It was a bad joke.”

“I’m not an alien, Paige. If that’s what you’re worried about.”

“Good.” I purse my lips and blow out a hard breath. “The truth is … I don’t know what you can do for me. I don’t exactly have a place to stay these days, and, well …” I toss a hand up in the air, leaving the unfinished sentence to speak for itself.

“You heard that we home people who are in need.”

God, he makes it sound like the homeless are feral pets. I’m sure that’s how society views us, though. Why would he be any different?

“If by “home people,” I say, making air quotes, “you mean find homes for people, then yeah. I might have heard something like that.”

He drops his hands and leans back in his chair, guilt washing over his face. “Sorry. I didn’t mean to sound insensitive. I’ve been working on this project for months, and it’s … affected me. Deeply. I guess I’ve had to find a more clinical way of phrasing things. For my own sanity.”

Well, now I feel like an asshole. I don’t know what’s wrong with me. I really shouldn’t be combative at all. I need him. Living on the streets does this to you, though. You look at everyone as untrustworthy, willing to take advantage of you.

“That came out harsh. I didn’t mean to suggest you were being insensitive. I’m sorry.”

His eyes dance around my face once more, sending tingles up and down my body. “You have no reason whatsoever to apologize, Paige. But back to the issue at hand. I’m afraid I’ve exhausted all available resources. I … simply don’t have anywhere to send you.”

I feel the blood as it drains from my face, down my body and to my limbs, all the faith I had when I walked in this place washing completely away.

“Are you sure?”

He opens his mouth to say something when his phone rings. Without answering, he swipes his finger across the screen, declining the call. And when his eyes meet mine this time, they seem filled with regret.

“Sadly, yes. I’m sure. When we got word about this in the spring, I had families lined up, waiting to take people in. But as of this morning, all my homes are full. I don’t have any volunteers left. I’ve had to start contacting some of the big corporations and see if they’d be willing to invest in properties with me, where we could at least place groups of people together. As you know, all the shelters are full and … fuck.” Angrily running a hand through his thick, dark hair, he releases a frustrated laugh-growl. “We’re just running out of resources, out of space.”

I lower my head, fighting the tears as I twist my fingers together.

“You don’t have any family, do you?” he asks.

Now it’s my turn to let out a cynical laugh. “If I did, I wouldn’t be here. Everything I own is in that bag.” I point to the floor and shake my head, a single tear escaping and landing on my thumb.

“Shit,” he whispers. “How old are you, Paige?”

“Nineteen,” I barely choke out.

I hear his chair sliding across the floor, and when I look up, he’s making his way to a filing cabinet across the room.

“I think I have one last resort. I’m going to give you an address. I want you to go there and wait for me. Can you do that?”

My lips part and I pull in a rush of air, feeling like I can finally breathe again. “Yes. Of course.”

From the top drawer of the file cabinet, he removes a single key attached to a foam key float as well as an envelope, which he passes my way. “Take a cab to the Intracoastal Waterway dock and ask for Henry. Let him know you need a ride to Ocean Paradise.”

“Ocean Paradise?” I don’t know if this is a business or what.

“Yes. It’s across the inlet on a small island. There’s money in there for the cab and a bite to eat if you’re hungry. But there’s also plenty of food at the house if you can wait.”

I feel a smile starting to rip my face apart. Ocean Paradise is the name of a house. “Thank you. Thank you so much.” I want to hug him right now, but I can’t tell if he’d be receptive to that.

“You’re welcome. Here’s a key to the house. Do you have a phone?”

I shake my head and pick up my bag off the floor.

“No problem,” he answers, lifting the tablet off his desk. “Just type in your full name and your date of birth.”

It seems like an odd piece of information to give him, but I don’t dare question it. In fact, all of this seems odd. He’d pulled out that key and envelope like he was just waiting for someone to give it to. Well, I’m just so freaking happy to have a place to go.

“I’ll call the cab for you if you want to wait outside. They usually get here pretty quickly.”

I nod and make my way to the door. And when I turn around to thank him one more time, his eyes are moving over me in a way that makes me burn hot from the inside out. Not that I mind. Not at all.

When I make it outside, it feels as though the sun is shining on me for the first time in nearly a year.


~Moses~

As soon as Paige leaves my office and I take a moment to collect myself, I call her a cab, then sit in contemplative silence for a while. All I can think about is her sweet, innocent body, soft but inquisitive eyes, long honey blond hair, and shimmering tanned legs. Fuck. She’s making my blood run hot again. And it hasn’t run hot in so long. I haven’t even thought about sex since Mandy ran out on me several years ago. Plus, dealing with this nightmare, worrying about all the homeless people being taken by the otherworldly creatures for god knows what kind of fate, grasping at straws to find them a home, and desperately pleading for help from complete strangers have all forced my needs to the back burner.

Several months ago, I set up this closed down restaurant as a temporary refuge for the homeless. Nothing sexy about this place at all. But the moment Paige leaves, I feel my cock grow stiff, and I remember once again what it’s like to have desires, to feel the touch of a woman, to smell her sweet scent and want to taste her lips.

God. I need her in ways I shouldn’t. But I can’t deny what I feel.

I make an attempt to call Henry so he’s not caught off guard when Paige shows up. But he hardly ever keeps his phone turned on, so I’m not surprised when he doesn’t answer. I’ve sent people to him before, the less fortunate who’ve needed to stay with me while I find them a more long-term solution.

But it looks as though I will be Paige’s long-term solution because I literally have no one else to call.

I tried to avoid this because from the second I laid eyes on her, I wanted to rip that skirt right off her body. I honestly don’t know how long I can go without laying hands on her. And I don’t think she wants to shack up with a man who gets an erection every time she walks in the room. But I don’t know if I can help it.

I glance at the notes document where she typed her name and birthday, feeling like a perverted old man. Jesus Christ. She just turned nineteen today. I’m twice her age. Damn near old enough to be her father. Technically, I am. So pretending to be her father won’t be that difficult. And the kinds of things I want to do to her body are probably illegal in all 50 states as well as Mexico and Canada and would likely land me in jail if I even breathed a word of them to anyone.

I can’t help but wonder what happened to her parents, if they kicked her out or died. All I know is that I want to pull her into my arms and keep every hair on her precious head safe from harm. As long as I am alive and breathing and she will allow it, Paige Wilkins will never want for a thing.

I put my immediate needs aside for the time being, flipping through my contacts as I struggle to remember the name of my connection at the records office. I’m going to need him to print out a fake birth certificate for Paige. It may not be necessary to go to those extremes, but with the way she’s affecting me, I don’t want to take any chances of the invading aliens denying she is mine.

The invaders (“guests” as they’re politely referred to by the media and the government) are hell bent on getting rid of those who are less fortunate. Some people are convinced that they simply want to perform experiments on us humans and that the homeless are the best targets because no one will fight for their rights. Taking them won’t be a struggle. But others like myself believe that the government is using the aliens to “clean house” so to speak.

It’s all rather disgusting and I’ve never cared for politics. I only care for people. So when I see someone hurting, be it a person or a group, I do what I can to help. And at this moment, I only want to help Paige. And dammit, I want to help myself to her body.

My father was a corporate attorney before he died of a stroke two years ago. And he made a killing with some wise investments, leaving me and my sister a fortune that I can’t even come close to spending. I purchased Ocean Paradise not long after, a modest two-bedroom home that sits along the inlet, my back porch overlooking the water.

When we got word about the “guests” I immediately got to work in an effort to save the homeless from certain death. But now, my focus is lasered in on one and only one.

I find the contact I’m looking for and pick up my phone. I think Ted will help me. We haven’t spoken in nearly a year, but he and my father go way back. He’s incredibly loyal.

“Moses? Is that you?”

“You recognize my voice? I’m impressed.”

He lets out a hearty laugh. “You sound just like your father. Anyway, how are you these days?”

“Staying busy with all the new changes and working with some humanitarian groups.”

“Wonderful. I’m sure your father would be so proud of you. Is there something I can help you with?”

“Actually, there is.”

I brief him on my recent project and, without going into a lot of detail, ask him to forge a birth certificate.

“You want me to list you as the father?”

My cock twitches when he says it. Only because I’m thinking very … unfatherly thoughts about her.

“Not electronically. I don’t want you to risk your job. But if you could print one out that looks real, it could literally save her life.”

“Anything for you, my friend. I’ll have it ready within the hour if you’d like to pick up a copy.”

“Absolutely. I’ll see you soon.”

After ending the call, I feel worlds better.

And after picking up the document and making sure it looks legitimate, I make my way to the bakery here in town. Paige should celebrate her birthday. In fact, she has many reasons to celebrate, and I want her to have a little fun. The woman behind the counter offers to quickly decorate the top with a happy birthday wish, and I give her an extra tip for the trouble.

And on the way back to my house, I wonder if Paige is as innocent as she looks. 


Chapter Two

~Paige~

By the time I get to the Intracoastal Waterway dock, I’m overcome with a case of nerves all over again. Moses gave me a key, so I assume no one is at Ocean Paradise. But I can’t help but wonder if anyone else stays there with him.

He gave me instructions to wait for him. So he must have a plan to find a home for me. At least I’m safe. With a roof over my head and some food that isn’t considered throwaways, I’ll be living like a princess.

A young woman at the dock’s small office lets me know that Henry’s boat is at the end of the pier. “He’s an odd bird. You can’t miss him,” she laughs.

I thank her and walk to the end of the pier, dozens of seagulls flying overhead. The salty air smells so good, and I’m thankful in this moment that I chose to move here after my parents were killed. There’s a peace in Mimi Beach I’ve never felt anywhere else.

As I approach the end of the pier, I see a small fishing boat that’s painted every single color of the rainbow in splotches along the side. An older man who looks to be in his 70’s is playing 60’s music from an old 1980’s boom box, his wild, gray hair blowing around as he whistles to a Beatles song that comes on the air.

I stand next to the boat, hoping he will turn around and see me. But he’s tracing a peace sign on the inside wall.

“Excuse me,” I say at a break in the song.

He jumps and spins his head in my direction.

“Sorry. Didn’t mean to startle you. Are you Henry?”

“In the flesh,” he answers, his lips sunken in from having lost his teeth.

“Hi, I’m Paige. Um, Moses sent me here. He said you would take me to Ocean Paradise.”

Henry stands up, moves closer to the bow of the boat to get a better look at me, then shakes his head. “Lucky bastard. Ok. Hop in.”

“Oh no, it’s not like that. I’m not a—I mean, he didn’t—” Jesus, I don’t know what to say, or think.

Henry leads me to the stern, then extends a hand to help me on deck. Feeling slightly trepidatious, I take his hand and step up.

“I was just joking. Moses is a good man. He’s helped a hell of a lot of people over the last few months. But none of them as dang pretty as you.”

My cheeks start to blush. “Well, thank you. That’s awfully nice.”

I haven’t heard a compliment from anyone in so long, I’ve forgotten what they feel like. Even Moses seemed distant when I was in his office. Like he was hesitant to help me. That’s what I’m used to, I suppose. Well, at least he came through and offered me a place, even if it is just temporary. What I plan to do while living here is look for a job. And then I can save up for my own place so I won’t be a burden to anyone.

Once we arrive at our destination, Henry helps me off the boat and onto a dock. Up a hill sits a cute colonial style bungalow with cedar shakes and a huge front porch. God, it’s like every girl’s dream home. If every girl were me.

Henry passes me my bag while I’m staring at my temporary home. “Here you go, darlin.’ You take care, now.”

I flash him a smile. “Thank you so much, Henry. I’m sure I’ll see you again, right?”

“You betcha.”

Palm trees surround the home, as well as giant oak trees covered in Spanish moss. I don’t think I’m ever going to want to leave this place. Above the front door is a rectangular piece of wood with the words “Ocean Paradise” etched inside the dark grains.

I unlock the door and walk in to find a typical bachelor pad. It’s clean and neat but lacks the womanly touch. The kitchen has the essentials, though: coffee maker, toaster oven, and a pantry at the end of the cabinets.

My stomach growls and I help myself to a package of crackers as I walk around the house, making sure no one else is here. There are two bedrooms, the guest room containing a day bed, a shelf with a handful of books, and a small television. Well, at least I won’t get bored.

I walk back to the kitchen and rummage through the refrigerator. I’d like to do something nice for Moses, maybe cook him a simple dinner of spaghetti or baked chicken, but I’ve no idea if he has dinner plans already, so I just cut up a tomato and make a sandwich, scarfing it down with a glass of juice.

With a full tummy, I realize how long it’s been since I took a normal shower, where I actually have some room to move around and a way to shave comfortably. So that’s next on the agenda.

Inside the shower is a brand new razor, never been used. It’s bright pink, and as I look in the corner of the tub, I can’t help but notice bottles of shampoo and conditioner. Very feminine bottles with feminine smells. I wonder if there’s a story there. There must be, unless Moses brings girls here on a regular basis.

No. I can’t let myself think like that. He’s a nice guy. He’s a humanitarian. One of the good guys. He’s not a womanizer.

I feel like a new woman once I’m dry. My skin has a healthy glow once again, and I smell good for the first time since I can remember. After using the hair dryer and applying some citrus scented lotion, I wrap a terry cloth robe around me and lie down on the day bed, wondering if I’ve landed in a dream.

And sleep comes all too easily.


~Moses~

The moment I walk through my front door, I can smell her ghost.

Memories of my ex come crashing back, but it occurs to me that Paige likely took a shower in the guest room. I don’t know how long she’s been without a home, but I know if it were me, that would be the first treasure I’d seek out. I make a mental note to purchase some new shampoo and conditioner—ones that don’t smell like a cheating, lying no-good piece of trash.

I set the cake on the table, aware of how quiet it is. When I poke my head in the guest room, Paige is fast asleep, her hands curled up under her head and the robe she’s wearing flipped up to reveal her soft thighs and pink panties.

My cock twitches inside my pants, and I pull the door closed, wanting her to sleep for as long as possible. I’m sure she needs it. Right down the street is a general store with a little bit of everything, so I figure that now’s as good a time as any to grab a few needed essentials.

I pick out some hygiene products—shampoo, conditioner, deodorant, new razors, hairspray and brushes, scrunchies. Then I go through the aisle again and pick out different scents of the same products, wanting Paige to have a multitude of smells and brands to choose from. I also pick up a new robe for her—pink satin—and a few tank tops, just in case she needs something new.

The woman at the checkout eyes me rather funny. I’ve never been fond of her. She’s rough around the edges and I once caught her snatching a candy bar from a toddler’s hand, saying that she was convinced he was about to shoplift. A toddler.

Feeling concerned that I’m drawing too much attention to myself with all these new feminine products, I come up with a bullshit story. You never know who’s working with our “guests.”

“I know how this looks. I’m donating these to the local mission.”

“Oh?” She raises a brow and smacks her gum. “Would you like for me to put them with the others back here? We have a delivery every month.” I look behind her and see the large cardboard box filled with food, cleaning supplies, and stuffed animals. Across the front is a piece of paper with a handwritten message in black marker: “Donations for Mimi Beach Mission.”

I force a smile. “Thanks, but I’m on my way there now. I’ll just take them myself.”

When I get back home, Paige is still asleep. I leave the bags outside her door, then get started on dinner. I’ve never been much of a cook. I typically just toss a burger or steak on the grill and sit outside with a beer. But something tells me that Paige isn’t a fan of burgers or steak.

I have enough fixings for a salad, so I toss one together and slide it in the fridge, then start rummaging through my cabinets to see if I can come up with some ideas.

“Are all these for me?”

Paige’s voice startles me. When I turn around, she’s dressed in cotton shorts and a plain white t-shirt, both bags dangling from her wrists.

“Yes. I just bought them at the store down the street. How did you rest?”

I step her way and notice her cheeks look adorably rosy. “Amazing. And thank you. I … didn’t expect all this.” She lifts the bags in the air before setting them on the table, quickly eyeing the cake but not saying anything about it. “And there’s plenty of shampoo and conditioner in the bathroom already.”

“That stuff is old. It needs to be thrown out. Besides, now you have new everything.”

Her lips curl into a smile that makes my heart melt. “You’re very kind, giving me a place to stay and buying me all these wonderful things. How will I ever repay you?”

By being mine forever, I want to say. “No repayment is necessary, Paige. I’m just glad you’re safe.”

“I am too.” She clasps her hands in front of her, and I can’t help but move my gaze over her body. She notices, too, those cheeks of hers turning a darker shade of pink as she nervously ticks her head towards the fridge. “I was going to cook some dinner, but I wasn’t sure if that was okay.”

“You can cook?”

She nods with a smile. “I used to cook all the time. Before my—well, before I lost my home.”

My heart twists, feeling sad for her. “I’ve got some hamburger and steaks. Nothing fancy, I’m afraid. Do you like burgers?”

She taps her chin and flits her eyes to the side. “How about I make some meatloaf?”

“Don’t tease me.” Meatloaf is a favorite, but I have no clue how to make it.

She giggles. “I don’t tease. I deliver.”

Her smile fades and her cheeks turn crimson. Blood rushes through my cock, and I swear if one hair fell from her pretty head, you’d hear it hit the floor.

“I mean, I don’t make idle threats. If I say I can do something, I can do it.”

I lick my lips and smile softly. “I knew what you meant.”

“Why don’t you get comfy then, and I’ll get started.”

“You don’t have to tell me twice.”

I grab a beer from the fridge and sit at the bar, watching Paige gather everything she needs. When she bends down to retrieve the eggs from the fridge, I can see the lower swell of her ass pushing through the bottom of her shorts, and I stifle the growl that’s attempting to climb up my throat. But then she swiftly bends at the knees, taking that gorgeous ass out of sight. I wonder if she could feel my stare on her, could know that I was imagining running my hands over those sexy globes.

I need to get my mind off her body and onto something else. “Do you feel comfortable talking about what happened to your parents? Did they kick you out or…?”

She sets the eggs on the counter, next to the hamburger, and pulls in a deep breath. “They were killed in a car accident about a year ago.”

“Here in Mimi Beach?”

She shakes her head. “Capel City, about a hundred miles inland. I managed to land a job right after they died, even though they are scarce there. But then I got close to a co-worker with a drug habit, and when she stole thousands of dollars from the safe one night and blamed it on me, our boss believed her.” Paige lets out a sigh as she cracks some eggs in a bowl, and I feel sick inside as she continues. “No one would hire me after that. I had no family and nowhere to go. I didn’t really have a lot of friends at school because I’m kind of a nerd, and really shy. It’s scary how quickly you can lose everything. Anyway, I didn’t want to stay in Capel City. So when the bank closed on the house, I took a bus here and …”

When she pauses, it’s easy to see her story is painful. I don’t want to push her. Yet she keeps talking.

“I remembered a girl in one of my classes telling me that her aunt worked at the YMCA here in town. She’s been helping me out, letting me take showers there and giving me the leftover food from the day care. She takes my clothes home and washes them, too. If it weren’t for that, I don’t know if I would have made it.”

So many questions plague my mind. “And this woman didn’t offer to take you in?”

“No, she didn’t,” Paige answers, opening the cabinet above her and staring blankly. “Do you have any breadcrumbs?”

I walk to the cabinet next to her and pull down the box, passing it her way.

“Thanks. Anyway, I did ask to stay with her when we found out they were coming. But she said she just didn’t have the room. And I didn’t push the subject. I mean, what could I do? She obviously didn’t want to be saddled with the burden of another mouth to feed.”

“My god, I’m so sorry, Paige.” Jesus, people are assholes. How could anyone let an innocent girl be taken away like that?

She grabs a jar from the spice rack and looks at me, sadness tugging at her face. “I don’t want to be a burden to you either. Please tell me if I am.”

Everything in me wants to pull her into my arms. But I know that would be too much. “You are not a burden. Don’t even think like that, Paige. You can stay here as long as you like.”

Forever, as far as I’m concerned.

Her face softens and she smiles. “Thank you. But it’s only for the summer. Once the …” she circles her spoon in the air and looks upward, “… you know who are gone, I will be too. And, I plan to look for a job so I can support myself. Who knows? I might not even have to stay here all summer.”

She wipes her forehead with the back of her hand as my heart sinks. Fuck. I don’t want her to leave. She can’t leave. On paper, I’m her …

“Don’t rush out on my account. I’ve got documentation that you belong here, with me.”

“What do you mean?”

She turns to face me, those inquisitive blue eyes melting my resolve. “I wanted to be sure you had the highest level of protection. Just in case these “guests” of ours start poking and prodding.” I slide a folder across the bar and open it up, showing Paige her new fake birth certificate.

Her mouth drops open as her eyes scan the page. “You mean … you made it look like I’m your …?”

“Daughter, yes. And I’m your daddy.”

She pulls herself to an upright position, sinking her teeth into her lower lip as she lets her eyes dance around my face. My fucking cock grows stiff again. and I feel like the dirtiest old man ever.

“My … daddy?” she says.

Fuck. Hearing her say that ignites something inside of me. And I can tell it does her too.

This is going to be one hot summer.


Chapter Three

~Paige~

Once the meatloaf is ready, Moses and I sit down to eat, and I decide to revisit our earlier topic. “Do you really think we need to take it this far? I’m sure the others who have found temporary homes and shelters aren’t walking around referring to their hosts and hostesses as mom and dad.”

It seems so odd to me, but at the same time, I appreciate what Moses is trying to do.

“I’m sure they’re not. But with you and I, well, it’s better to be safe than sorry. Are you opposed to calling me daddy while you live here?”

I nearly choke on a piece of meatloaf. Not because I’m shocked at his question. I’m more shocked at how my body is responding. I’ve never been with a guy. I’ve rubbed that swollen nub between my legs more times than I can remember, bringing my body to earth shattering orgasms. But certainly not lately, and never with an accompanying daddy fantasy. However, when I think about calling Moses ‘daddy,’ I’d be lying if I didn’t say it made me wet.

“I’m not. Are you opposed to thinking of me as your little girl? Because that’s basically what I’d be.”

Moses ticks his head to the side and wipes his brow. “I’m aware of the implication. And yes, I’m perfectly fine with referring to you as my little girl.”

My pussy swells once again, clenching as I think of sitting in daddy’s lap and rubbing myself on him. I’m sure he would think I was disgusting if he knew where my thoughts were headed.

“I guess we’ll have to play the part when we’re in public, too. Won’t we?”

He lifts a brow. “It’s an absolute necessity.”

I get these swarms of butterflies that flutter through me. I want my new daddy to take me places and buy me things. To spoil me.

And then I realize how ridiculous all that is.

“Speaking of little girl things … I brought home a cake for you. It is your birthday, isn’t it?”

I peer across the table at the box I saw earlier, thinking that it looked like a birthday cake but not wanting to pry. “Is that for me?”

Moses winks and taps the edge of the box. “No little girl should go without cake on her birthday. And she should celebrate it properly with her daddy.”

Warmth floods me and my nipples prick into hard points. God, what is wrong with me? “Is cake a little girl thing?”

His eyes search my face and his lips pull apart in a soft smirk. “It can be.”

I don’t even know what to make of that.

“I’m afraid I don’t have any presents, but I’d be happy to take you out for ice cream.”

“Cake and ice cream? What have I done to deserve all this?”

“All little girls should be spoiled on their birthday. Now, the only remaining question is, do you want cake first? Or ice cream first?”

“Ice cream. Duh.”

Moses chuckles before standing up and clearing the table. My eyes sweep over him and I’m suddenly on fire. I don’t know how I’ve managed to go from thinking of him as my savior to wanting him to slide inside of my pussy and take my innocence. But that’s essentially what’s happened here.

We walk down the street for my birthday treat, taking in the sights along the way. It seems as though everything I need is right here on this island. I mean, everything I would need if I lived here permanently. On one side there’s a veterinarian and a medical practice, right next to a dentist’s office. And on the other side are a wide variety of shops including a drug store, a small grocers with an outdoor fruit and vegetable stand, a hardware store, a cute little diner, and last but not least, right at the end of the row of shops, is a tiny ice cream parlor that’s already crowded. Inside are just a few tables and they’re all taken.

Moses leans in to my ear and says, “Get whatever you want, double or triple scoop.”

My body trembles at his proximity. “What if I want four scoops?”

I look his way and he lifts a single brow at me. “Four is just over the top.”

I burst into giggles, hearing his laughter as he chimes in. We step up to the counter to place our order, and I already see what I want.

“Hi there, what can I get for you?”

“One scoop of double fudge in a waffle cone, please.”

The man nods politely and looks at Moses. “What can I get for you, Moses?”

Oh shit. They know each other?

“I’ll have the same thing, but no cone for me.”

Feeling nervous for some odd reason, I touch Moses on the arm. “I need to use the restroom. I’ll be right back.”

He looks at me with a hint of concern. “Okay. I’ll be on the patio out back, fighting for a table.”

Forcing a smile, I nod and follow the signs to the restroom, trying to figure out why I’m suddenly so unsettled. And it occurs to me that this island is small. Like, really small. Everyone probably knows everybody.

Which means, no one will ever believe that I’m Moses’s daughter.

I finish using the bathroom and wash up, telling myself over and over that it’s okay, that it doesn’t matter. It’s just a minor issue that likely won’t even be an issue.

“Get a grip, Paige,” I mutter under my breath, wiping the top of my forehead with a damp paper towel, then brushing it underneath my arms.

And that’s when the idea forms in my head. Moses can let everyone know I’m the daughter he never knew he had. He already has the phony birth certificate. We could come up with a story that would be totally believable. Like, maybe my mother died and I decided to hunt him down? Or something like that. He seems to be creative and resourceful. I’ll talk with him about it later.

I feel so much better when I exit the restroom. I see a sign pointing to the outdoor patio, and when I walk out and find him amongst a small crowd, sitting at a bistro style table and holding my ice cream with a devilish grin, I start to melt faster than the ice cream.

“Better hurry before it turns into a milkshake.”

“Ha, thanks.” I take the cone from his hand and start to sit down, when I realize … there isn’t a second chair.

“Yeah, someone must have snatched the other chair up. Here, sit,” he says, standing up to offer me his chair.

I place a hand on his chest. “No, it’s fine. You’ve been working all day. Besides,” I add, clearing my throat. “Maybe the birthday girl wants to sit in daddy’s lap and tell him all her birthday wishes.”

I swear I hear a soft growl come from his chest, but it’s more the look in his eyes that makes me hot between the legs.

“Alright, then. Daddy would like that.”

He sits down then pats a leg, and I plunk my bottom on the top of his quad, noticing how strong it is. Right as I swipe my tongue along the side of the chocolate ice cream, I feel his hand press against my outer thigh. My heart thumps a few times.

“Tell me all your birthday wishes, sweetie.”

“Well, I already have one of them.” I hold up the cone, then give it another lick as he watches me.

Fire smolders in his rich brown eyes as his fingers press into my naked flesh. “Mm-hmm, what else does my little girl want?”

I lick the chocolate from my lips and give him a coy smile, hoping that if anyone he knows remembers seeing us together, they won’t remember seeing all this sexual tension between us. “My other wish came true as well. Because I finally found my daddy, after all these years.”

I lean over to kiss him on the cheek, and his hand grips my leg with such intensity, my pussy responds by soaking my panties. Good god, Moses turns me on to no end.

“And daddy is so happy to finally meet his little girl,” he growls, rubbing his thumb along the corner of my mouth.

I can’t help but lick where he had just touched, the hint of chocolate mixed with the saltiness of his finger resting on the tip of my tongue. He pulls me higher on his leg, so that I can feel his erection touching my thigh, forcing me to pull in a rush of air.

“I, um, don’t know if I should give any more of my wishes away. Not before blowing out my candles, anyway.”

His jaw ticks, and heat flushes across my chest as I feel his cock stirring for attention.

Attention I want to give it.

Attention I think he wants me to give.

Playing this game of daddy and his girl is making me respond in ways I never would have expected. I just hope it doesn’t get us in trouble.


~Moses~

On the way back home, it’s a non-stop struggle to keep myself from taking Paige’s hand in mine. Everything about this girl turns me on, and the fucking heat outside isn’t helping. Something about summertime and sunshine really gets my blood and adrenaline pumping.

Blood surges through my cock at the mere memory of her sexy ass pressing against my leg, how soft her flesh was. The way she was swirling her tongue along the mound of chocolate ice cream as I envision her doing that to basically any part of my body, listening to her tell daddy her birthday wishes as my cock becomes engorged, twitching inside my pants at a desperate plea to be touched by her sweet, soft hands.

When she mentions one of her wishes coming true—finally finding her daddy after all these years—it occurs to me that most everyone on this island knows me, or knows about me. These fifty square miles seem to have suddenly shrunk with Paige in my life. And we need to come up with a background story to tell the locals. Because people will eventually start asking questions when they see us together. Which is going to make any sort of PDA off limits. Today has been such a whirlwind, from meeting her to having such intensely strong feelings for her that I can hardly contain myself, that I clearly didn’t think the whole thing through. I just went into protective mode.

Fuck. I need this girl. I need her body, her love. And even when I claim every bit of her body, she’ll still be my sweet girl. Daddy’s sweet little girl. I want to keep her safe, protect her from the evils of this world.

“Is there still room in that tummy for cake?” I almost reach over and touch her belly, stopping myself by sliding my hands into my jeans.

“There’s always room in my tummy for cake. If there isn’t, you should take my temperature.”

Smiling as she looks my way, Paige’s brilliant blue eyes seem to shimmer in the light of the setting sun.

“Good. And I have plenty of candles for you to make that secret wish.” I stop at the front door of my house, turning in her direction. I cup her face and pull her close. “I want all of your dreams to come true, baby girl.”

As she bats her eyelashes at me, I grow stiff, but I also feel a swelling in my chest. I can’t kiss her, not out here.

“I … I want that, too, daddy.”

Fuck, her sweet innocence is doing me in. My heart pounds, pumping blood throughout my body and making me feel like a ravenous beast. I want to slip inside her tight walls, take what is quickly feeling like mine.

I step back and remove the key from my pocket before unlocking the door. Paige washes up at the kitchen sink as I rifle through the kitchen drawer for some candles. They aren’t pink, but the icing is white, so these light blue ones should match.

After grabbing a few plates and a half gallon of milk, I light the candles one by one as Paige watches from the other side of the bar, her face serious and contemplative.

“This brings back a lot of memories,” she says.

“Happy ones, I hope.”

As a warm smile spreads across her face, I feel that tugging in my chest. Seeing her happy is my main goal.

“They are. I just miss my parents a lot. I wish they were here to celebrate with us.”

“You don’t feel them here?”

She glances up at the ceiling and twists her nose so adorably. “Actually, I do. I guess I always feel them with me.”

“That’s the way it should be.”

I light the last candle and lift the cake before singing the happy birthday song to Paige. She chimes in, her voice sounding like an angel to me as she substitutes “Me” for “Paige.”

I chuckle softly as I slide the cake in front of her, the reflection of the candles dancing in her eyes as she seems to be deep in thought.

“Hey, I thought you had that wish nailed down,” I tease, leaning against the counter.

“I thought I did. But now,” she adds, floating her eyes my way. “I have another wish that’s taking root.”

If there isn’t any sort of innuendo in that statement, then may the aliens here strike me dead.

“Does that wish involve another person?”

She bites her lip, nodding slowly as wax drips down a candle and falls to the icing below.

“Then you need to close your eyes and wish extra hard so that wish comes true.”

With a smile, she does just that, opening them up before blowing out all nineteen candles in one hard exhale.

“Wow. If that wish doesn’t come true, then heads are gonna roll.”

Paige bursts into laughter as I pour her a glass of milk. “Are you going to do the rolling?”

“You’re damn right I will.”

“Fair enough,” she says, sweeping her long hair over her shoulder. “I’ll let you know if it doesn’t.”

“Please do. It isn’t very often I have the opportunity to become violent for a good cause.”

“Does that mean … I’m a good cause?”

I watch her cutting a piece of cake with the knife, then licking her fingers when it becomes covered in icing.

“As far as I’m concerned right now, you’re my only cause.”

Freezing mid-cut, Paige flits her gaze at me, swallowing hard as she goes back to sliding the cake onto a plate. “I—I don’t know what to say to that.”

“You don’t have to say a thing, baby girl. I’ll look out for you. That’s all you need to know.”

She doesn’t speak a word. Not while we have cake, and not after as she carries our plates to the sink to rinse them off. After sliding them inside the dishwasher, she dries her hands and asks if she can go for a walk.

“Yes, of course. Would you like me to go with you?”

With a quick shake of the head, Paige makes my heart sink. “I want to learn my way around the island.”

I step her way, wanting to pull her close. “How about you start by learning your way around the block. It’s going to be pitch dark within the half hour.”

I feel marginally better when her face softens into a smile. “Okay. Around the block it is. Be back in a jiffy.”

The inner daddy in me is suddenly worried about her. But the pervert in me watches the way her taut little ass bounces softly as she leaves the kitchen. I hear the front door open and close, wishing I had loaned her my phone, just in case. But I’m sure she’ll be fine.

I take a hot shower while she’s gone, stroking my cock-of-steel for several long minutes before feeling the weight of my cum become unbearable in my balls. I shoot my load all over the tiled walls, growling into the stream of water as steam floats all around me. The edge is off for the moment, but I know that it will return, and likely the moment that my sweet baby girl walks through the front door.


Chapter Four

~Paige~

As I walk around the block, I fight the tears. I don’t know what’s wrong with me. I should feel like I’m on top of the world. And in a way I do. In the span of twelve hours I’ve gone from being homeless to being saved by the kindest and most generous man I’ve ever met, aside from my father, rest his soul.

Maybe that’s my problem. It’s been an emotional whirlwind today. So much has happened, and all on my birthday—the one day you’re supposed to celebrate with family and friends. But that honor was stolen from me forever the day they were killed.

I won’t allow myself to think about this. I should be happy today, and I am. But I can’t help but feel as though this happiness will be short lived.

I can’t stop this intense pull to Moses. And I love the fact that he says I’m his only cause, that I can depend on him to look out for me. The way he calls me his girl and the way my insides ignite when I call him daddy. All of it is so overwhelming.

And it really sucks because once the summer is over, so is our relationship. This whole pretend thing we have going on. He probably doesn’t feel the same way. I mean, there are times that I’m sure he’s flirting, but then I realize he’s got a heart of gold. I’m certain he’s treated other homeless women the same way.

Which reminds me, I was homeless before he took me in. Why in the world would he want me long term?

“Ma’am?”

A voice startles me, and I spin on my heels, only to find two men following close behind, both wearing suits and ties. “Yes?”

“We are patrolling the area and want to be sure that everything is … in order.”

I narrow my brow as they take a few steps in my direction. One of them is holding a tablet and wearing a blue tooth. The other, the one who’s talking, has silver hair and is wearing a pair of dark sunglasses, his face holding a serious expression.

“In order? I don’t understand.”

When he lifts his sunglasses to the top of his head, I can see the difference.

The difference between him and a human man.

His eyes are bright orbs of silver glitter. No irises, no pupils. A long, black unibrow spans his face.

It’s my first time in contact with an alien—a guest.

“Do you have identification on your person, ma’am?”

Shit. I can’t believe this is happening.

“Not with me, no. I—I was just taking a walk.”

He nods to his friend and reaches over, touching the tablet and mumbling something in his language before looking back at me. “What’s your name?”

“Paige Wilkins.”

“And where do you live, Miss Wilkins?”

My heart races. “Right around the corner here, on Sea Mist Avenue.”

“And whom do you live with, if we may so inquire?”

Were those manners I was picking up on? His partner looked to be human and kept typing on the screen as the guest glanced over. I wondered if he was using some form of translation.

“H—his name is Moses. Do you need to speak with him?” I start to explain that he’s my daddy, but I’m so terrified all of a sudden. And for whatever reason, I feel as though I should give them as little information as possible. I’m just thanking the heavens that I memorized his address, otherwise I would be so screwed right now.

The alien lifts a brow. “Yes, in fact. I would like to speak with him.”

“Oh,” I say in a near whisper. “Is—is there a problem?”

“No problem. We seem to be running into a lot of fraudulent cases.”

“Fraudulent?” I ask, feeling my heart pound harder.

He steps my way, examining my face with his silver eyes. “Yes, fraudulent. People claiming to live with family when the truth is, they do not have any family at all. We are here to eradicate those frauds.”

My mouth begins to tingle, and I feel dizzy as I fake my way through this whole conversation. Running my hands through my long strands and feigning concern, I shake my head. “That is reprehensible, is it not? We need more of your kind, cleaning up the streets.”

He seems shocked at my remark, looking at his human partner. “Yes, it is. What exactly is your relationship to Moses?”

“Me?” I ask, tossing a hand over my chest. “I’m his girlfriend. We are madly in love.”

God, I don’t know where that lie comes from, but I only hope it works. I think I’m worried the birth certificate will look fake. Because, well, it is.

He looks at his partner before nodding his head. “If that’s the case, I am sure you won’t mind if we follow you home and check your identification.”

“Not at all.” My identification. The last name on my ID doesn’t match that on the birth certificate. Good thing I referred to myself as his girlfriend.

I force a smile as I walk around him and head back to Moses’s house, wondering how the hell I’m going to warn him that he’s now my boyfriend and not my daddy. So this is what it’s come down to—the aliens stopping random people walking down the street, minding their own business? Unbelievable.

My stomach churns with nausea as I fear the worst. I can hear their voices behind me, but I can’t understand what they’re saying, and it makes me paranoid as hell.

By the time we walk up the front porch, I’m a nervous wreck, and about ready to spin around and just tell them the truth and accept my fate. But when Moses opens the front door, and I see his face, dark with concern, I know beyond a shadow of a doubt he will fight for me.

“Good evening,” he says, pointing his gaze at our guests before giving me a weary glance.

“Good evening, sir. I am Garrus of the 29th solar sector and this is my assistant, Steve.”

Oh nice. He introduces himself to the man but not the woman.

“Is … there a problem, Garrus?”

Moses pulls me in his arms and I hug him tightly.

“May we come in, sir?”

He asks as if we have a choice. I can feel the tension rolling off Moses in waves, but he steps aside and allows them to come in. “Of course. What seems to be the problem? Did something happen?”

Moses looks from the guests to me, and I shake my head. “No, honey. They’re cleaning up the streets, looking for frauds. I explained to them that—”

Garrus holds up a hand, giving me a stern look. “Please, miss. Your identification.”

I pull in a deep breath and go to the bedroom to get my wallet from my bag, realizing it has my old address on it from before my parents died.

I’m dead.


~Moses~

The second Paige returns, I can tell by the look on her face that something is seriously wrong. This isn’t the first encounter I’ve had with one of the aliens, but it is, by far, the most intimidating. I fear they know she isn’t my daughter, and my heart is telling me I need to pull it together and follow my gut.

When Paige walks off to get her wallet, Garrus takes the tablet from Steve and taps on the screen for several long seconds before he begins to question me.

“According to our online documents, your name is Moses Brighton?”

“That’s correct.”

“And you are the owner of this home.”

“Yes.”

At that moment, Paige reappears, her eyes pleading with me, as though she’s trying to send me a telepathic message. Her discomfort and fear are both easy to see. She slides a card from her billfold, I assume her driver’s license.

Garrus takes it from her grasp, giving it a quick glance.

“And what is your relationship to Paige Wilkins?” Garrus looks right at me, but I can feel Paige’s stare boring into me.

“She’s my girl.”

“Your … girl?” Garrus lifts one brow in confusion.

Paige reaches out and gently slides her fingers up my arm. “The love of his life, right, sweetheart?”

Her smile makes my heart melt like wax, and I let out a long exhale, not realizing I had been holding my breath.

“Yes, baby. The love of my life. My future wife.” I answer, taking her hand and pulling it to my chest.

Paige lights up, but Garrus doesn’t seem convinced. There’s a look of skepticism washing over him. Maybe I took this a little too far.

“You’re engaged?”

Paige and I nod at the same time, and I can’t help but think we might be digging a deeper hole for ourselves.

Garrus looks at Paige’s hand. “Where’s the ring?”

“It’s being sized. We should have it back in a few days.”

Garrus nods slowly, then looks back at her ID.

“According to this,” he says, holding the piece of plastic between his fingers, “you live in Capel City.”

Paige lets out a nervous laugh and I pull her close, answering the question before she can. “That’s my fault. I haven’t had a chance to take her into town and have it changed.”

“And how long have you lived here?”

“Mm, it’s been what?” I say, looking at Paige. “Close to a year now?”

“That happiest year of my life.” She smiles and rests her head on my chest, and all I want to do is feel the rest of her body on me. Weird to feel that way at a time like this, but the animal in me just can’t seem to stop thinking of her.

“So, if we question the neighbors, they will confirm this? They will say that they have seen Miss Wilkins here for a year?”

Fuck. I sure didn’t see that coming.

“I mean, they may, they may not. To be honest, I’m not all that close with my neighbors.”

Thank fuck that part is true. I know them, but we don’t talk that much. But if Garrus does go poking around the neighborhood to confirm our story, they will probably take her away.

“Hmph,” is his only reply.

“Most people on this island … we try to mind our own business, know what I mean? You just don’t know who you can trust nowadays.” I laugh and run a hand through my hair as Garrus hands the tablet back to Steve.

Steve. He’s too quiet. I’m sure he’s been forced into this position by the guests as a connection to the internal documents maintained by the government. It’s also supposed to make the guests seem more appealing and less intimidated to be accompanied by a human “assistant.”

“When is the wedding?”

“Next weekend,” I answer, without hesitation. “Right here in our back yard.”

“Sounds lovely. Maybe I will come and witness the ceremony.”

“We’d love to have you,” Paige says, reaching out to touch his hand. “And you too, Steve. The more the merrier.”

Garrus gets details on the day and time, and I walk them to the door. Once they’re gone, I watch through the window to see if they make their way to my neighbors, but fortunately, they disappear down the street.

I hear Paige’s footsteps behind me, and when I turn to face her, she looks white as a ghost.

“Hey, don’t worry. It’ll be fine.”

She walks my way and falls into my arms, and my chest feels so full. But I’d also be lying if I didn’t say that my cock is growing hard at the sudden turn of events. Pretending to be Paige’s fiancé is just as much a turn on as pretending to be her daddy.

“I’m scared,” she murmurs into my chest.

I run my hands down her back, stopping just above the swell of her ass as I hug her tightly. “Don’t be scared, baby girl. Daddy will look out for you.”

Peering into my eyes, Paige seems to have a tiny ray of hope. “You … still want me to call you daddy?”

I cup her face, feeling my erection grow.

Fuck it.

If we’re going to get married, which we obviously have to now, I might as well show Paige just hard how she makes my body respond.

“I thought you liked it,” I growl, feeling my cock bulge against the zipper of my pants.

Paige pulls in a rush of air as the color returns to her face. “I—I do like it. A lot.”

I hover my lips near hers, so close I can almost taste her. “And can’t you see how much I like it as well?” I ask, letting my hands glide down to her ass, cupping her bottom and pulling her to me.

“Oh,” she says breathlessly. “I guess so.”

I flick my tongue out and trail it along her lower lip, and she moans uncontrollably before doing the same and offering me her tongue. My dick leaks pre-cum, and I press my lips to hers, kissing her slowly as her body melts against mine. Fuck, she tastes so sweet I don’t want to wait a fucking week to marry her.

“I—I can hardly breathe,” she says, running her soft hands up my chest. “I wasn’t expecting all this.”

“Well, thanks to this sudden turn of events, I think we should take the opportunity to explore one another, don’t you think?”

I run my hands up her back and along her sides, wanting like fuck to cup her breasts, to tug her shirt up, to see her pretty little tits and suck her buds past my lips, feel her squirm and hear her whimper. I want to get to know every inch of her curves, see how she responds to my touch, my tongue, my fingers, all of it.

Paige pulls away from me, and even though I can see those nipples of hers pricking against the cotton of her shirt, she sinks her teeth into her lower lip.

“I agree. But I’m a virgin, so you’re going to have to show me what to do.”

I can’t contain the sound that rumbles up my throat. My baby girl is a virgin? I should have known.

I softly brush my thumb over her pert nipple, and she gives me that whimper I’ve been dying for.

“I will teach you everything you need to know about pleasing me. But not until you are my bride and not a minute sooner.”

The look of disappointment on Paige’s face only makes me harder. But I fear this next week will be just as torturous for me as it will be for her.


Chapter Five

~Paige~

Moses is gone a lot over the next few days, saying that he has business dealings. I’m not sure what he’s referring to, but he said something about following up with some of these corporations who initially offered to sponsor some of the homeless people to see if they’re interested in investing in his marketing startup.

On Friday, he leaves at six in the morning, handing me several hundred dollars in cash before kissing me on the forehead, telling me to splurge on whatever I want, and that he won’t be back until after dinnertime. Naturally, I want to buy things I know he will like, so I find the lingerie section of the clothing store and buy a nice sampling of bras, G-strings, and lacy teddies to wear on the honeymoon he’s promised me. Moses also reminds me he hasn’t forgotten about our wedding rings and that he’s taking me next week to buy me something special.

He comes from money, that’s plain to see. Apparently, his father left him a lot of money when he died, and Moses has used it to start a lot of side businesses that are self-running, or so he says.

The worst part of all of this is that he makes me continue to sleep in the guest room, even though I want so desperately to sleep next to him. I don’t think he knows how lonely I’ve been. And now that I’ve found someone willing to marry me in order to keep me safe, I want to give myself to him. All of myself. I’m aching to have his hands touch me everywhere, and to feel him inside of me, bringing me pleasure that my hands simply can’t.

I know he wants to wait until we’re married to have sex, which is strange because I’m sure that once the aliens are gone at the end of the summer, Moses will move on to someone else, so why is he so determined to keep me “pure” until we’re legally wed? This is the one thing I haven’t been able to figure out. He’s kind of being forced into this, so I won’t blame him or hold a grudge when we part ways. I never expected him to fall in love with me. But I do plan to make the most of this summer, living the good life with the most gorgeous man I’ve ever known.

Saturday night I’m awake until three o’clock in the morning, hormones raging through my system. I can’t help but touch myself, letting my fingers softly tease my nipples as I stroke my clit. I want to cum so much, but I stop myself because I need that release with Moses. I’ve never edged like this before and it leaves me feeling frustrated as hell.

I finally manage to fall asleep, and when I wake up on Sunday morning, I smell pancakes and coffee. I look at the clock and see that it’s almost noon. Shocked, I kick the covers off me, stretching and yawning as I silently wish my sexy daddy was in her to peel down my thong underwear and trail his tongue right there where my heat is the greatest.

The moment I sit up in bed, Moses slowly pushes the door open.

“Good morning, sweet princ—” He stops dead, his eyes dropping when he sees I’m not wearing a shirt.

On instinct, I cover my chest with an arm. “Good morning, daddy. I, um, sleep in the nude. Usually.”

His jaw ticks. “I see that. Put … uh…. put some clothes on and come out here for breakfast.”

“Okay.” I let my arm fall down as he pulls the door closed, giving him a teasing glimpse of my pert breasts. I’ll bet that I can get him to change his mind about not laying a hand on me if I prance around half naked.

Let’s see just how disciplined my daddy really is.

I pull on a sleeveless shirt that’s thin and a little snug, leaving the bottom half of me as-is. Before heading out, I lightly rub my nipples, making them nice and hard. By the time I get to the kitchen, Moses is spooning some blueberries into a bowl.

“Smells yummy, daddy. Do you need some cream for your coffee?” I open the fridge and bend down, peering all the way to the back. I can almost feel Moses’s eyes hit my ass, and it makes my pussy swell with need.

“It’s over here, baby girl. And I thought I told you to put some clothes on.”

I turn around and watch his eyes float over my body as he leans against the counter. “I do have clothes on. Underwear, shirt, the works.”

I turn my attention to the coffee pot, pouring some into an empty mug. Moses shakes his head and chuckles softly. “Is this intentional? Or are you just being cluelessly adorable right now?”

“What do you mean?”

He studies me for a moment as I pull my long hair over my shoulder. “Six days until we are married, and you’re giving me the erection of a lifetime.”

“Am I, really?” As soon as I ask, I look down and see the long, tubular shape take form in his pants. My folds swell, and the crotch of my thongs is suddenly soaked.

“Yes, really,” he answers, picking up a cup of coffee and taking a sip.

I notice his cock twitch under the fabric of his pants, and I can’t help but moan. “Well,” I say, stepping in his direction. “I know one surefire way to get rid of that erection.”

“I know several, and not a single one of them will involve my cock going inside of you. Not until we are husband and wife. You’re my sweet little virgin, and you’ll stay that way until vows are exchanged.”

I press my body to his and look up into his dark, sexy eyes. His cock bumps against my tummy and I pull his hand up to my mouth. “But daddy, you can use this part of me and still leave my virginity intact.” I wrap my lips around his finger and suck softly, and the growl that erupts from him makes me tremble.

“You’re being very naughty,” he grumbles, watching my lips move up and down his index finger.

I give the tip a playful bite, smiling at him. “That’s because my little pussy hurts, and I need to have a good, hard cum. You don’t want your baby girl to be in pain all week, do you?”

Another noise creeps up his throat as he grips my ass and lifts me off the floor. I wrap my legs around his waist and hug him tightly as he presses his mouth to mine, his tongue eagerly exploring mine.

I can’t help but start to rub against his rock-hard abs, wanting so desperately to have that release. Both of us are groaning uncontrollably by now. And when he carries me to the living room and sits on the couch, dropping my pussy right over his cock as he holds my ass with his big palms, my body grows hotter with intense desire.

“All right, baby girl. Give me that cum you need. Rub that sweet little pussy on daddy’s cock.”

Huffing as I work my fingers through his dark hair, I do as he says, grinding my pelvis in slow circles, feeling his hardness bounce against my folds every few seconds.

“But what about you, daddy?” I squeak. “You … you need to cum too, don’t you?”

As he fists my hair, he presses his lips to my ear. “The way you’re moving right now, my sweet little girl, you’re making me so fucking hard. And yes, I will cum. Just don’t stop working that hot little ass over my dick.”

“Mmmm,” I purr, loving the way he talks so dirty to me. It ignites a fire in my core, and I end up bouncing lightly up and down as my clit grows hotter, bigger. My entire body is getting a workout as I thrust against him, and when I can’t hold back any longer, I cum so hard I cry out in pleasure, legs trembling and pussy quivering.

Warm fluid gushes out of me, soaking Moses’s crotch with my juices. And I wonder, if I came this hard masturbating on his cock, I can only imagine how good it will be when he’s inside of me.


~Moses~

Paige’s body is irresistible. Who am I kidding? Everything about her is irresistible. When I walked in her bedroom just a few moments ago, thinking she was asleep and saw her pink-tipped breasts, I damn near exploded in my pants.

Fuck. No girl has ever had this effect on me.

And then when she came out and bent over while rooting around in the refrigerator, displaying her perfect ass, it took every ounce of restraint I had to not shove my dick balls deep in her hot little snatch. There’s something so tasty about Paige, the way her innocence turns me into a frenzied animal.

I didn’t know her sweet, angelic body was hurting because she wanted me so badly. Hell, I’ve been hurting too. My balls, my cock, every inch of me is aching to take her. I have to allow her that release, and what better way to do that than by making her rub that special area between her legs on me? Even with pants on, I’m enjoying the fuck out of her. And I can feel the heat of her pussy pressing into my erection.

I hold onto her ass as she hugs me tightly, unable to contain the animalistic growls that are bounding up from my chest. Her body quivers as she cums, and my dick is a rod of steel that aches for the same release.

“That’s a good girl,” I moan against her neck, smelling her scent as my balls fill up.

After her hips slow down, and her breathing is less ragged, I run my hands up her front, feeling my cock twitch. I’m so close to cumming. Good god, you’d think I was twenty again and not approaching forty with the way my body is reacting. Her nipples are like tiny pebbles through the soft cotton, and as I lift the material, exposing those delicate looking cherries, I just have to have a sample.

“Oh,” Paige purrs as I flick my tongue over the hardened bud. “Your tongue. It …. It feels so good, daddy.”

Fuck. That’s all it takes. I growl as she addresses me, giving one upward thrust as I shoot my load, white-hot seed spurting against the denim of my pants. I fist her small breasts, suckling her nipples one at a time as she mews and grinds her hot ass on my throbbing dick still bursting cum from my slit.

“Damnit, my little angel,” I tell her, kissing the creamy flesh of her breasts. “How am I going to be able to wait six more days to fill you up?”

She giggles as she pulls her shirt down. “I don’t know. Maybe we should elope.”

Elope.

How pathetic would that be? To be so hard up to take my girl’s sweet innocence that I have to push the wedding date up?

No. I won’t be that undisciplined. I’ll savor every fucking second of torture I have to go through for my bride.

Besides, I’ve been so busy over the last few days getting everything in order for Saturday, from arranging our honeymoon in the mountains to lining up the minister and guests, all the way to ordering her wedding gown—one so beautiful it accentuates the beauty of my bride.

“We won’t elope, little girl. You can forget it.”

“Fine. But don’t expect me to quit teasing you.” Paige prances off, her bottom wiggling and making me fucking hard again. The dual wet spot on my jeans is a nice reminder of how lucky I am. But I need to change clothes before sitting at the breakfast table.

Paige and I eat our breakfast, her with a tiny twinkle in her eye that makes me happy. And that twinkle stays there over the next three days. Until she comes to me, again, her needs urgent as she climbs in my lap and wraps her arms around my neck one evening.

“I know you said you were arranging everything for the wedding, daddy. But don’t you think I should at least have a sneak peek of what I can expect?”

“Well,” I say, running my hands up the side of her waist. “You can expect flowers and cake, and a few of my closest friends. And tomorrow I’m taking you for your fitting after we pick up our rings. And let’s not forget Garrus and Steve will be there.”

She pulls a face and falls backwards on the couch, and I immediately regret the reminder. “That’s not the kind of sneak peek I was talking about.”

“Are you nervous about our Garrus discovering your recent past?”

She shakes her head, then slides her tight cotton shorts down her hips.

“Jesus Christ,” I murmur as her legs drop open, presenting me with a hairless vertical slit glistening in her juices.

“Maybe just a quick sample, daddy?”

My cock turns to steel inside my slacks, pre-cum already seeping out as I reach over and brush my fingers over her labia.

“Ooh, yes,” she purrs, lifting her top to show off her hard, pink nipples.

“You really are daddy’s little slut, aren’t you?” I turn in her direction and grab her by the ankle, tossing one leg over the top of the couch and the other all the way up until her knee is next to her ear. She holds it with her hand as I move my fingers over her smooth, soft mound again, watching her face morph into ecstasy as I softly probe her entrance.

Slickness greets the tip of my finger, and when I sneak a second one inside her folds, and feel how fucking tight she is, I let a growl escape my throat. “Oh fuck…”

Arching her back and using her free hand to pinch one of her nipples, Paige obviously wants me to finger her. But two fingers are too much in her virgin cunt, and the moment I feel her hymen, I lightly touch her clit with my other hand, rolling my thumb over the hard, red, swollen hood. Just then, a creamy white fluid pulses out and her walls contract around my digits.

“Oh daddy,” she huffs, “I’m … I’m cumming.”

My blood runs so fucking hot as I watch her orgasm. And when she gives her hips a forward thrust, my cock pulses out a fresh batch of seed, warm fluid running down my thigh and soaking the material of my slacks.

My cock can’t help but release around this girl. And she’s going to be my wife in just a few days.

***

The next morning, I awaken Paige early so we have plenty of time to take care of our last-minute arrangements. I’m feeling quite uneasy about Garrus and the possibility of him talking with my neighbors while he’s here for the wedding, and I hope that today’s distractions will keep me focused on this girl of my dreams who will soon have my name.

Our wedding guests are few. I invited several business colleagues I met through my father before he passed away, and my sister is coming. My mother is vacationing in Italy and nearly insisted on flying back when I gave her the good news. When she asked how long we had been together, I told her a year then explained that we’d kept our relationship a secret because of the age difference and the fact that Paige is so young.

She seemed a little hurt but she also understood. I hated lying but I couldn’t take a chance on the “powers that be” overhearing our conversation through the phone. Maybe I was being paranoid but it seems that our privacy, everyone’s privacy, was a thing of the past. In fact, I hated talking about it with Paige. What if the aliens were listening to everything we said?

I pushed those worries out of my head this morning, as difficult as it was, and of course the moment Paige came meandering in the kitchen to get her coffee, wearing her slinky top and sexy bright yellow panties, I almost forgot my first name.

She wrapped her arms around my neck and nuzzled her lips against my skin, planting feminine kisses that made the masculine man in me respond with an instant erection.

“Good morning, sweet girl.”

“Good morning, daddy. Why are we up so early?”

I cup her ass and pull her to me. “So that we can finalize our wedding plans and let you select a diamond to wear on that pretty hand of yours.”

Her eyes light up. “A … diamond? I didn’t know I was getting a diamond.”

I kiss her forehead before pushing some bread in the toaster. “Why in the world wouldn’t you? It’s traditional, is it not?”

“I suppose. It’s just so expensive. I thought we would keep things simple, cheap. Especially since …”

“Especially since what?”

Paige licks her lips and angles her sweet face up at mine. “This wedding … it’s just a temporary arrangement, isn’t it?”

My guts tighten and disappointment floods me. “Is that what you want it to be?”

Her eyes go dim, and it occurs to me that she hasn’t had much stability in her life since her parents died. My baby girl has had to rely on herself for everything. And she’s either desperate to leave that life behind and let the love of her life be her partner along the way, or she refuses to depend on someone else again, for anything.

I don’t think there’s any disputing that she wants me, that she’s crazy about me, but maybe this wedding thing is overwhelming her and she needs to know that there’s an out. It is all happening rather fast.

“Look, you don’t have to answer that,” I say, moving close to her. “Our main goal right now is to keep the guests from taking you away. And that’s what I intend to do, by any means necessary.”

I place another kiss on the top of her head before going to shower, feeling sad all of a sudden. If my baby girl doesn’t want to stick around after our wedding. I wouldn’t blame her.

But I fucking hope she does because I can’t imagine my life without her.


Chapter Six

~Paige~

I force myself to smile as Moses and I leave the island to go to the city and shop. This is supposed to be the happiest time in my life. But instead of celebrating my upcoming wedding with family and friends, I’m feeling like I’m going through the motions just to get a green card or something.

It’s such bullshit. When I asked Moses if this wedding was temporary, I wanted him to grab me and pull me to him, growling a “hell no” in my ear with a promise to keep me safe forever. But he didn’t. And really, it’s my own fault for letting that forever fantasy take hold of my heart.

I’ll do this, though. And I’ll do it with a smile because even if Moses is just my summer daddy, at least I get to live. And I’ll always owe him my life for that.

We pick up our marriage license first, then head to the dress shop. I don’t know what to expect, but I have very simple tastes when it comes to dresses. I secretly hope that I don’t end up with a traditional, bulky wedding gown that’s five layers deep and weighs a hundred pounds. But when the nice lady walks out with a mermaid applique dress, I’m blown away. And when I try it on, I have to hold back the tears. The body hugs me tightly, the lower half sweeping out loosely around my feet, just like a mermaid.

“This looks perfect,” the woman says. “Moses did an amazing job giving us your measurements.”

I have no idea how he did it, but she’s right. It fits perfectly. I’m desperate to show it to him, to see if he will react as strongly as I hope he does, but I’m reminded that the groom can’t see me until our wedding day.

“Do you think Moses will like it on me?”

She makes a face. “He’d have to be blind not to. And when he does, he’ll fall in love with you all over again.”

The excitement in her eyes lets me know she has no clue this is an “arranged” wedding. Arranged by the two of us. But I shake that sadness away and remind myself that I will at least be a princess for one day.

The dress has to be hemmed several inches, so we leave the store, hand in hand. Next, we head to the jewelers, and the moment we walk in, Frank, the store owner, takes us to the back where he removes a black velvet pad containing three rows of diamonds, all of varying shapes and sizes.

My body tingles with excitement, and I’m pretty sure I have a twinkle in my eye as I scan the gorgeous selections.

“I don’t even know where to start,” I mutter, picking up a modestly sized emerald cut diamond.

“Looks like you figured it out quickly enough,” Moses jokes.

“That’s a lovely choice,” Frank says. “Three carats total weight, platinum band. It’s the perfect way to say “I do.” And, you’re sure to make all of your friends jealous with this one.”

I smile at him, brushing my gaze over the other rings, but none compare to this one. I don’t want to make this a painful process as I’m sure I won’t keep it forever. It’s all a part of the performance we’re about to put on in several days.

“It’s lovely. I’ll take it.”

“Are you sure?” Moses asks. “You barely looked at the others.”

“When a girl knows, she knows,” Frank says, sliding the other rings down to a drawer.

“Yes, it’s perfect.” I pass the ring to Frank, and he immediately gives it to Moses.

“Let’s see if it fits, then,” he says, reaching for my left hand and sliding the diamond over my ring finger.

Sparks dance across my skin, and when I look into Moses’s eyes, I’m sure I see something there. “How does it feel?” he asks, keeping his voice low.

“It slides around a little, but it’s not too bad.”

“Looks like we need to take it down a size. I can have it ready first thing in the morning.”

Reluctantly, I hand it over, wishing I could wear it out of here and enjoy it for as long as possible.

“I’ll be back for it tomorrow, Frank. Thanks for your help.”

Moses takes me out for lunch, and he’s sweet as can be, holding my hand and looking at me with a sort of excitement. But things have changed. They feel different ever since our conversation in the kitchen this morning.

And I fear that Garrus will pick up on this sudden tension between us if we don’t get past it.

***

Moses’s sister Beth arrives the next day, but she stays with friends in the city because she doesn’t want to impose on us. Moses claims that he and Beth don’t communicate very frequently, so lying to her about how long we’ve been involved wasn’t that difficult.

Beth makes a quick trip to the island for an early dinner with us, and then she’s off again to hang out with her friends. I’m so relieved that she doesn’t question us much about our history, and she even seems to be okay with the fact that I’m only nineteen years old.

Once Moses and I are alone he pulls out his assortment of DVDs and we watch some movies. It seems so strange to me that it’s the night before our wedding, and we’re just hanging out like it’s any other Friday night.

“Come here, baby. Sit next to daddy.”

I get so turned out hearing his voice command me. I don’t waste one second curling up next to him on the couch, and when his arm wraps around me, I swear it feels like home. I could get used to this. I want to get used to this. And I know I’ll spend all summer getting used to this man and the way he makes me feel.

He releases a soft moan that ignites my insides and reminds me of what I will have tomorrow night. The fact that he’s being a gentleman and taking this “not until our wedding night” promise all the way home makes me want him all the more.

“Are you thinking what I’m thinking, baby girl?” He rubs his thumb lightly up and down my arm.

“There are a lot of thoughts swimming through my head, daddy. What are you thinking?”

“That I can’t wait to settle between your legs and hear you scream.”

My pussy clenches and I sink my teeth into my lower lip, feeling those urges run through my core and nearly tear me in half.

“I can’t wait to scream for you,” I say, rolling over and looking up into his eyes.

“You’ve been reserved today. You’re not having second thoughts, are you?”

Just the thought of having second thoughts, of either one of us changing our minds, literally terrifies me. I sit up and straddle his lap, placing my hands on his short, soft beard. “Only a crazy person would have second thoughts about marrying you, daddy.”

I hear him grumble, a smile tugging at his lips. “That’s what I like to hear. I’d hate to lose you in all this … chaos. I’m so ready for this bullshit to all be over with.”

“Yeah, me too,” I whisper, hoping like hell he doesn’t mean what I think he means.

But when I detect movement in the crotch of his jeans and notice his pupils enlarge, I know he’s getting aroused. And I am too.

He pulls my head closer and presses his lips to mine, exploring my mouth with his tongue and making my panties soaked—something he’s become quite adept at this week.

“Fuck, baby girl. I love the way you kiss me,” he growls, tightening my hair around his fist.

I can’t help but smile and grind my pussy in his lap. “And just think, daddy. Tomorrow evening, these lips that you love so much will be kissing your hard cock.”

He growls again and trails his tongue over my neck, driving me wild with a lust that won’t be tamed tonight.

Well, if nothing else, I can have fun with Moses, let him explore my body while I explore his. He can teach me a thing or two on how to please a man.

And I’ll give him my virginity as a thank-you for saving my life. It will be something we both enjoy, even if it is just temporary.


~Moses~

Beth arrived early this morning with Paige’s dress and all the accessories I’d asked her to bring along. Our wedding is at noon, and we’re only expecting about a dozen people, as well as Garrus and Steve. I try not to think about that as I let the caterers in to do their job in the kitchen, opting instead to think about Paige’s delicious body and how every inch of it will belong to me tonight.

I thought about it all night, about this hint of reservation she’s shown over the last few days, and it occurs to me that she’s probably sad because I’ve left a door open. It’s no wonder she went from hot to warm to cool. She needs to know that I won’t let her go. That after this summer is over and the fucking creatures from outer space have left this earth, that she will still belong to me.

My cock turns to steel when I think about claiming her, not just physically but in every way, and keeping her chained to my side until the day I die. It’s what I need, to have this girl for life. No other woman has come close to making me feel the way Paige does. And she needs to know that.

And I’m going to tell her as much.

With a rumble in my chest, I make my way to her bedroom, slipping past the caterers and seeing a few familiar faces who’ve decided to show up early. I give them a quick greeting, and as I round the corner, I see Garrus, his silver eyes just as disturbing as that fucking unibrow.

“Hello, Moses.” He gives me a quick nod, and I flash an ecstatic smile.

“Garrus. Glad to see you could make it.” I reach out to shake his hand and immediately regret it. His fingers are hot and clammy and the tightness in his grip forces my knuckles to rub painfully together. I fight the urge to punch him, but he lets go of me so fast the urge disappears.

“Thank you. I cannot stay. It was my intention to stop by and wish you two the best. Has the ceremony occurred?” He tilts his head creepily to the side, and my fists clench uncontrollably.

“Not yet. We’ve got about an hour to go. You’re welcome to come in and have a drink.”

Lifting his arm and checking a vinyl band around his wrist, Garrus becomes quiet. He then looks at me, and I notice his eyes are moving in a circular swirl as they slowly darken. “Unfortunately, I cannot do that. It seems there is critical business to attend to. I believe I shall depart and give you my best wishes.”

“Ah, that’s too bad,” I answer, rubbing my beard and feeling eternally fucking grateful our “guest” won’t be a guest at our wedding. “Thanks for stopping by and good luck with your … critical issue there.”

Garrus gives me a quick nod before turning around and walking out my front door. I watch him get in the back seat of a black sedan before it drives away, and I don’t think I’ve ever been more relieved about a thing in my life.

I have to let Paige know that he’s no longer a threat. I know she’s been nervous about all of this. But if we’re no longer on their radar, I can only imagine how much she will relax. I squeeze past a few people in the hallway and start to knock on the guest room door when Beth comes out, startled to see me.

“What are you doing, big brother?” she asks, giving me a shameful look.

“I need to see my bride to be.”

“Oh no, you don’t,” she says, laughing softly as she pushes me back. “That’s bad luck, and you are not going to destroy a loving marriage before it even begins.”

“Wow. Destroy? That’s a bit harsh, don’t you think?”

“Nope.” She crosses her arms and shakes her head. “I’m very old fashioned. Got it from dad.” She’s right. He was really old fashioned about a lot of things. I recall Beth going on a date when she was in high school. The guy didn’t come to the front door, just sat outside and gave a quick honk. Dad went out there and reamed him a new one.

“Okay, fine,” I say, tossing up my hands. “But I need you to give her a message.”

“I can do that. What is it?”

“Tell her that … I’ve taken care of everything, and we no longer have to worry about any guests ruining our day.”

Beth wrinkles her brow, and I know she wants details. The moment her lips part, I throw a finger over them.

“You don’t get to ask questions. Just give her the message. Please.”

“Okay, fine.”

After Beth gives me a swat on the arm, I walk off to my bedroom to finish getting dressed and confirm our flight plans for tomorrow. We’ll spend tonight in a little bed and breakfast at the other end of the island, then first thing tomorrow, we head to Aspen, Colorado. I’d wanted to take her to the Andes Mountains, but there wasn’t enough time to get a passport. That will be next on my list, though.

Once I’m dressed, I find myself getting hard again as I imagine Paige’s innocent body, her plump breasts and light pink nipples, her sexy, glistening pussy, and those pretty lips wrapping around my steely girth. Will I even be able to make it until tonight?

Or will I have to grab a little sample of my baby girl’s tight pussy before dinner is served?

I suppose it will all depend on what she wants.

And how she responds to me telling her I’m not ever letting her leave my arms.


Chapter Seven

~Paige~

When I woke up this morning, I felt those gray clouds hanging over me. Today is supposed to be one of the happiest days of my life, and I wish so much that I could share it with my parents. But once Beth got here and started helping me get ready, even bringing me breakfast and making sure Moses and I didn’t run into each other, those gray clouds began to lift.

“I can see what my brother sees in you,” she says while curling my hair. “Even if he is trying to get to you before the wedding.”

“Yeah, what was that all about?” I had seen Moses trying to peek through the door when Beth went to get something to drink.

She rolls her eyes. “He said to tell you not to worry, that there won’t be any guests ruining your special day because he took care of everything. Obviously, I don’t know what he’s talking about.”

Guests? That can only mean one thing. Garrus won’t be coming. Or he already has and Moses … took care of it. “I think I know what he means.”

“You don’t have a crazy ex running around, do you?” Beth leans down and looks at me with a weary eye.

“No,” I laugh. “Nothing like that.”

“Well, my big brother does. Though, as far as I know she’s been out of the picture for a looooong time. Thank goodness. I couldn’t stand that woman after she cheated on Moses.”

“What she did was pretty crappy,” I agreed. “But I got what she didn’t want.”

“Yes you did,” Beth says, tapping me on the shoulder.

I feel like I’m glowing from the inside out as she finishes my hair and does my makeup. I can hear the voices outside, people who’ve come to watch us become husband and wife, assuming that this is a lifetime vow we’re making when it’s probably only temporary.

It’s okay, though. I’ve come to terms with it. Moses is a great catch. Too good for someone like me. I know he’s attracted to me and that he wants to help, and I will be eternally grateful for that. For that reason, I’ve decided to just … live in the moment and embrace everything about today.

Even if it means ignoring that small ache in my chest that really does want Moses to be my husband forever.

Beth leaves the bedroom to see if everything is set to go, and when she comes back, she’s smiling as she passes me a bouquet of stunning white roses. “Girl, it is so beautiful out there. You picked some gorgeous flowers.”

If she only knew I didn’t pick a thing. And I’m not upset about it. In fact, I’m looking forward to seeing the creative, romantic side of Moses. I sniff the bouquet, feeling heady from the fragrance. “Is it time?”

Beth nods and I follow her to the French doors that lead to the back yard. She’s right. It is amazing. There are several columns topped with dozens of white lilies, as well as a white carpet for me to walk down. He even rented chairs for the small crowd. Soft music plays as Moses waits for me underneath several tall palm trees, looking so handsome in his suit as the inlet water ripples softly in the distance. And I am standing here, literally fighting the tears.

I can’t believe he went to all this trouble. I had no idea there would be this many flowers or people. If I didn’t know any better, I’d say that he actually cares about me, and about giving me the wedding of my dreams. How can I not fall madly in love with him?

We exchange our vows, and the kiss that he places on my lips makes me see stars. When the officiator pronounces us husband and wife, everyone stands up and cheers. Moses takes me by the hand and pulls me inside, jogging back up the white carpet and inside before the others.

“What are you doing?” I giggle.

Without answering, he sweeps me away to the master bedroom where he digs his hands into the globes of my ass and draws me to his body. “You’re mine now, baby girl.”

“Mm, I know, daddy.”

I cup his face, running my fingers down the scruffiness of his beard and feeling all this warmth bloom inside of me.

“No. I don’t think you understand. You’re mine. For life,” he growls.

His hands run through my hair and he pulls me closer.

“Daddy. Are you saying…?”

“I’ve been thinking about our conversation the other day, about this whole thing being a temporary arrangement.”

I nod, partly terrified about where this is going and partly excited because I think I know where it’s going. “I remember that conversation.”

“Well,” he growls, “nothing about what I feel for you is temporary. You and I, we’re going to grow old together, and nothing will ever come between us.”

Tears pool from my eyes as I throw my arms around his neck. “Oh, daddy. You’ve made me so happy.”

And he has.

When we hear a knock at the door, I want to scream. Of course it’s Beth.

“Hey, you love birds. No hanky panky until cake has been cut and guests are gone.”

Guests. I hate that word. Then again, how can I not love it? They’re the reason Moses and I are together.

“We’ll be right out!” Moses calls out to her.

“By the way, what happened with Garrus?”

Moses smiles and kisses me on the cheek. “He showed up but then had to leave. But not before passing on his best wishes, so looks like we’re in the clear.”

I let my head fall against his chest and hug him tightly. “Let’s celebrate. And then kick everyone out so I can have you all to myself.”

“Mm, that’s what a daddy likes to hear.”

***

Moses made the mistake of having our wedding reception catered instead of just providing a few simple finger foods because it takes nearly four hours for the last guest to leave. He gets pulled in several different directions while the wives of some of his business associates strike up conversations with me. They’re nice, but I really just want to be with my husband right now.

Moses keeps his eyes on me the whole time though, and I can almost read every thought that crosses his mind. Because they are the same thoughts I’m having.

Once everyone is gone, he locks the front door and doesn’t say a word as he takes me by the hand and walks down the hallway to our bedroom. My body is on fire from need.

“I’ve wanted you from the day you walked into my office in Mimi Beach, little girl.” He lazily unzips the back of my dress.

“Hard to believe all that’s happened over the last few weeks.”

“That’s not the only thing that’s hard,” he grumbles, pressing his lips to my neck and forcing my nipples to pucker.

“I’ve gone from being homeless and fearing for my life, to pretending you’re my daddy, all the way to falling in love with you, Moses.”

With his hands pressed to my face and my dress loosely falling down my shoulders, I am reminded of how powerful these feelings are. “And I am in love with you, my baby girl. And I am still your daddy.”

“You’ll always be my daddy,” I whisper.

I want to freeze this moment in time, carry it with me forever. This feeling of being loved and cherished.

Moses finishes undressing me and takes off his suit as I stand before him in nothing more than thigh highs and silken panties.

I take in the sight of his muscled chest as well as his erection, feeling that tightness in my core. I drop to my knees and take him in my mouth, tasting his cock for the first time.

Moses vocalizes his pleasure as he runs his hands over my head and tightens my long curls in a fist. His length bobs inside my mouth, and as I move my tongue over his bulbous head, my pussy becomes engorged, soaking my panties and making me purr.

“I’ve waited for someone like you for so long. Someone so innocent who also wants to be daddy’s cock-sucking slut.”

Strong urges fire inside of me at his words, and I find myself bobbing my head with a ferocity, causing his cock to turn to steel as hot fluid pulses to the back of my throat. I moan as I taste him, teasing his balls with my free hand as he growls what a good girl I am.

I’m in a daze as he lifts me up onto the massive bed and peels down my panties with a look of urgency in his eyes. I hold my breasts as he nuzzles his face between my legs, lapping up my juices and making animalistic noises as he angles his gaze up to watch me.

I can hardly contain my lust as he violently flicks my clit while partially inserting a single finger into my opening. That little bit of pressure sends me tumbling over the edge, and I cum with a force I’ve never experienced.

My hands navigate up his chest when he mounts me. And as he points the head of his shaft at my tight entrance, I take a deep breath and wrap my legs around his waist.

His lips fall to mine as he enters me, breaking through my innocence so quickly I don’t have time to fret about it.

“Oh daddy,” I cry, shuddering uncontrollably right before he slips his tongue in my mouth.

He growls to the back of my throat, moving his stiffness in and out of me and bringing me to the edge in record time.

With my nails pressed into his flesh, we both cum at the same time, my walls contracting around his thick girth as his seed pulses deep inside of me.

“Fuuuuuck,” he groans, sinking his teeth into the flesh of my neck.

My nipples harden and he snakes his tongue down my neck, between my collarbones, and all the way to my breasts where he sucks my buds softly while still buried balls deep inside of me.

He remains hard as he flips me over and enters me from behind, our bodies and souls becoming one as he presses his body over mine and slides his hands up my arm, pumping me with force as he growls over and over.

We fuck like wild beasts for the next hour, until I’m completely spent and too sore to keep my legs open any longer. And I’ve never been more fulfilled in my life.

We revel in the afterglow over the next hour as we lie still and feel each other’s heartbeats, daddy’s hand dragging lazily over my belly.

“You do know how much I love you, right, baby girl?”

“If I didn’t before, I surely do now.”

He looks me in the eyes before kissing me with a tenderness that I desperately need. “Please, don’t ever forget that you are mine.”

“I won’t forget, daddy. I am yours, and you are mine. Forever.”

Despite the fact that the blinds are open, darkness falls around us all of a sudden, like a dark cloud has rolled over. Thunder booms outside, forcing me and daddy to sit up in bed.

“Sounds like a bad storm is moving in.”

“I hope our flight doesn’t get canceled, daddy.”

“We don’t leave until tomorrow, baby.” He kisses me on the shoulder, right about the time that his phone signals an emergency alert.

Reaching over, he picks up his phone and reads the screen, his eyes narrowing in confusion.

“What’s wrong, daddy?”

He slowly shakes his head. “Nothing is wrong. It looks like the aliens have left. For good.”

Moses passes me his phone and I scan the headline before reading the first few sentences of the article. Apparently, the aliens felt like they had done their job. Project Cleanup was officially terminated.

“The summer isn’t even over, but they’re already gone.”

“The summer isn’t over, baby girl. And the best part is, you and I, we’re just getting started.”

I toss the phone aside and throw myself at Moses, hearing his laughter rumble around me. It’s the best sound in the world.


~Moses~

Waking up with Paige, spending my life with her, it’s all a man like me could hope for. And after spending an entire week in the mountains of Colorado, getting to know all the beautiful things that make the girl I love shine, I know that keeping her from being taken by alien guests was the best decision I’ve ever made.

I’ve barely come close to loving anyone as deeply as I love Paige. Mandy, the only woman I thought I loved, essentially plunged a knife deep in my back when she cheated. I think that’s why I threw myself into my work. It was the only thing that would mend my heart at the time. But now, I have the girl of my dreams to carry my heart.

When I feel her arms wrap around my waist a little earlier than expected, I roll over in bed to face her. “It’s only seven o’clock, baby girl. Go back to sleep.”

Her gorgeous blue eyes about knock me out as she smiles at me. “I can’t, daddy. I need you.”

Those soft, feminine hands wrap around my cock, forcing it to become engorged in record time. This girl, and what she does to me…

“Careful. You’ll unlock a sequence of events that cannot be stopped.”

“Good,” she murmurs, climbing on top of me and sliding her tightness down my length.

“Oh fuck,” I grunt.

My hands go to her hips as she starts to move up and down, sensually taking what she wants. This little vixen thinks she can have her daddy’s cock whenever she wants, and she damn sure can.

Her eyes close and her nipples pucker up nice and tight as she gets close to climaxing. And watching the ecstasy wash over her face brings me just as much pleasure as feeling my own lust take over. My cock gets squeezed by her slick walls as she cums, and I cup her breasts, rolling her nipples between my fingers as her body jerks uncontrollably.

“Daddy,” she whimpers, falling forward onto my chest, her hair falling softly around me.

With nothing more than a growl and a sudden urge, I flip her over and enter her again, my balls growing heavier with each thrust. Paige locks her feet at my hips and I pummel her, letting my eyes scan her perfect body as I unleash inside of her, my seed a white-hot burst of need filling her up.

We’ve done this all week, having wild, carefree sex without protection. She made it clear that she didn’t want to go on the pill and wasn’t at all interested in making me wear a condom, causing our love-making sessions to be risky in all the right ways.

“How do you want to spend our last day in Aspen,” I ask, petting her head as she snuggles next to me.

“Honestly, just like this.”

“Fuck, I’m down with that.”

So, we spend most of the day in bed, getting up to eat and drink a few times. As the afternoon comes to a close, I make dinner reservations at a restaurant downtown while Paige showers. And we leave early, enjoying some window shopping before we head to the restaurant. There’s a palpable happiness in the air. People everywhere are so relaxed now that we don’t have foreign creatures among us, and no one is more relaxed than me and my baby girl. All week, we’ve spotted locals drinking as they walk down the streets, celebrating the fact that we have our freedom again. Others, we know, are mourning the loss of loved ones. But those people are hiding inside and keeping their grief quiet. Those are the ones I hurt for.

When Paige stops at a window filled with dresses, I brush some hair behind her ear. “You can go inside and try some on if you want. We have plenty of time.”

Paige takes my hand in hers. “I like looking. Besides, you’re the only thing I really need.”

She stands on her tiptoes and plants a kiss on my cheek, and I swat her on the bottom, reminded of one of the many reasons I love her so much.

That night and the next day, Paige is a little quiet. I can tell she doesn’t want our honeymoon to end, and I don’t either. She nuzzles next to me on the flight home, and the way she leans on me is comforting. I need her as much as she needs me, though.

Several weeks after getting settled back into the everyday routine, Paige comes to me while I’m sitting on the couch entering data into a spreadsheet while listening to some music. She plops her little bottom on the cushion next to me and peers at the screen.

“Hello, beautiful. Do you need something?”

“I didn’t want to interrupt if you’re doing something important.”

I slide my glasses up and set the laptop aside. “Nothing that can’t wait.”

Paige seems nervous, rubbing her hands together as she announces she wants to be involved in one of my organizations.

“Oh yeah? Which one?”

She chews on the inside of her lip for a moment. “The foster kid program. I want to help set up the fundraisers.”

“Baby. That would be amazing. I need all the help I can get there.”

I don’t know why I didn’t think of it before. She’s been talking about wanting to find a job. And I’ve been encouraging her to think about what she wants to do for a career. I just assumed she would want to go to school, forge a path of her own.

“I know, daddy. That’s, um … one of the reasons I want to help out.”

“Well, it’s a damn perfect reason, baby.” I lean over and kiss her on the lips, tasting her sweetness.

She clears her throat and looks into my eyes, like she wants to tell me something else. “Is there another reason you’ve taken a sudden interest in foster children?”

I think I know what’s coming. She’s found someone, maybe a child whose parent was taken by one of our guests. My chest grows weary as I wait for her to tell me a sad story of a child who is now homeless, just like she was a month ago.

“Yes, there is another reason I’ve taken an interest in children.” Reaching behind her, Paige pulls something from her back pocket—a long, white stick with a pink cap on the end. And inside the square window of the pregnancy test are two pink lines, side by side.

“Is this … are you…?”

With a shy smile, Paige nods. I take the stick from her and stare at it dumbfounded. “Jesus,” I mutter with a stupid grin across my face.

“Are you happy, daddy? Please tell me you’re happy.”

“Oh my god, baby girl. I’ve never been happier about anything in my life.”

She jumps up and scoots into my lap, squeezing my neck with her arms as I experience a joy I’ve never known.

“I’m happy, too, daddy. We’re having a baby.”

Her cheeks are rosy pink and her eyes are like blue diamonds, glittering at me with so much elation. “I can’t believe you would think for one moment I wouldn’t be happy.”

She shrugs her shoulders before kissing me with those sweet and sexy lips. “I wanted to be sure before I made plans to celebrate.”

“Oh, we are celebrating all right.”

I toss her on her back and peel her jeans down her legs before licking every inch of her delicious pussy and making her squeal when she cums. Her thighs tremble uncontrollably as she gasps for breath.

“Wow. I wasn’t counting on that kind of celebration, but I definitely approve.”

With a smile, I stand up and unzip my pants, taking out my rock-hard cock before sitting back down. “Daddy wants to celebrate too, little girl.”

I curl a finger at her and with a giggle, she mounts me. I cup her breasts and suckle her hard nipples as she grinds her tight pussy over my length, sucking the cum from my shaft in less than two minutes.

“And just think, baby girl. We can do this all we want now, without worrying about getting you pregnant.”

Her makes a cute face. “Pretty sure we were doing that before.”

I pull her to me for a kiss, sliding my tongue inside her mouth and feeling my whole body become energized from having this girl in my life.

“Well, now you’re really stuck with me, little girl. How do you feel about that?”

Her gorgeous face grows serious as she touches my lips with her fingers. “Like I’m the luckiest damn girl in the world.”

Maybe she is. But I’m pretty sure I’m the lucky one here. And I’ll spend the rest of my life showing Paige and our children just how much they mean to me.
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~Kara

When you wake up in a seedy motel room and realize your own father left you to pursue a life of drinking and god knows what else, you don’t hold out much hope for anything good.

But I’ve always been a survivor, and this will be no different.

I’ve got a little bit of cash, my “innocent” good looks, and hopefully a sprinkling of charm.

Surely someone will take a chance on me and give me a job so I can enjoy some stability for once in my life.

Otherwise, I’ll remain eighteen and homeless.

Forever…

~Axel

I’m just doing a favor for my brother who owns a trucking company. I’m a man on a mission, with a deadline and a one-track mind.

But after being stuck on the road for days on end, I am definitely ready for a sexy distraction. And the last thing I expect to find is a sweet, beautiful blond near tears as she begs for work.

I don’t need the drama or the trouble. But this gorgeous girl looks like she needs a strong man in her life, someone who will take her in and treat her right.

Besides, how can I walk away from something so innocent and fragile?

Especially when what I really want to do is claim her as mine…


Kara

The moment I wake up, I just know.

The ache, the loneliness, and the hopelessness I felt yesterday has doubled.

Maybe it’s the silence within this dark motel room that lets me know …

… he’s gone.

I sit up in bed and stretch before reaching over and switching on the lamp.

I glance at the bed next to me, the sheets tossed about, crumpled, and empty.

I flick my gaze towards the bathroom, but the light is off, and the door is open, so I know my dad isn’t here.

He’s probably in the lobby grabbing something to eat. As shitty as this motel is, at least they have a free continental style breakfast, which basically consists of week-old pastries from the diner across the street, stale cereal, and coffee. They don’t provide milk, but at least they give us something.

After kicking my sheets aside, I shuffle to the bathroom to pee and brush my teeth, stepping over half a dozen empty beer cans along the way.

Jesus. I’m glad I fell asleep before my dad got hammered last night. When he’s drunk, he’s impossible to deal with.

I come out of the bathroom and pull on a t-shirt and a pair of jean shorts then step into my flipflops before grabbing my elastic from the dresser to pull my hair up. And that’s when I see the folded piece of paper with my name across the front.

My heart feels like it drops all the way to my feet as I open it up and read it the words my dad wrote:

Sorry, sweetheart. I just can’t do this anymore. I told you I wasn’t cut out to be a dad, and Lord knows you’re better off without me. I don’t wanna keep dragging you down into my hell. This is no place for an eighteen-year-old beauty like you.

Get out of this shithole town and just forget about me. Maybe you can get a job and make something of yourself unlike I’ve been able to do.

I hope you can find it in your heart to forgive me someday too. But I ain’t holding my breath…

Dad

Tears scorch my eyes as I read it several times over. I can’t say that I’m surprised, though. My dad’s drinking cost him his job several months ago, and most recently, our home.

We’ve been in this motel for seven days—ever since being evicted from our apartment. Dad promised me he’d find another job and get us a nice place, but he’s done nothing but drink since we got here.

And I’ve already applied to the few places that are hiring in order to get us out of this hole.

But no one has called me back.

I carry the note to the bed and fall down, taking a few deep breaths as I struggle to get my bearings. Dad got a weekly rate on the room, and today marks the seventh day. Which means I need to be out of here by ten o’clock.

That’s one hour away.

I don’t have any fucking time to spare. So I grab my few belongings from the dresser and shove them inside my duffel bag before heading to the lobby to stock up on as much food as I can get away with.

I have no idea where I’ll go, what I’ll do. I’ve always been excruciatingly shy, so I’ve not maintained any friendships since graduating high school last month. Not that I had any to begin with. Being book smart and a straight-A student, I was always the nerd. The weird, shy girl nobody wanted to hang out with.

My mom died when I was seven from a drug overdose, and my dad’s family wrote him off years ago for obvious reasons. I wouldn’t know who to call even if I thought someone might help me out.

But I do have almost a hundred dollars tucked away—small amounts of cash I’ve saved up over the years, so I guess I could rent this room for another week while I job hunt. I’m going to need a roof over my head.

Trying my damnedest to keep a positive attitude, I grab my things and make my way to the office, hoping for the best.

Before speaking with the receptionist, I grab a few croissants and a cup of coffee, scarfing them down while browsing a newspaper someone left behind. There are a few jobs listed in the want ads, one of which is a cashier position at the truck stop across the street. Perfect location if I’m staying here. The ad doesn’t say “experience required,” so it’s worth looking into.

After eating, I approach the receptionist, her expression flat.

“Can I help you?”

“I hope so. My dad and I have been staying in room 113. I actually need it for another week. But it’s just me now. He’s … gone.”

“Let me see if it’s available,” she mumbles, slamming her fingers on the keyboard while sucking her teeth with her tongue. “Looks like you’re in luck. You paying cash or card?”

With a sigh of relief, I pull my bag off my shoulder. “Cash, and thank you.”

“No prob. It’s one-forty-nine, and I’ll just need you to sign these forms here.”

“Wait, how much?”

“One forty-nine,” she repeats, enunciating the words with a little snark.

“Okay, I’m pretty sure my dad paid half that.” He did, he had told me that it was only seventy and some change.

“That was a special rate.” The woman stares at me and blinks, and it all suddenly becomes clear.

He did something special to get that special rate. God, I feel sick.

“Can you cut me some slack, please, ma’am? I’ve only got a hundred bucks, and I’m looking for work.”

She rolls her eyes. “You and half the town, sweetie. One forty-nine, firm. Or thirty-five for the night. I don’t make the rules, nor do I determine the prices. You got a problem with it, you take it up with the manager.”

Dread courses through my veins as I leave without saying a word.

With a prayer on my lips, I walk across the street, trying to force a smile on my face while hoping a smile is all it will take to get the job.


Axel

I park the rig before heading into the truck stop to get a bite to eat. After being on the road since five a.m., I’m desperate for some caffeine and grub.

As I cross the parking lot, I can’t help but notice that the place seems awfully quiet right now. In fact, this whole town seems quiet. Maybe it’s just me. Maybe I need noise and stimulation to get me through this trip.

A trip I’m having second thoughts about agreeing to.

My brother called a few days ago and asked if I’d be willing to haul all this wine to the east coast. One of his drivers quit with no notice and he was going to have to make the journey himself if I had said no—something his wife wouldn’t have appreciated seeing as they just had a baby. And since I work as a mechanic for his company, it wasn’t like I had to clear the time off with my boss.

He said he’d pay double, so I jumped on the opportunity. But now, I’m so fucking exhausted and sore I can hardly see straight. I know once I get back home I’ll feel differently. I’ll be glad I helped him out. But for now, I just want this trip to be over with.

After snatching up a premade sandwich and some chips, I pick out my favorite energy drink and head to the register where I spot a girl sliding a sheet of paper across the counter.

“I can work any days, any hours, and I’m happy to start out at minimum wage.”

The woman at the register gives the application a quick glance as I stand back, leaving them plenty of room.

The girl applying for the position seems a little desperate. With a duffel bag on her shoulders, she pulls her long blond hair over to one side and nervously rocks on her feet.

“Sorry, hun, but we’re looking for someone with experience. Is this your first job?”

“Yes,” she replies, leaning forward on the counter. “But only because I was taking care of a sick family member.” The cashier flicks her eyes up for a second before turning the application over. “I graduated with straight A’s. I’m a quick learner, reliable, strong, and trustworthy. You won’t regret giving me a chance.”

“Like I said, I can’t. The owner specifically stated experienced only. I’ve already got three other applications back here from experienced people. I really wish I could help you, but...”

“Thanks anyway,” she mumbles.

Her shoulders slump as she turns around, nearly bumping into me as she brushes past. But as her eyes meet mine—gorgeous, crystal blue irises that nearly knock the breath out of me—I can’t help but notice how sad, how hopeless she looks.

I watch her walk out the door, feeling this sudden and intense need to stop her. Damn, there’s something about this blond beauty that grabs me right in the chest.

Fuck.

“Can I help you, sir?” the cashier asks.

Flustered, I spin around and approach the counter, setting down my food before returning my attention to the girl. I hear the beeping of the register as the woman checks me out, and I notice that my Sad-Eyed Girl has settled down on the picnic table outside.

Momentarily relieved, I pull some cash out of my wallet and pay for my things before heading out the door. She’s hunched over a newspaper, running a finger down a column of want ads. Her golden skin glows in the warm sun, and I want to touch her to see if she’s as soft as she looks.

“Looking for work, huh?”

She cranes her head up to look at me, shielding the sun with her hand as she drags her eyes over my body.

“Yes. You know anyone who’s hiring?”

I sit across from her and catch a whiff of some perfume, soft and floral. “Maybe. But it might require some traveling.”

I smile at her, hoping to see her smile back, but she holds my stare. Shit, she thinks I’m serious.

Hell, maybe I am.

“That … actually sounds perfect. What sort of job is it?”

Well, fuck. I wasn’t expecting that. “It’s pretty easy. Just keep me awake while I’m driving.” I toss my thumb over my shoulder, and her gaze goes right to my rig.

She does this half eye-roll thing, then goes back to reading the want ads. “I thought you were serious.”

My heart drops at the sound of disappointment in her voice. “I was serious. My name’s Axel Davis.” I reach my hand out, and surprising, she takes it, her skin softer than I imagined.”

“Hi, Axel. I’m Kara Whisnett.”

She still seems to be sizing me up. Seeing as I’m as big as a bear and decorated with tattoos, I can’t exactly say I blame her.

“Nice to meet you, Kara. Truth is, I’m hauling an ungodly amount of wine to Virginia, and I’m bored out of my fucking mind. I could use the company, and I really need someone to keep me awake.”

I can’t believe I’m doing this, honestly. I have no idea who this chick is, how old she is—though she did mention graduating with straight A’s, so she must be at least eighteen—and I’ve no fucking clue if she has deep roots in this town.

And technically, we’re not supposed to allow anyone inside our trucks. Not that my brother would mind, especially since I’m doing him a favor. Not the other way around.

Kara sucks her lips inside her mouth, tucking some loose hair behind her ears as the wind picks up. “I don’t know you. Why in the world would I get inside of a truck with a stranger and ride halfway across the country?”

“Good question,” I answer with a shrug. “I can assure you I’m perfectly harmless. Never been arrested, although I did almost do time for a pile of speeding tickets I neglected to pay a few years back.” That confession gets a half smile. “I have a steady job, and my manners are pretty good most of the time. I’ll feed you, make sure you get plenty of rest, and I’ll have you back here within the week, and all with a little extra cash in your pocket, bonuses if you can make me laugh.”

Now I get to hear her giggle, and it makes my dick semi hard. Fuck, I’ll pay her extra just to hear her laugh.

“You said you’ll bring me back here within the week?”

“Yes, ma’am. In one piece, too. As long as you’re at least eighteen. You are eighteen, right? Because I won’t be taking minors anywhere in my rig.”

“Eighteen and a half, to be precise.”

I jokingly wipe my forehead with the back of my hand, and her mouth lifts into a smile.

She then lets her eyes travel down my tattooed arm before coming back up to meet my stare.

“Okay. I’ll do it.”


Kara

This isn’t the smartest thing I’ve ever done, hopping into vehicle with a truck driver. I seem to recall an old horror flick that starts out in a similar way.

No, I need to keep my imagination in check. Besides, it’s not like I have a whole lot of options here. I have to believe this guy is being honest with me. It probably is tough staying awake on the road. It’s also reassuring that he bothered to ask my age. I mean, if he were a serial killer, I doubt he would care if I was a legal adult.

As we merge onto the highway, I’m actually rather surprised at how comfortable the ride is. My dad and I never went anywhere, except when we bounced from apartment to apartment. I suddenly think of him and wonder where he is, what he’s doing. Probably getting drunk.

I look at Axel out of the corner of my eye as he merges onto the highway. I have to admit, he’s hot as hell. Tall with muscles on top of muscles, a few tattoos and a full but neat beard. He makes me feel funny inside in a way that no one ever has.

He gave me a quick tour of his truck before we took off, and I’m surprised at how spacious it is. There’s a bed in the back with a separate bunk on top where I’ll be sleeping. And there’s a fridge, a microwave, a small television, and an area to cook with a portable mini stove.

“How long have you been doing this?”

“You mean driving trucks?”

“No. Picking up girls at truck stops.”

I don’t know where the smartass joke comes from. I’m normally awkward as can be around strangers, but for some reason, Axel makes me feel at ease.

And when he bursts into laughter that sounds deep and rumbly and oh-so-sexy, warm butterflies ripple through me, settling between my legs.

“I’ve never picked up anyone at a truck stop, if you must know. Never had a stranger in my car, either. So, you’re the first.” He shoots me a quick look. “As far as this,” he continues, waving his hand in the air, “Technically, I’ve only been doing it for a few days. My brother owns the trucking company, and I work as a mechanic for him. I got my CDL license about five years ago, but I never intended to do anything other than fix the rigs, not drive them.”

“Five years ago? How old are you, if you don’t mind me asking?”

“I don’t mind at all. I just turned thirty last month.”

I nod. Thirty isn’t so bad. I mean, not that we’re anything but friends. Or are we boss and employee?

“And as a mechanic you have to make occasional road trips?”

“Not usually, but one of his drivers quit, and this winery is one of his biggest clients. He’d have been in a bind if I refused to make the haul.”

I can’t help but think of the irony that my father and I lost everything due to his drinking, and I’m now surrounded by thousands of dollars-worth of alcohol. Hell, more like hundreds of thousands.

“What about you?” he asks.

“What about me?”

“How long have you been looking for work?”

My gut twists in on itself. “Off and on for a few months. Competition is tough, though. My hometown has the highest unemployment rate in the state. My dad’s been—”

I stop myself before finishing the story, wondering how much he really wants to hear.

“Your dad’s been what? Is he the sick family member?” he asks, his voice low yet full of concern.

“Not exactly. That was sort of a little white lie. My dad … he’s been looking for work, too. For several months.” I turn my head to look out the window because I can feel the tears threatening to fall. Each mile we drive pushes me further and further away from him, but I’m still mad at him, so I don’t know how much I care that the miles between us will keep stretching.

I can feel Axel’s stare on me, and I get the feeling that he wants to probe.

“Do you need to call him? Let him know what’s going on? Because I can front you the money now. Or I could wire it to him. Just let me know.”

I brush away a stray tear streaming down my cheek. “I don’t need to call him. We do our own thing, but thanks.”

Not that I could call him even if I wanted to. I don’t own a cell phone. Never have. Cell phones are for rich people. Or at least people who aren’t homeless every other month.

“Okay. Well, you just let me know if that changes. I’m happy to give you some cash now.”

His offer warms me from head to toe. I have to look his way, if for no other reason than to see if the sincerity on his face matches that in his voice.

And damn if it doesn’t. His brow is creased with concern. I assume that’s what it is. I’ve seen this look on my dad’s face the few times he told me we were being evicted. But with Axel, that concern is directed at me. For me.

“I will, thanks.”

We’re both quiet for a while, and oddly enough, that’s when the tension sets in for me. I’ve never been around anyone I wanted to talk to. I’ve always been the quiet one, feeling like an outcast. But with Axel, I don’t know. I get the feeling he would accept me no matter what.

And that’s a good feeling.


Axel

The longer I’m in her presence, the more grateful I am that I took her under my wing. There’s a lot of pain there, with her dad. I can hear it in her voice, see it on her face and in her eyes. I get the distinct impression that he wasn’t the best of role models. But that’s okay because Kara has me now.

And I don’t care if I’ve only known her for a few hours.

She.

Is.

Mine.

What can I fucking say? When you know, you know.

The way she smells, the way she feels just sitting here next to me, and the way her honey colored hair flows over her shoulders … all of it makes me want to pull her into my arms and never let go.

My cock notices all of this as well, and as predicted, it wants a piece of the action. I’ve always been capable of separating my heart from my dick, but in this case, they are heavily communicating with one another. The last time that happened, I wound up engaged. But the bitch left me for my best buddy at the time. Now I don’t talk to either one of them.

Kara wouldn’t do that to me, though. This, I know. There’s an innocence about her I can’t help but pick up on. But I can smell her loyalty, too. She’s a good girl, and she’s going to be my good girl.

I watch her as she sleeps in the passenger seat, her head lolling from side to side. It’s pretty cute how I hired her to keep me awake, and here she is, snoozing away. But I don’t care. I don’t really need her here to prevent me from falling asleep. I just want her presence. I think I knew that the moment our eyes met.

I even keep my speed at a minimum and don’t bother to pass anyone on the road. I’m just taking my time here, enjoying every second I have with her, thinking about what it will feel like when I have her in my arms, naked, vulnerable, her breath on my neck and her flesh in my hands.

Fuck, my dick gets hard thinking about it.

We hit a bump on the highway, and it jars her awake.

“Oh shit!”

“What is it?” I ask, wondering if she remembered something important she left behind.

“Oh, nothing. I just didn’t mean to fall asleep. You probably want to fire me now.”

She laughs softly, and I have to fight the urge to reach over and touch her.

“Absolutely not. I’m glad you dozed off. You probably needed it.”

“Are you sure?” she asks, wiping her eyes with her knuckles.

“Yes. If it makes you feel any better, you can make it up to me tonight when we cross into the Virginia border and I’m struggling to stay awake then.”

“We should probably get some coffee, then. I’ve been a little sleep deprived lately,” Kara says, holding her thumb and forefinger an inch apart.

“Ha, me too. Sounds like we both need a nap more than we need coffee.”

We both look at each other then, I’m pretty sure having the exact same thought, which is the both of us curled up on my bed in the back. It’s plenty big enough for two people, even though I told Kara she’d sleep on the top bunk.

But fuck if I don’t want to pull her to me and let my eyes close while the both of us drift off to the land of Zzzzs.

“We don’t need a nap. We got this.” Kara is determined to impress me, I think.

Little does she know, she already has. And she doesn’t have to do anything to keep me impressed.

“We could play I Spy,” she suggests.

“I Spy is for amateurs. What else you got?” I want to see just how adventurous she really is.

“Amateurs? That’s kind of harsh,” Kara says, giggling.

Fuck, she’s adorable.

“I meant it as a compliment. As in, I feel sure you can come up with something more interesting.”

“Okay. How about … truth or dare?”

Now we’re talking. “Oh, you’re on. I’ll even let you start.” I glance her way, and she’s twirling her hair in circles around her finger.

“Okay. Truth or dare?”

“Dare.”

Kara presses her hand to her forehead as she thinks of something. I fully expect her to dare me to answer a question since we don’t know each other that well, and there isn’t a whole lot I can do since I’m driving.

“I dare you to sing the happy birthday song in an opera voice.”

I raise a brow as I look her way. Singing is actually one of my strengths, but I don’t do “opera.” Nevertheless, I clear my throat and start doing a “me me me ME me me meeee” warm-up.

Kara is already giggling but I tune it out as I begin to sing. I even hold my hand up in the air dramatically as I belt out every single word, using Kara’s name at the end. When I’m finished, I clear my throat and shake my head. “Damn. Been a while since I’ve had an audience. How’d I do?”

She’s got this adorable smirk on her face, and I suddenly want to kiss her. “Pretty damn good. You sound like a real professional.”

“Professional bullshitter, maybe. Okay, my turn. Truth or dare?”

“Truth.”

I run a hand through my beard, thinking of the million things I want to ask her, knowing I need to keep it G-rated, for now.

“If I asked your friends what your best trait was, what would they tell me?”

She’s silent for a moment, and I assume she’s thinking. “I don’t exactly have any friends.” Kara rolls the edge of her jean shorts between her fingers as she stares straight ahead.

Well, fuck me. How am I going to turn this around? “Everybody has at least one friend. You don’t have someone you talk to from high school? Or your neighborhood?”

She shakes her head, scrunching her mouth up self-consciously. Now I really feel bad.

“Alright. Then you tell me. What’s your best trait?”

After taking a deep breath, she clasps her hands behind her head as she stretches her feet out.

“Is ‘survivor’ a trait?”

My chest tightens. Now I want to know what she’s survived and who the fuck I have to kill for almost killing her. “Most fucking definitely.”

“That’s my best trait, then.”

I fight the urge to reach over and take her hand in mine. It’s a good thing she’s still got her hands behind her head, otherwise I just might do that. And it would probably freak her out.

“Truth or dare?” she asks.

“Truth.”

“What’s your worst trait?”

I let out a laugh. “That’s easy. I’m impatient as hell.”

“Really? I never would have guessed that about you.”

“Oh, you have no idea. When I want something, I just go for it. I don’t let anything stand in my way, and if I can’t have it right away, I tend to get a little pissy.”

Her eyes lift in a blend of shock and fear, and I wonder if I’ve overwhelmed her.

“Can you give an example?”

“Oh no you don’t. My turn. Truth or dare.”

We both laugh, and the next hour flies by as we ask each other seemingly harmless and superficial questions that end up forcing us to dig down deep for answers. And it’s through those “superficial” questions I learn a lot about Kara in a small amount of time, just a few of which leave me wanting to learn more.

Her most embarrassing moment was getting sick on the school bus in the second grade.

Tom Holland is about as close as she has gotten to a teen heartthrob.

If she were stuck on a deserted island, the three things she’d bring along would be a copy of The Great Gatsby, an all-purpose knife, and a picture of her mother.

And last but not least, Kara has never had a boyfriend.

That last one should make me feel sorry for her. And in a way it does. I mean, the girl is fucking gorgeous. How has someone not beaten down her door for a date? But mostly it makes my dick rock hard because a girl like her? She wouldn’t give her virginity to just anyone. If Kara has never had a boyfriend, that sweet cherry of hers is intact.

And I plan to fucking take it.

I don’t go with anymore dares when it’s my turn because I’m having too much fun answering questions. I want her to know that I’m an open book. I want her to trust me.

Because before we make it back to her hometown, I will have laid my claim to her sweet body and her heart.


Kara

The hours fly by as we travel along the highway. I can’t believe how comfortable, how completely myself I am around Axel. He definitely has a way of making me feel safe. And he makes me laugh harder than anyone ever could. Any reservations I had about taking this job are completely gone.

Well, that’s not exactly 100% true. I guess my only concern is the fact that I find myself incredibly attracted to him. Every time he laughs, it makes me so wet. I stare at his hands as they grip the wheel, and I let my eyes travel over his muscular arms, the tattoos, and his fucking gorgeous profile, and I just melt.

But I know it’s all just a fantasy in my head. A sexy, worldly guy like Axel would never want an inexperienced girl like me. I’ve never even kissed a guy, never had sex. If Axel asked for a blowjob, I’d have no idea what to do.

I have watched a few videos before, so I’ve seen how cock sucking works. My dad had this DVD and one night a few months ago, when he was supposedly working late, I snuck it out of his closet and watched it. It was pretty hot, I guess, but it only made me want a man’s hands on my body.

But since I’m too shy to even look at most guys, I can’t see that ever happening. I’ll probably die an elderly, lonely virgin surrounded by cats. Or maybe the cats won’t even want to be around me. Hell, my own dad took off. Why would I expect animals to be any different?

“You getting hungry?”

I glance at the digital clock and realize it’s almost seven. We’ve both been snacking since our last stop when he fueled up. Just the mention of food makes my stomach growl loudly.

“I guess that’s a yes?” he says, chuckling.

“Wow, I guess so.”

“There’s a truck stop a few exits down. We can get something there. And I think we’ll make it into Virginia before midnight.”

“Sounds good. If I get enough caffeine in me, I’ll be able to keep the both of us awake.”

“Well, I only want us staying awake until we cross the state line. There’s an awesome place to stop and sleep, and that’s exactly what I plan for us to do.”

Obviously, that’s what he wants. When all I want is for him to wrap me up in his arms.

I have no clue if it’s normal to be this fiercely attracted to someone right out of the gate, but there’s no denying how I feel. And it scares me how badly I want to lie down with this man and let him take me.

We end up eating a quick dinner and we’re back on the road by eight o’clock. Axel plays country music, and every time a song comes on we both know, we try to out-sing the other by beating each other to the lyrics.

“You’ve got a good voice, you know.”

“Really?” I say, shocked.

“I don’t make shit up.”

“Thanks. I used to sing a lot when I was little, but my dad told me I sounded like a catfight.”

“Jesus,” Axel mutters. “Was he deaf? Because nothing about you is reminiscent of a catfight. Not in the slightest.”

I smile a “thank you” his way, but he’s looking at me with so much seriousness and sincerity. And then his eyes brush down my legs, and I get tingles all up and down my body. “He wasn’t deaf, but he was drunk most of the time.”

Axel lets out a soft grunt, almost as if he’s frustrated. “Was? As in … past tense?”

“I mean ‘is.’ It’s the single reason he can never hold down a job.”

I feel this bubble inside of me about to burst. Like I really want to talk about it, but I’m also afraid that if I do, it’ll sound as if I’m whining about my life situation. And I can’t stand it when people whine and complain when there’s always someone who has it worse.

“I’m sure that’s been stressful, growing up with that.”

I run my hands up and down my legs, feeling like I want to crawl inside of myself. “Yeah, it has. That’s why I’ve been looking for work, too. So I could help out, not worry about getting evicted for the umpteenth time.”

“Fuck.” Axel runs a hand through his hair. “That’s no way for a kid to live. I swear, if you lived in my hometown, you’d have a job in five minutes. I know so many people.”

I get a flurry of excitement at the thought of living in close proximity to him, even though I have no clue where he lives. “Where’s your hometown?”

“Grand Junction, Colorado.”

That’s a long way from Kentucky, I think. A long way from my roots, and from my drunk dad.

“What about your mom?” he asks. “Is she in the picture?”

“No,” I answer, shaking my head. “She died years ago.”

Axel reaches over and brushes my arm with the back of his hand, and it sends waves of warmth radiating all through me. “I wasn’t joking about the job thing. You decide to relocate, just say the word. I’ll hook you up.”

“Thank you, Axel. I’ll let you know.”

And this is the first time that I feel just a glimmer of hope. And it’s coming from a man I met at a truck stop.

Who would have ever thought something so crazy would happen to me?


Axel

As we cross into Virginia, Kara asks me if I’m tired. I lie and tell her I am because I know she must be.

Damn. Sleeping is the last thing on my mind. When I think about lying down in the back of the cab, I think about Kara’s hot little body scooching up to mine, her warmth and her soft curves, and my dick gets rock hard.

I guess it’s a good thing there’s a separate bunk behind us because if Kara is anywhere near me when I drift off or wake up in the morning, she’s going to be greeted with morning wood.

“We’ll be at the stop in about five minutes. I usually shower in the morning because it helps me wake up, but if you want to shower tonight, I’ll hang out inside until you’re done.”

“It’s okay,” she says, her voice sounding really tired. “I can wait until the morning.”

I reach over and brush her cheek, at this point finding it impossible to keep my hands off of her. And when she looks my way, licking her lips, my cock stiffens as I imagine that tongue dragging over my length.

Fuck.

“I, um, do need to wash up, brush my teeth, that sort of thing.”

“Same here, sweetheart.”

I jump out of the truck and walk to the other side, helping Kara down. She slings her bag over her shoulder and takes me by the hand before walking inside. She’s staying closer to me than she was earlier, which makes me feel good about things.

We walk into our respective bathrooms, and I think about how glad I am that she’s here with me. What she told me about her dad makes me angry as fuck. I wonder if she spent her whole childhood living with a drunk, and it makes me want to punch the fucker out.

I don’t know where all this protectiveness is coming from. I’ve never felt it with any other woman. But Kara isn’t like other women. She’s classy, innocent, demure, sweet, sexy, adorable, and so many other adjectives come to mind that only serve to make me hard as steel.

I know you can’t rush love, or sex with a girl who’s obviously innocent. But I need to be inside of her and soon.

I need to be marking my territory, claiming her as mine.

While waiting for her to finish up in the bathroom, I pick out several frozen breakfast sandwiches along with some pastries and bagels so she has plenty of things to choose from in the morning. I also pick up some instant coffee since I ran out yesterday.

When she finally comes out, I can see the circles under her puffy eyes, but she manages to force a smile. “Sorry I made you wait.”

“No problem. I picked out some breakfast while I was waiting.”

“Oh, good.”

I push the door open for her and head out into the night air, both of us letting out a vocal yawn at the same time.

“Man, I am so tired,” Kara says with a groany voice.  She then steps onto the blacktop when suddenly, out of nowhere, a truck comes barreling down the drive. No warning, no headlights. “I’ll be asleep before my head hits—”

Before she can finish, I toss my purchased items aside and grab the straps of her shoulder bag, yanking her back against me right as the truck barges past. The cocksucker flips his high beams on and blares the horn so loud I almost have a fucking heart attack.

“Jesus…” Kara mutters breathlessly, almost losing her footing until I wrap my arms around her waist and hug her to me.

“Fucking asshole!” I yell at the driver, feeling the adrenaline violently pulse through me.

Kara spins around and is clinging to my shirt, so I end up taking several steps back and just holding onto her, both of our hearts pounding against each other in the darkness as I watch the bastard exit the parking lot and head back to the highway.

“Are you okay?”

She lets out a long breath and nods against me. “Scared the bejesus out of me, though.”

“That makes two of us, though I’m more pissed than anything. And if that motherfucker wasn’t leaving, I’d have a few choice words for his sorry ass.”

Her arms go around my waist, and I feel the blood begin to rush through my cock. I need to get her back to the truck and soothe the fear out of her in whatever way is necessary.

“Let’s get you back to the rig.”

“Yes. Let’s.”

I pick up our breakfast off the ground. Making extra sure to look both ways, I take her by the hand and lead her across the parking lot. There are only three other rigs, so it isn’t a crowded stop, at least for right now. That could very well change by the morning, though, as many truckers go all night and sleep during the day.

I get her inside the cabin and let her make her way back to the sleeper section where she sits on the bed, setting her bag on the floor. I kneel in front of the fridge, open the door, and tuck our breakfast sandwiches in the freezer compartment before setting the other things on top of the microwave. I then grab a lemon lime soda and pass it to Kara.

“No thanks,” she says, sliding her hands under her thighs as her body rolls through a violent shiver.

“Are you cold?” I can’t believe she would be. It’s so hot in here I’m about to turn on the AC.

“No, I’m just … freaked out.”

Everything inside of me is screaming to take this girl in my arms. Despite the fact that, just moments ago, she was nearly mowed down by a negligent driver, I think she felt safe with me just moments ago as I held her.

And I think she needs to feel that safety net again.

I set the soda on top of the fridge and place my hands on either side of her legs, fighting the urge to run my fingers over her flesh and let them run all the way up until I reach the part of her that I’m dying to take.

Her eyes float to mine, and I get the distinct impression she wouldn’t stop me if I did.

“Would you like to lie down?”

Her teeth sink into her lower lip, and her gaze travels to my mouth. “I … I think I would.”

I curl a finger at her, and when she stands, I peel the covers back before leaning to the wall and cranking the air down to sixty-five degrees. I want this place freezing cold so she has no choice but to snuggle up next to me.

And the only thing that she’ll have to keep warm will be my body heat.


Kara

I keep seeing that eighteen-wheeler drive by, the horn so loud it made me nearly jump out of my skin. And Axel pulling me back with such force I almost fell down. But then … the way he held me after…

I’m still shaking when Axel pulls the sheets down, and I crawl underneath them, anxious to feel his arms again. I crawl across the bed, getting settled near the wall, and he’s lying next to me in an instant.

“Roll over. I promise I won’t bite.”

I let out a soft laugh before turning my back to him. And the moment I feel his arms envelop me, the tremors subside. His body heat wraps around me, and it feels like I’m right where I belong.

Where I’ve belonged for a long time.

I feel his beard brush my shoulder as he hugs me tightly. And we just lie there quietly for several minutes. Part of me feels like I could so easily drift off right now, but the other part of me, the one that has been aching since I first laid eyes on him, wants him to do something to keep me awake.

“Feeling better?” he asks, his voice gruff and tired.

“A lot better, yes.”

“Good. I don’t want you going up to your bunk until I’m sure you’re no longer rattled.”

I let out a long breath. “I’m afraid I’ll be rattled for a long time.”

“Well then,” he says, softly brushing his thumb along my arm. “Guess I’ll just have to hold you for a long time.”

I can’t help but smile as I turn my head in his direction. And the moment I do, he cups my chin with his hand and leans over, pressing the tip of his nose to mine. My heart feels like it’s about to beat right out of my chest as I roll on my back and look into his dark green eyes as he caresses my face.

“Fuck, I want to kiss you.”

“Really?”

I see this little smirk appear, and I nervously lick my lips as he closes the gap between us. And when he does kiss me, I feel as if I might float right up to the ceiling of this truck.

His lips are so warm, and his tongue so gentle as it enters my mouth. My body instantly goes into this mode of wanting to open up for him like a flower in the midst of its first bloom. I slide my tongue inside his mouth and both of us release a vocal moan at the same time.

My body warms, the heat spreading between my legs as the kiss becomes hungrier. Axel’s hand slides down my back, a low, guttural groan coming up his throat as he grabs me by the ass and pulls me closer.

I feel his erection pressing against the front of my jean shorts, and I realize that I’ve basically wrapped myself around him by tossing a leg over his hip.

And I break the kiss because I realize I need to tell him the truth about me.

“Axel…” I slide my hand up the front of his chest, amazed at how hard his pecs are.

“What is it, baby?” he whispers, holding a hand to the back of my head.

“I’m not … what you’re probably used to.”

He pulls back slightly and examines me, brushing some of my hair over my shoulder. “What do you think I’m used to?”

I shrug. “Girls that have a little more experience than me, I guess.”

He chuckles softly, and I wonder what I’ve said to earn that reaction.

But then he immediately apologizes. “I’m sorry. I’m not laughing at you. But if you think I want a girl with experience, you couldn’t be more wrong.”

I run a hand over his beard, and he turns his head quickly to kiss my palm.

“So, you won’t be disappointed if I don’t really know what I’m doing?”

His eyes close and he rolls his lips inward as he grabs me by the ass and hitches my body to his. When his eyes open this time, he’s filled with a hunger that makes me tremble.

“Disappointed? Hardly. In fact, I’m looking forward to teaching you everything there is to know about giving and receiving pleasure.”

God, if he only knew how much I want to give him pleasure.

He kisses me again, and it’s as if time stops on a dime. His fingers slide inside the waist of my shorts and he tugs them down, hard, and as my pulse quickens and my palms go sweaty, I realize I’m about to lose my virginity to a man I just met this morning.

I find the button to his jeans, but he stops me, wrapping his fingers around my wrist. “Oh no. Right now, it’s all about you.”

I sink my teeth into my lower lip as he tosses the sheets aside and pulls my shorts down my legs, tossing them to the floor of the truck. My legs fall open as he tugs the crotch of my panties aside, sliding a finger inside my wet and swollen folds.

“Oh god,” I gasp, grasping the sheet underneath me.

He sits up on one elbow and looks down at me as he begins to tease my clit. My belly tightens and my breath hitches in my throat as desire and need ripple through me.

“You’ve never even been touched, have you?” he says, lowering his lips to mine.

I give a quick shake of the head before he kisses me, feeling this wave of need wash over me.

His finger brushes over my clit and I start to tremble, raising my hips upward, then back down in a slow grind that leaves me breathless.

Axel moves his lips to my neck where he plants a series of kisses along my flesh. I’m heady, tingling, and feeling the slow build to a quick release.

“I want to taste you,” he groans in my ear.

And without waiting for any sort of response from me, he’s on top of me, pushing up my shirt to expose my breasts. His hands cup the fleshy tissue and he looks at them as if he’s seeing tits for the first time.

“You are unbelievably beautiful.”

“Thank you,” I say, feeling my nipples grow hard as he pinches them softly.

He lowers his head and tugs my bud past his lips. His tongue flicks the tissue, sending rivulets of pleasure straight down between my legs. My pussy throbs, aching for that release that he started to give me.

Dragging his tongue over my breasts, Axel is driving me crazy with need. But he doesn’t make me wait long. He licks his way down my tummy as I snake my fingers through his thick, dark hair, feeling his beard tickle my flesh. And when he gets to my pussy, he darts his tongue through my folds.

“Mmm, I can taste how much you want me, baby.”

“Yessss.”

I huff as he refocuses his attention down there, on my swollen clit, on that tiny but sensitive part of me that he seems to know better than I do at the moment.

This is the part that intimidates me about him, about how he obviously knows what he’s doing, unlike me. But he claims he wants to teach me, so I have to let go and trust that he means it. Otherwise, I’ll never be able to relax.

As he laps at my tender pearl, his hands wander up to my breasts, and I can’t help but arch my back as his rough fingers drag over my nipples. They pucker at his touch, and I feel the imminence of my release.

I roll my hips in a slow circle as he flicks my clit, his voice growling into my wet folds. I fist his hair as every cell in my body feels as though it will catch on fire.

“Right there … right there…” I beg, my thighs trembling and my pulse hammering.

And as my body explodes into orgasm, Axel gently pulls my clit inside his mouth and sucks softly, making me cry out in pleasure with so much volume I wonder if everyone around can hear.

He pushes a finger inside of me, then two as he quickly flicks my pearl, his eyes looking up at me with admiration as I sit up on my elbows to watch him. There’s only the dim light next to us illuminating the small space, but I can easily see the hunger in his eyes, and the pleasure he’s getting by simply making me cum.

His fingers pump in and out, and I let my head fall back down as I cum again, this time on the inside as he drags his tongue over every inch of my labia.

“Oh Axel…” I groan, my legs quivering from exhaustion.

Axel presses his lips to my inner thighs—each one—and leaves a trail of kisses as I slowly catch my breath.


Axel

As I expected, everything about Kara is perfect.

The way she looks.

The way she feels.

And so help me god the way she tastes.

Even the way her delicate fingers feel gripping my hair as I make her cum sends me into primal mode. I have to clamp these feelings down because everything in me is wanting to flip her over on her tummy and take her from behind.

But I know I need to go slow with her. At least a little slow.

I love the way she trembles as I devour her, and her juices flowing freely as I finger-fuck her right into her second orgasm. Her voice so fucking sultry as she cries out that she’s cumming.

My dick is a long, raging rod of steel as her thighs clamp over my ears, trembling and quaking. All I want to do is bury myself inside of her but I also want to wait until she’s ready.

When I reach the point of painfully erect, I stand up and slip off my boots, then my jeans and t-shirt, as Kara sits up and pulls off her bra, leaving her fully naked for me.

“That is one hell of a sight right there,” I tell her, eliciting a smile from her pretty lips.

She lies back down on her side and watches me. Her breasts are pushed together, the nipples still pink and hard.

Fuck, she’s so unbelievably sexy, right down to her small, pert tits and honey-hued skin. Her eyes stay glued to my midsection as I tug down my underwear, and as my cock springs up, Kara bites her lip and her eyes grow a little wide.

I lie down next to her and feel my cock poke against her belly as I trail my hand up the curve of her hip, her side, and all the way to her long, blond hair. Her blue eyes seem to grip me right in the chest. But trust me when I say that grip goes straight to my dick, too.

“I want you to use your hand tonight. Make me cum with those sexy fingers.”

“Are you sure?” her eyes float down to my hardness, and her tongue glides over her lips. She’d suck me if I wanted her to. But the slow build will be so much more fun.

I shake my head. “Close your eyes for me. Get familiar with the way it feels and responds to your touch.”

I let my hand flow down her arm and guide her hand to my length. She pulls in a sharp breath as her fingers grip my girth. And I let a growl rumble up my throat as she begins to stroke me.

Even though her eyes are closed, I watch her face, let my eyes trail down to her chest and over the swell of her hip. I feel her warm breath hit my face as she breathes, slowly pumping her fist up and down.

My cock twitches and pre-cum leaks out of the tip, and at that instant her thumb glides over my slit and smears it around, forcing me to groan in pleasure.

“That’s good, baby... so fucking good. Tell me you like the way my cock feels…”

A quick nod and two very flushed cheeks both give me all the confirmation I need.

I rock my pelvis as her fingers continue to explore, moving in soft pumps then quickening before slowing back down. She brings her other hand over, running those fingers over my steely rod and down to my balls.

I can tell I won’t last long, not with the way she’s touching me so sweetly, so innocently, like she wants to get familiar with every single inch.

“You’re so hard,” she murmurs, letting her tongue drag over her lips after she speaks.

“All because of you, baby. All because of you.” My cock twitches again and she tightens her grip.

I reach down and cover her hand with mine, squeezing her fingers and guiding a tight fist over my length—pumping, grinding, thrusting and grunting as I get closer to cumming. I feel each pulse, every throb, the blood pumping through my cock with so much force it makes me harder by the second.

I reach up to her face and stroke her cheek, running my hand through her hair and entangling it with my fingers, wanting her hand and her hand only to be the one that gives me the release I so desperately need right now. And as the moment arrives, I pull her face to mine and kiss her deeply, shooting white-hot cum all over her hand as I groan to the back of her throat.

She purrs against me and tightens her fingers around my girth near the base of my shaft as several hard bursts of my seed jet out. I growl and playfully bite her lip and she lets out a squeal that’s immediately followed by a soft laugh.

“You like that, huh?” Smiling, I roll on top of her, my cock still leaking cum, and I pin her arms to the bed, running my gaze up and down her perfect form, her breasts, her belly, and back up to her beautiful face.

“I think I would like anything you do to me.”

“Is that a fact?”

The way she runs her hands up my chest and nods with assurance makes me want to go for round two, just to test the legitimacy of that claim.

But my body is suddenly spent, the day’s travels finally catching up.

“I guess we’ll have to see about that,” I say, giving her a kiss before laying my body on top of hers, feeling her flesh meld with mine and her soft breasts push against my chest.

“I guess we will,” she giggles.

I reach behind me and grab the covers, pulling them over us as I lie down next to her.

Kara nestles her backside close to me. “Mmm,” she murmurs, running her fingers up and down my forearm.

“You better get some good sleep tonight, little missy.”

“Why is that, mister?” she asks, twisting her head in my direction.

I press my lips to her ear and whisper, “Because tomorrow morning, I just might wake up much rougher than you expect.”


Kara

I drift off to sleep, thinking about Axel and, more specifically, being next to him as he wakes up feeling “rough,” and what that could mean.

Tonight was amazing—to feel him between my legs, bringing me pleasure, being able to stroke him and learn what he responds to and how he likes to be touched. I cannot wait to take him in my mouth and taste him the way he tasted me. My whole body responds to these fantasies as if it’s all I’ve ever wanted.

And when I wake up the next morning, my pussy is aching to be filled. Axel is already stirring next to me, his voice a low, sleepy moan in my ear as his hardness presses into my back.

I’m not wearing a single stitch of clothing, and neither is he. So when I feel the little bit of wetness from his cock smear along my skin, I immediately reach behind me and feel around for him.

“Don’t grab it unless you mean it,” he grumbles in my ear.

“Pretty sure I mean it,” I say, wrapping my fingers around his steely length. His thick girth scares me a little, but it also makes me wet.

“Good thing, because I mean every bit of this.”

Axel straddles my chest, his long erection bouncing in front of my face. He places a hand behind my head and lifts, and I instinctively part my lips to take him in my mouth.

I flatten my hands on his lower abs, sliding them upward and all the way to his hard pectorals as the tip of his cock moves over my tongue. Low growls rumble above me as he grows longer and harder inside my mouth, the small opening at the tip leaking a slick, salty fluid that seems to act as a drug, making me want him more.

“Damn, baby … your mouth feels so fucking good,” he groans, slowly pumping his hips back and forth.

His movements push him to the back of my throat, soliciting a gag from me, but he quickly backs out, allowing me to catch my breath. The pause is brief before he thrusts deeper once again, forcing tears to spring from my eyes.

My pussy clenches as I feel him turn hard, his veins throbbing and pulsing at he fists my hair.

“Shit… I’m gonna cum, baby. Work that tongue over me.”

I snake my tongue over his length and flick the tip along the ridge of his crown, but then he tightens his grip on my hair and thrusts all the way to the back of my throat until his balls are touching my chin.

Hot fluid pulses out, and I swallow it down, coughing and sputtering and digging my nails into his flesh.

“Fuuuuuuck,” he growls, his cock twitching and throbbing as more cum shoots out.

I’m becoming more and more aroused, my clit starting to swell as I feed off his orgasm. I can feel the vibrations in his chest as he vocalizes his pleasure, and as he pulls out of my mouth, I find myself dizzy with the surge of hormones and chemistry between us.

When I look up at Axel, he’s got this crazed look in his eyes, right before he grabs me by the waist and flips me over onto my belly.

“Let me have that virgin pussy, baby girl. Let me taste how sweet you are for me this morning.”

I purr as he pulls my ass up in the air, and when I feel his face burrow between my legs, I nearly come undone. His beard tickles my thighs, but it’s his tongue that works the magic.

“Oh god,” I moan, death-gripping the sheets in my fingers.

His warm breath moves over my labia, and his tongue … oh god … his tongue immediately goes to work flicking my hot and puffy little bean.

I can feel my desire leaking out as Axel eats me. He growls, he shakes his head, and he slides a finger inside my opening, making my thighs tremble uncontrollably as an orgasm threatens to grip me.

“Cum on my tongue, baby. Don’t you hold back on me.”

I don’t think I could hold back if I wanted to. Not with the way he’s devouring me right now. I feel his sexy lips press against my hard clit, and when he gently begins to suck, and his finger starts to pump in and out of my tunnel, my entire being explodes into orgasm.

“Yessss!” I cry out.

Axel curls his finger inside of me, massaging my swollen walls and intensifying the sensations that are gripping me from head to toe. And he doesn’t stop until I collapse on my side, my shaky legs unable to hold me up any longer. I shudder as the last of the tremors ripple through me.

Axel lies down next to me, rolling me in his direction. He touches my face, brushing his thumb over my lips as I wear a giddy smile. “Fuck, I can’t wait to bury my cock inside of your perfect virgin pussy. Then, you will belong to me, forever.”


Axel

I’m overwhelmed with her beauty, her smile, her fucking all-over glow after I’ve made her cum with my mouth. And I’ll do the same with my cock before too long, doing it over and over every fucking day for the rest of my life.

When I say forever, I mean forever and always.

Kara stares into my eyes as her soft hands roam my chest, stopping right over my heart. And she asks something that takes me by surprise.

“If I belong to you, will you promise to take care of me?”

“In every imaginable way, baby. I always take care of the things that belong to me, and taking care of you won’t be any different.”

Kara pulls her lower lip inside her mouth and dances her gaze over my face. I can sense her hesitation, but at the same time, her intense need to be cared for.

“My father abandoned me. So, I need to know that I’m not just a conquest.”

Something squeezes inside my chest—the thought of anyone abandoning this sweet girl sends me over the edge.

“Your father is a fool. I’ve never abandoned anyone, baby. When I love, I love deeply and I don’t let go.”

“I don’t have a home to go back to, Axel, so I hope you mean it.”

A single tear forms in the corner of her eye, so I pull her close to me. I’ve never felt so much all at once, and all so quickly for anyone. But damn if this girl isn’t making me want to nurture her until the end of time.

“I do fucking mean it. You’ll come to learn I don’t say things I don’t mean.”

We lie there for half an hour or so, kissing and touching each other, letting our hands roam over our bodies. I’m so at peace with her, so relaxed, I don’t like the thought of getting up and hitting the road again.

“I wish we could lie here all day,” she murmurs into my chest.

“You and me both.” I kiss the top of her head. “But if I don’t get cleaned up and put something in my stomach, I’ll turn into a monster.”

“Yeah, me too.” She sits up and grabs her clothes at the foot of the bed, and I admire the view from behind.

I toss our breakfast sandwiches in the microwave and we scarf them down before heading to the showers. After buying her a pair of shower shoes, I pay for a single shower for us to share, and Kara and I take our time in the spacious room. And as hard as I get watching the soapy water run down her innocent body, I don’t dare do anything but admire.

“I see you like the view,” she teases, batting her beautiful blue eyes at me.

“How can I not with those things taunting me?” I respond, glancing down at the swell of her breasts and pretty pink nipples poking up at me.

I stroke my erection, looking forward to having her alone again tonight. Kara licks her lips, and I know that if I wanted to get nasty with her right here, she wouldn’t stop me. But as much of an animal as I am, even I don’t want to get nasty in a truck stop shower.

What I do indulge in is washing her hair and her body, letting the bubbles drift down her back, over the swell of her hips, and down her sexy, tanned legs that I can’t wait to feel wrapped around my waist when I take her.

I hug her from behind and cup her breasts, and she leans back against me, purring as I softly pinch her buds and feel them grow hard at my touch. My erection bounces against her bottom, and I can feel my balls start to grow heavy. Damn, if she wasn’t a virgin…

“Fuck, baby. I could take you right now so easily, but I don’t want you to remember this place here as your first time.”

She turns around and moves her bottom as I grab her ass, looking up at me with those big, beautiful eyes. Her soft breasts push against my steely frame. “I don’t either. But I don’t want to wait much longer. I’m so wet for you…”

Her slender fingers glide down my arm, and she guides my hand between her legs. I growl as I discover her wetness, probing her swollen but delicious folds with my fingers. She’s making me so fucking hard, so I fist her hair and grip tightly as I struggle to maintain composure.

“I want to slide inside of you, fuck you until those walls grip me and suck the cum right out of my shaft. I need to hear your screams of pleasure as I take what’s mine.”

I hear her little gasp as I sink one finger inside of her, bringing about an instant orgasm. Her teeth dig into her lip as I use the fleshy part of my palm to massage her clit, and my dick is throbbing to be buried inside of her right now.

But as much as I want it, giving her pleasure, giving her this release, it’s enough for now.

“Fuck,” she squeaks, her nails digging into my flesh as her walls contract around my finger.

I pull her close for a kiss, letting my tongue dance with hers until the shuddering stops, and it’s as if her hands can’t get enough of me as they trail up my arms, down my chest, and then to my backside.

“I can’t stop thinking about how you’ll feel,” she whispers.

“That’s pretty much front and center of my mind as well.” I run my fingers through her hair, making sure the last of the shampoo is washed out, then I leave a kiss on her forehead before turning off the water. “And if we don’t hurry up and hit the road, tonight is going to come much later than I want.”

That mischievous smile of hers warms my heart, and we dry off as fast as we can. Once dressed, Kara spends a few minutes drying her hair and we grab a few snacks for the road before hitting the highway.

“What time do you think we’ll get there?”

I glance at the clock. “Factoring in a few stops…probably around five o’clock.”

“And then we’re turning back around and going straight home?”

That lift in her eyes lets me know she’s unsure of what the future holds and she’s not comfortable with that mystery. If she’s been abandoned by her own father, she needs security more than ever.

“It will take them close to an hour to unload the truck. I figured we could find a place to eat, then maybe drive for a few hours after that. Crash somewhere in the Blue Ridge Mountains.”

“Mm, I love the mountains. Sounds romantic.”

“I plan to make everything about tonight as romantic as I can, baby girl.”

She laces her fingers in mine, and I admire her profile for several long seconds. Fuck, it’s going to be a bear trying to focus on driving and not think about the stiffness in my jeans.

But if there’s one thing I’m certain of, it’s that Kara is worth every painful second of the wait.


Kara

“You sure you’re not too chilly?” Axel asks, covering my legs with a blanket as we sit on the hood of his truck.

“Not at all, especially with your arms holding me like this.”

He lets out a soft but manly grunt and kisses the top of my head, and I hug those strong arms of his that are wrapped around my stomach. It is a little cooler up here in the mountains, but as we watch the sun dip down below the horizon, all the love that surrounds us right now, the love that I feel radiating from him, is warming me from head to toe. I could never feel cold with this man nearby.

I smell his scent as he presses his face to my neck, tingling from head to toe at the way he makes me feel. “I want to hold you all night like this, but only after I do wicked things to your body.”

“I thought you’d never ask.”

I’ve been thinking about this all day, about what I’m giving to him—my innocence. I’ve never known anyone I wanted to give it to, not even close. But with Axel, it makes sense. It feels right. And as crazy as it may be, I trust him to cherish it.

I can already tell he does. And I know that I will be going back with him, not to my home. Not to the man that cares more about drinking than he does his own flesh and blood.

The mood around us shifts quickly into one of deep hunger, a sensual need, as he grips my waist and I slide off the hood of his truck. He helps me back inside where he undresses me within the confined space of the sleeping area.

His gorgeous green eyes move over me in a way that seems different from last night and even this morning. It’s strange, but it’s almost as though he is seeing me with a freshness.

“You are stunning. You know that, right?”

I shake my head as he brushes his thumbs over my nipples.

“Well, you should know it. And I will tell you every fucking day until you start to believe it.”

I feel lost when he kisses me, but I damn sure don’t want to be found. Axel lays me on the bed and strips down to nothing. I lose all sense of time as he gets undressed, amazed that someone as hot as he is would want an average, shy girl like me when he could have anyone he wants.

When I see how hard he is, something loosens inside of me, and I get on my hands and knees while he stands in front of the bed, his erection dangling in front of my face like a piece of candy. I glance up at him with lust swimming through my veins, and he simply gives me a knowing look as he pulls my hair up into his fist.

“Something told me you might want to suck me first.”

“Am I that easy to read?”

He chuckles. “No. Just eager to please. And it shows.”

“How could I not want to please a man like you?” I grip the base of his shaft, already feeling like I might be a slut for sucking his cock, and I feel his length twitch, making my pussy swell with need.

Without making him wait another second, I wrap my lips around his crown and start bobbing my head, letting my tongue move over every inch of his hardness.

He growls softly above me, his voice a low, thundering reminder of how turned on he is. And it only serves to feed my hunger for him. I love how hard he grows inside of my mouth, the way his veins throb and pulse, the heat growing along his skin.

I taste his pre-cum, and when he turns rigid as steel, he pulls me off of him and lays me on my back where he devours my pussy, fingers pushing deep enough to find that magic spot. My toes curl and my nipples shoot up like points when I cum. But Axel doesn’t let me catch my breath, mounting me like an insatiable beast while I’m still seeing stars.

He covers my cheeks with kisses, then presses his lips to mine as I feel his cock tease my entrance. My pussy aches to feel him sink into me, and I tell him as much.

“Please, Axel… I need you…”

“Fuck, baby. I’ve needed someone like you for so long.”

I toss my legs up, locking my ankles behind him. And when he finally plunges all the way in, it steals the breath from my lungs.

Axel releases a long growl as he begins thrusting in and out of me. I feel the need tightening inside of my core, and before long, my nails are buried in his flesh and I am throttled over that cliff of ecstasy once again.

“That’s it, baby… cum on my cock.” Axel’s command urges me on, the intensity of my orgasm so strong I almost start crying. He pushes up on his arms and grinds himself all the way in, and oh fuck, it feels so good.

I close my eyes and run the flat of my hands up his chest as he quickens his pace, knocking the air from me with every slam of his cock. And I dig my nails in just to hold on. The force with which he’s claiming me makes me cum again, this time forcing a stream of fluid from my pussy that soaks the sheets.

I start to feel embarrassed, but then Axel groans in my ear that I’m his little squirting slut, and something about that sets my core on fire.

“You like that, don’t you? Being my little slut?” he grits out, slamming his hips against mine as he drills in and out of me.

“Oh fuck yes.”

He growls once again, then flips me over on my belly before laying his body on top of mine. Those hard muscles of his against my soft flesh make me heady.

I purr as his cock slides between my thighs before spearing my pussy. And my walls clench around him as he begins plunging to my innermost depths. One hand wraps softly around my throat—not enough to block the flow of air, but definitely enough that I feel his ownership of me. And it makes me feel … complete.

“I wish I could last all night with you. But your pussy is about as perfect as they come, baby doll.”

I huff as Axel speeds up, holding me steady with one hand as he finishes claiming me. His voice becomes a low roar as he empties, his erection swelling against my walls as the warmth of his seed fills me. My whole body gets pushed into the mattress as he goes as deep as he can, and I’m trying not to think about the fact that I’m not on the pill and we’re not using any birth control.

I know it’s nuts, but the thought of me carrying his child only adds to the love I feel for him right now.

“Fuuuuuck,” he groans, slowing his pace to a rhythmic grind as we struggle to catch our breaths.

And everything feels right in the world as he rolls to the side and pulls me into a spoon.

I feel his beard graze my shoulders and he covers me with warm kisses. I smile as I reach behind me, snaking my fingers through his hair and arching my body into his.

“I hope you like living on the edge,” I say, not expecting him to know what I’m talking about.

“Hey,” he says softly, looking over at me. “You don’t have to get pregnant for me to put a ring on that finger, you know.”

Tingles ripple through me and I roll over to face him, utterly and completely speechless with this stupid, goofy grin on my face.

“I mean it,” he adds, touching the side of my face. “I want you for life, and if my baby just happens to start growing in that belly of yours, it’ll only make me love you more, and want to fuck you more.”

I giggle as I toss an arm over him. “In that case, I can’t wait to have your baby.”

“Good. Because you’re stuck with me, for better or worse. I love you, Kara. And I’ll never abandon you, baby.”

“I love you, too, Axel.”

I really do. And I couldn’t imagine being stuck with anyone else.


Claimed by the Alien
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Harper

I’ve just moved to the small, sleepy town of Sugar Hollow, where legend has it these humanoid aliens walk among us.

Legend also has it that twice a year the males choose a young, fertile, innocent female to mate with.

It’s all so ridiculous. I mean, who believes in aliens?

Apparently this huge, gorgeous man does, who insists on following me home to ensure my safety.

And once inside my apartment, he confesses something that sets my skin on fire, and I’m desperate for him to lay his claim to me so I can have his baby.

Drake

My home planet is dying, it’s the peak of mating season, and I can’t find a single female I want to claim as mine. So yeah. You could say I’m getting a little “frustrated.”

I’ve been searching for the perfect One, and I’m just about to give up, when I see her walking home in the dark.

The way her dress flows around all those voluptuous curves, the swell of her bosom, her long dark hair that would look perfect wrapped around my fist … great gods. She is majestic.

I’ve waited too long to find this sexy, fertile, and innocent woman. There’s no way I’ll let her out of my sights.


Harper

I grab my purse as I head out the door of the dry cleaners where I work. It’s just past 9:30 in the evening—a little later than I normally get off, but I’m just grateful this work day is over and I can go home and relax.

“Do you need a ride home, Harper?”

“No thanks. It’s a perfect night and I only live five blocks away.”

My co-worker Carol drops her hands on her hips and gives me a weary look. “You do know what time of year it is, don’t you?”

I smile as I hold back a laugh. But I guess I shouldn’t be surprised at her dramatic statement. Sugar Hollow seems to be filled with those who have a flair for the dramatic.

Just a few months ago, right after my eighteenth birthday, I moved to this quaint little town in order to get away from the big city where I grew up. My best friend’s uncle owns the dry cleaners, and he said he’d be happy to give me a full-time position.

I absolutely love it here. But it wasn’t long after moving into my apartment that I began to hear rumors about these aliens that took up residence in Sugar Hollow, who allegedly kidnap fertile virgins at night when no one is around, impregnate them, then leave them to raise the children alone.

Legend has it they look just like humans and they breed twice a year. And from what I’ve been hearing over the past few days, it’s that time of year.

I, of course, think the whole thing is ridiculous. A made-up story just to attract tourists. And, surprise surprise! As it just so happens, it’s during these “mating seasons” that visitors flock to the area, most of them reporters, photographers, and just plain weirdos who hope to witness something. But still…

“Yes, Carol. I’m well aware of what time of year it is. I’ll be fine.”

She scrunches up her face and glances out the window. As expected, the streets are abandoned. There isn’t a woman alive who wants to be outside right now. Well, except for me. But only because I’m not drinking the kool-aid.

“Do you want to be abducted by a minolaur? I mean, it’s kinda risky.”

I try not to roll my eyes too hard. “Like I’ve said before, I don’t buy into the whole Sugar Hollow alien legend. And frankly, as intelligent as you are, I’m surprised you believe the lies, too.”

Her eyes go wide, and her mouth falls open. “You haven’t heard about my cousin?”

“Um, no.”

“The one who was in here last week with her toddler? Who took me out to lunch?”

“I remember your cousin, yes. But I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

Carol pulls her purse off her shoulder, leaning on the counter as she proceeds to tell me that her cousin was taken by an alien several years ago, and that she hasn’t been the same since.

“That little boy that you saw with her was the result of what she refers to as an all-night fuckfest.”

“Wow. That sounds … intense.”

“It was intense, according to her.”

“So, has she gotten help? She must be traumatized.”

Or really fulfilled that she got laid. I still can’t tell.

Carol makes a face and shakes her head. “That’s the thing. She’s not traumatized from the night it all happened. It was the fact that he didn’t stick around to help her raise their son. And, Harper? Everyone’s story is the same. It’s like these … these … minolaurs take what they want, then bail.”

“Just like the typical man, huh?” I mutter, suddenly glad that my virginity is still intact.

Things like this are exactly why I won’t spread my legs for just anyone. I’m damn proud to be an eighteen-year-old virgin. The man that I choose to lay down with will have earned it.

“Yeah, no shit. Just like the typical man.”

I think about this whole Sugar Hollow legend, and it’s almost like the more I hear, the more questions I have.

“Has it ever occurred to anyone that maybe there’s some psycho on the loose? I mean, doesn’t it seem a little preposterous to you that creatures from another planet are not only inhabiting the earth but could knock up a human? Scientifically speaking, it’s impossible.”

The corner of her mouth lifts as she shrugs her shoulders. “You’d think so. But of all the women who’ve come forward, every single one of them describes the alien as having these green glowing eyes and a monstrous sized cock. Like, so big it nearly splits them in two. And, according to my cousin, her alien came about a dozen times. There was so much stuff he had to use several towels to clean up the mess afterwards.”

“Jesus,” I mutter.

“Yeah, it’s crazy. I mean, thank goodness her son is normal and healthy, and you can’t tell by looking at him that he’s half alien. But they ran him through a gamut of tests when he was born, and she says that some of his bloodwork was off. His blood type is …unrecognizable. Unknown, Harper. So, whatever these things are, they are not human.”

She shakes her head in exasperation, and I promise her I’ll be extra careful as I walk out the front door.

I hear her twist the lock as I make my way down the street, keeping out of the shadows of the low hanging branches of the weeping willows and staying under the brightness of the street lights.

Carol drives by, offering me a quick wave, and I smile and wave back, having second thoughts about walking home alone.

I keep my gaze focused ahead, comforted by the fact that it will only take me about ten minutes to get home. I have a car, but I’ve always enjoyed the walk back and forth, especially since it’s summer and the weather here in Sugar Hollow is temperate year-round.

My mind can’t help but drift to Carol’s story about her cousin. I envision a creepy, green-eyed alien with a massive member, shooting out buckets of cum from his engorged cock. Those little factoids combined with the “all-night fuckfest” and I have to admit, I get a little tingle between my legs.

I know it’s crazy.

Nutso.

Because come on. Let’s face it. No one wants to be taken by a strange alien who cums that much. Especially if their cock is big enough to split a poor woman in two.

I try desperately to shake the thoughts away, getting halfway home when I hear a noise behind me. I stop in my tracks, spinning around to see what it was, but no one is there. My nipples tingle, and my pussy suddenly feels … heavy.

Oh crap. When was my last cycle?

Fuck, it’s been a few weeks. Which means, I’ve just entered my fertile cycle—the time of the month I’m most horny.

And the time of the month that makes me a walking, breathing, fertile target for the aliens. That I absolutely do not believe in.

“This is normal,” I mutter under my breath. “You always get horny when you’re ovulating, you big goon.”

I chuckle softly as my pussy starts to get wetter and wetter. I pick up my pace, walking a little faster, anxious to get home so I can rub one out. And not at all while fantasizing about an oversized alien fucking me sideways as he cums in my pussy over and over.

Damn, this whole legend is really getting to me.

I see my apartment come into view, and I reach inside my purse for my keys, when I feel a warmth brush against the backs of my legs.

“What is that?” I blurt out.

This time, when I turn around, I’m standing face-to-chest with a man who dwarfs me. He must be at least six feet tall. I swallow hard as my eyes drift over his massively intimidating size.

“Don’t be frightened, miss. My name is Drake, and I’m just a local volunteer, making sure the streets are safe. You know, you really shouldn’t be out here alone at night.”

His voice is smoky and dark, just like his hair and his eyes.

It doesn’t even occur to me he could be from another planet. I just want to get home, get inside, and lock my door, far away from this creep. And that’s just what I’m going to do.


Drake

I can see her through the window of the dry cleaners, and even though I only catch a glimpse, I can sense … something.

Something I’ve never sensed before.

She’s talking with another girl, though I’m not really paying that one any attention. It’s the dark-haired beauty I’m focused on. And as she steps out onto the street and makes a beeline for the sidewalk underneath the direct glow of the streetlamp, I get a little stiff.

Correction. A lot stiff.

It’s not the fact that she’s nervous. That does speak volumes about her character, her personality.

And it’s not just the additional fact that she has curves on top of curves.

It’s the way she smells.

Oh fuck.

This could actually be the one.

Making sure no one else is around, I quietly step out of my SUV parked along the street and begin following her. I make sure to keep plenty of distance at first because I don’t want her to hear me until I am motherfucking ready for her to hear me.

But then I begin to close the gap, taking in her scent as I eye every square inch of her from head to toe.

Long, dark hair flows down her back in waves that match her sensual curves. There’s a sway in her walk, a little bounce. I tap into the limbic part of my brain, memorizing every movement she makes so I can replay it later. I also scan her aura as I get closer, noting the soft orange tone and the spattering of glittery specks dancing around her hips. All of this confirming that she is, indeed, fertile.

Right at the peak of fertile.

I cannot believe I got this lucky, to spot a female walking alone, and a female who I’m 99% certain is the one who shall become my mate.

A growl forms in my throat as I fight back an animalistic erection. A growl so loud I think she might have heard me. But I can’t help it. It’s been way too fucking long since I’ve chosen to sink my dick balls-deep inside a warm, human pussy.

I left my planet not long after my twenty-fifth birthday because our female population was dying off. Through eons of research, we had come to learn that humans were the only species that were a genetic match for us. And it makes sense because we actually resemble each other a lot, though we are far more advanced.

In order to save our own, we’d have to take drastic measures. Which isn’t all that difficult seeing as most male minolaurs have an insatiable sex drive. Most of us need to be emptied a dozen times a day, making the average human sexual encounter of twice a week fucking laughable.

Three earth years ago, a handful of us minolaurs boarded the ship and landed here in Sugar Hollow. Most of the males I arrived with have moved on to bigger cities, but I’ve stayed behind with a few others, landing a job as a city cop while waiting for my mate, a strong feeling in my blood that she would show.

And low and behold if she isn’t right here in front of me right now.

I was about ready to give up, holding out for the perfect female to carry my seed because I don’t want just anyone. My standards are much too high.

What I want, what my body needs, is a young virgin who’s just on the cusp of womanhood, which, for a human, happens at eighteen years of age.

She’s a few months past her eighteenth birthday if my calculations are on point. But her sweet pussy has never been touched by another. This beautiful, innocent girl … my gods. She hasn’t even inserted so much as a finger in her tight channel.

How the hell is a minolaur like me supposed to ignore that?

I can’t, and I fucking won’t.

The closer I get to her, the stronger her scent is, so heavenly it makes the blood rush through my cock in hard pumps that are making this whole interaction more difficult to stave off.

If I were like the others, I would throw her over my shoulder, carry her to a remote area where no one could hear her screams, and pump my cum into her belly until I was completely unable to fuck any longer. Yes, even we minolaurs have our limits.

But I’m not quite like the others, the main difference being I don’t want to fuck her and leave her to raise the baby alone. That defeats the whole point of making an effort to continue our species.

On the other hand, the males of my kind don’t have much choice. If they did stick around, they’d be apprehended and locked away for good. Plus, most of them are just out to get laid.

Me? Yes, I want to get laid. I want to bury my cock in pussy just like the rest of them. But I also give a fuck about raising my offspring, being a part of his or her life. Not to mention the icing on the cake which is watching my beautiful mate’s body change shape, her belly swell and her breasts grow heavy with milk.

And the closer I get to her, the more aroused I am at the prospect of her carrying my child.

I pick up my pace, closing the gap as I work out in my head what to say to her. Her aura dips down below her hips then sweeps back, pulled into my energy as I get within arm’s reach—surefire proof that she is The One.

And once I’m close enough, our energies will mix and she will be so turned on that it will be impossible for her to resist me.

“What is that?” she says.

Before I can utter a single syllable in response, she spins on her heels to face me. I nearly crash into her as she moves her gaze up and down my large frame.

I’m completely captivated by her beauty—the way her long hair frames her gorgeous face, those doe eyes and petite nose, rosy cheeks, her full breasts. Fuck…she is beyond stunning.

“Don’t be frightened, miss. My name is Drake, and I’m just a local volunteer, making sure the streets are safe. You know, you really shouldn’t be out here alone at night.”

Her expression seems to shift, moving from that of fear to relief.

“You’re not the only one to tell me that. But I’m almost home. My apartment is right there.”

She tosses a glance over her shoulder, and I immediately see her aura stretching for the front door of the duplex where she lives. “Let me walk you to your door, make sure you get inside safely.”

“Umm…” She chews on her lip and glances behind her. “That’s okay. I think I can manage.”

When she looks back at me, there’s a twinkle, a recognizable glimmer in her eye.

It’s all starting to take effect.

Good.

“Please,” I say, stepping closer so my molecules can mingle with hers. “It’s the least I can do for startling you.”

Her breath quickens as she searches my face. Her cheeks begin to glow, radiating a slight heat, her desire blooming in soft shades of pink.

I can smell her arousal. It won’t be long now before she’s completely powerless to me.

“I suppose that would be alright.”


Harper

Normally I wouldn’t want a stranger walking me to my front door, but something about this stranger has me twisted up inside.

“I haven’t seen you around here before,” he says as we cross the street.

“I’m new in town. Just moved here a few months ago. My name is Harper, by the way.”

“That’s a lovely name.” God, his voice. It’s so deep, so rich. It’s making me feel almost intoxicated. “What drew you to Sugar Hollow?”

“A need to escape the big city.” He nods knowingly, and I can’t help but take in his profile, his pronounced nose, strong jawline, dark hair and … well, everything about him is so sexy. “A friend’s uncle offered me a position at the cleaners, and I thought it would be a perfect change of pace for me, especially since I just finished up high school and can’t really afford college right now.”

“I understand. College is outrageous these days.”

“Yes, it is.” I feel this tug to him as we approach my steps.

“I’m sure it was a bit disturbing to find out what’s been going on lately. I’m surprised someone as pretty as you would be out during mating season.”

I feel a tickle in my stomach as we stop just short of my front door, one that causes me to let out a soft giggle. “Don’t you think it’s silly? This whole notion that otherworldly beings are walking among us?”

When he slides his hands in his pockets, and the corner of his mouth lifts into a smile, his face takes on a familiarity to me in a way I can’t describe. It’s almost as if he feels like home. And the way my pussy is throbbing as I stare at him, I can’t help but think fuck the aliens! I want this man to take me right here and right now!

I don’t know what has gotten into me, but I can’t just let this man walk away. I’ve never subscribed to the notion of soulmates. But heaven help me…

I think he might be my soulmate.

“It does seem a little strange. But better to be safe than sorry.”

I giggle again, biting my lip as I think about this man keeping me safe in every imaginable way. “You’re exactly right.”

He moves close to me, and I could swear he’s about to kiss me. As crazy as it sounds, I’d let him.

“Why don’t you let me walk you inside, Harper, make sure there aren’t any aliens lurking in your house?”

I snort laugh, tossing a hand on his chest. I start to tell him he doesn’t need to make up an excuse to get past my front door. But I guess this is his way of being a gentleman, sort of.

“Sure, sure. That’s probably a good idea.”

A flash of light dances in his eyes, maybe a streetlight flickering behind us, I don’t know. I slide my key into the front door and pull it open. And, being the perfect gentleman, he places a hand on my tummy, preventing me from being the first to walk into my own home.

His touch sends tingles along my skin, even though he hasn’t technically touched my skin yet.

“Let me make sure the coast is clear,” he edges out, stepping into the foyer.

I walk in behind him, taking in his monstrous size. He’s wearing plain blue jeans with leather boots, and a tight fitting dark green shirt. He has muscles everywhere, and they seem to be bulging through his clothes.

Oh god, if he wants me as much as I want him, his sheer size alone will likely crush me. The way I’m feeling right now, I wouldn’t care if he flattened me while he fucked me.

Damn, I’ve never had slutty thoughts like this. I’ve never been with a man at all. Even when I’m masturbating, I’m usually just focused on the way it feels as opposed to all these fantasies floating through my head.

But the stuff that’s running through my mind right now would put a porno to shame. I watch as Drake disappears, walking into the kitchen, and then into my bedroom where he stays gone for about thirty seconds. I consider walking in there to join him, but despite my attraction to him, I’m not about jumping his bones.

When he reappears, he’s smiling at me. “Well, everything looks good. No sign of any psychos. Or aliens.”

I let out a dramatic breath. “What a relief.”

He chuckles, walking my way as I notice that glimmer in his eyes again.

I catch a whiff of something, maybe his cologne. But no, it smells more … I don’t know, earthy? Is that the right word? The scent wafts into my nose, sends pulses of energy through me that start in my chest and navigate between my legs. It feels like I’m being hypnotized. Like, sexually.

“Yeah. It’s just the two of us here. No one else,” he says, letting his gaze drop to my chest.

Lust surges through me, my breath and pulse quickening as my nipples tingle.

“Maybe … would you like a drink?”

“Oh, I don’t think it’s a drink I want. Unless it’s a drink of you.”

I hold back a groan, but then he does that smirk thing again. And that’s when I see it.

His eyes, they begin to glow a soft green. Yellow sparks flash around the edges that seem to fan out like butterfly wings. He licks his lips, and his tongue is dark purple, almost blue in its hue. Dizzy, I grip the chair behind me.

“You’re … you’re …”

He moves close to me and reaches up to touch my face. His fingers are hot. So hot.

“Yes. I’m a minolaur. And I’m going to plant my seed inside your belly.”

Fear grips me. I have to get rid of him. I … I can’t let him do this.

But my body needs him so badly.

I can’t let him do this, but yet … I can’t let him leave either.

Oh fuck. My pussy and I? We are doomed.


Drake

Gods help me, I’m getting harder by the second. So hard that my jeans will no longer be able to contain my twelve-inch erection.

That’s the one problem with us minolaurs mating with humans. Women say they want it big until they get a look at our cocks.

I’ve only been with two other humans—not that they were even in the same galaxy as Harper and her beauty, but my size alone was too much for them to take in orally, so they didn’t even try.

With Harper, and the lust-fueled energy between us, she’ll not only take me in her mouth, she’ll take me in her tight little bottom, too.

Once I’ve filled her sweet womb with all the good stuff.

“You’re … you’re a what?”

My cock throbs as I smell the fear mixed with her arousal. If I were a different “man” I’d toss her over the chair and fuck her until she cries, then walk right out her front door.

But that’s what sets me apart from the other males of my species.

I want to bring her pleasure, too.

I want her pussy contracting hard around my shaft.

I want that pained look of ecstasy on her face as I’m shooting my seed inside of her.

And I want her for life.

“A minotaur. An alien, as you call us.”

She blinks several times, but I’m already scanning my eyes over her luscious body, pulling the warmth of her aura over me and sending her into a heated state of need.

“I told you,” she says breathlessly. “I don’t believe in aliens.”

“That’s the beauty of all this, Harper. You don’t have to believe in me for it to happen.” I hold back the smile as I feel her reserves crumbling. She grips the chair behind her for balance, her body open for me. Well, except for one minor thing.

That dress of hers. It’s the one thing preventing me from seeing her, from touching her.

I notice the little buttons down the front and start popping them open, one by one as her chest rises and falls.

I look into her gorgeous brown eyes as I slide the dress down her arms. It whooshes to the floor and I admire all those curves as she stands before me in nothing but a simple white bra and white, lacy panties.

“This isn’t a good idea, I don’t think.”

I unsnap the middle of her bra, forcing her pillowy tits to spill out before me. Fuck, now I’m harder than before.

“It’s not an idea, Harper. This is an action that’s about to occur.” I brush my thumbs over her nipples, making them prick instantaneously.

Her teeth sink right into the corner of her lower lip, and her pupils dilate. I can see all the way into her soul, and I can smell how fucking wet she is right now.

Wet for me.

I glide my fingers over the crotch of her panties, feeling the damp heat there. She blinks rapidly, and I hold back the growl that’s climbing up my throat.

I need to claim her, and I need to claim her now.

“Take your panties off, Harper.”

I step back and watch her eagerly hook her thumbs inside the strap of white lace around her hips, gliding the material over her ample curves. Her scent hits me with force, and I feel a pulse of pre-cum ooze from my slit. Her bra slides off her shoulders, landing in the pile of clothes at her feet.

I rip off my shirt and kick off my shoes before stepping out of my pants. Harper trembles as she notices the size of my alien cock, now a good nine or ten inches in length and still some room to grow.

I move closer to her, snaking a finger inside her slit and noting the slippery wetness of her desire, the way her folds are swollen with need. She licks her lips, tossing a hand up to my chest as the lust consumes her blood.

And hell, it’s consuming my blood as well. I can feel my balls filling up fast, getting heavier and heavier with each passing second.

I need to fill her. Now.

As her thighs tremble, I quickly flick her clit with the tip of my finger, causing her to gasp. She cums right away, trembling as her clit quivers on my index finger.

“That heavenly pussy is mine,” I growl.

Her lips part, as if she’s about to say something. But I don’t give her the chance.

I grip her hips and lift her in the air. Her hands move to my shoulders as I bring that dripping snatch to my cock that’s now a full twelve inches.

“I’ve never done this before,” she whispers all sweet like as she arches her back like a slut to take me in.

“That’s okay,” I grit out. “I will do all the work.”

I lower her over my erection, feeling her walls grip me with intense tightness all the way down.

She bites on her lip and purrs as her juices drip down the length of my shaft.

“Oh god,” she murmurs, her eyes fluttering closed.

I can’t help but notice how hard her nipples are right now, and I lean forward, pulling one of her buds past my lips as she slides further down my shaft. More pre-cum pulses from my slit, and my balls twitch in anticipation of an orgasm—the first of which is about to erupt from my cock with ferocity.

I feel the wall of her membrane, but I don’t let it slow me down. I spear her pussy, forcing the entirety of my length inside her tight cunt.

She lets out a squeak and throws her arms around my neck. And I immediately start bouncing her up and down on my shaft, feeling her ample tits squish against my chest as her tight pussy gulps me greedily.

I move my hands to her ass, her flesh bouncing wildly as she grinds her pussy all over my hardness. I’m impressed that she’s taking me so well. And every inch of her tight tunnel feels like fucking heaven.

I can’t hold back. My balls are in pain, a searing heat tugging at them until they finally release, causing a torrent of alien seed to spurt from my opening, dumping probably a liter of cum inside her sexy, virginal belly.

There’s so much, some of it splashes to the floor. But it doesn’t stop her from continuing to grind her tight wetness over my steely rod, hoping to get another spurt from me, no doubt.

Fuck, I knew she was my mate, but I had no idea our chemistry would be this intense.


Harper

When Drake told me he was an alien, the “old” me would have freaked the fuck out. But there’s a new me that I can’t explain, and the fear passed quickly.

And now, all I want is to be stuffed all night long.

His strong hands grip me as I bounce on his enormous cock, the urge to cum so strong I couldn’t stop it if I wanted to. I thought it would hurt, but it doesn’t. Every square inch of his member is filling me up, massaging my walls and forcing me to tumble off that cliff.

I can feel myself grow tighter around him as he growls in my ear, and when I feel the heat of his seed pulse against my cervix, all I can think about is getting pregnant with his child.

It’s so weird, so crazy that I’m turned on at the prospect of growing an alien’s baby inside of me, but there’s no doubt that’s all I can think about.

“Cum on my dick, Harper. Let me feel that pussy suck the cum right out of my balls.”

I hug him tighter, feeling his breath hit my neck as my will collapses. My orgasm is strong, making me cry out in pleasure as my pussy massages his length with violent contractions.

My entire body trembles as he vocalizes his pleasure in my ear. The grunts and growls turn to a roar as he shoots out another load of his seed. I wrap my legs around his waist as tightly as I can in an attempt to contain as much of his cum as I can inside of me.

“I have years’ worth of cum inside of my balls, Harper, and I will fill you with every drop I’ve saved for you tonight.”

“Yesss,” I hiss as the last of my orgasm washes over me.

Drake starts walking across the room, and before I realize what’s happening, he’s lying me on my bed and flipping me over on my belly.

“No only does that pussy belong to me, but I will fill up that ass, too. I can make you pregnant just from that alone.”

I break out in a nervous sweat.

It was one thing to take my innocence with his long, thick meat. But the thought of something of that size penetrating my back door has me downright scared.

“Are you frightened?” he asks, using a finger to toy with my ring.

“Yes, a … a little,” I admit, looking over my shoulder at him.

He’s stroking his length still covered in a sheen of our fluids as his hands glide over my wide hips.

“I’ll get you prepped, then.”

Drake leans down, sinking his hands into the flesh of my sides as his tongue probes my anus. It begins to quiver, and he releases a breathy moan into my crack.

“Ooooh yeah,” I purr as he moves a finger to my clit, circling it slowly while also building me up to a quick, hard cum.

I feel him flick the folds of tissue, then he plants several kisses along the globe of my ass before guiding his cock to my back entrance.

He must have a lot of pre-cum seeping out because I can feel the head of his shaft sliding around, teasing my forbidden hole as he pushes then pulls back repeatedly.

I hear the soft rumble of a growl as he stretches me open, still working a finger in smooth strokes over my swollen bundle of nerves. I rotate my hips, getting so turned on at the burn that accompanies his penetration.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” he grits out.

I fist the sheets as he pushes in deeper, stretching me further and further and intensifying the pain that’s shooting through my tight little ass.

The pain feels so good, though, and I swear the deeper he goes, the more my little bottom quivers in anticipation of an orgasm.

In one long but smooth stroke, he’s finally inside of me, his balls lightly touching my labia.

I expel a long breath and he begins pounding me relentlessly, the force of his thrusts nearly knocking the air from my lungs.

“I’m going to explode inside your tight little ass,” he edges out.

I find myself rocking against him, the pressure of his entry, the pain of my bottom stretching to accommodate him making me so turned on I can hardly think.

Pleasure and pain dance together in a cycle that makes my legs quiver as I cum around his shaft.

Our moans fill the room, and it isn’t long after my orgasm that I feel a torrent of fluids fill me up, Drake’s hard thrusts now pushing me across the bed until I collapse.

With his long cock still inside of me, he climbs on the bed and lifts my ass back up in the air, resuming the hard anal penetration and emptying another load inside of me, my tight ring of muscles still quivering from my own orgasm.

I’m shaking all over when he falls on top of me, his cock slowly shrinking inside of me.

“Fuck,” he whispers against my neck.

“Yeah,” I answer. “Fuck is right.”

He groans, pulling me into a spoon with his cock still in my bottom. It feels weird, but it also puts me in this headspace, making me feel like I’m attached to him, that I belong to him.

“Don’t move, little one. I’m going to be hard again in just a few minutes.”

I feel his lips move over my neck as he kisses me, and it causes my nipples to tingle as they curl into hard points. One of his hands glides over my body and cups my breasts where he teases my bud, rolling it between his fingers.

His moan-filled breathing increases, and I feel him get hard again. He jacks up my leg by the thigh and begins fucking me again, this time making me cum by swirling his finger over my clit.

“Mmm, I can feel every little bounce of your clit,” he groans in my ear.

I purr and mew, rolling my hips in a slow grind and wrapping my fingers around his wrist to keep him from moving away.

And as his cock grows bigger and harder inside my forbidden hole, I topple over the edge again as he spurts his seed in my belly.

“You’re mine … forever,” he growls, sinking his teeth into the flesh of my neck.

“Yes,” I purr, feeling my bottom clamp down around his thick girth.

I’m so exhausted, I end up falling asleep within minutes with Drake’s arm wrapped around my waist.


Drake

The next morning, I wake up with an erection so big it pushes the sheets up high like a tent. I hear Harper stirring, and all I want is to see her get on her knees between my legs and take me in her mouth.

I pull her to me, and she moans softly, her hair falling to the side as she rolls over. Her small hand naturally wanders to my length of steel, a smile forming on her pink lips when she discovers how hard I am.

“Is that for me?”

“It’s all for you, baby. And don’t make me tell you where I want it.”

I toss the covers aside, and her eyes wander there. She’s up in a second, straddling my knees as she grips the base of my cock and strokes gently.

“In my pussy?” she asks, wiggling her bottom in the air, her full breasts swaying side to side.

I place a hand on the back of her head. “Guess again.”

A flash of fear flickers in her eyes as she realizes what her morning task is. “It … it won’t fit.”

I chuckle. “It fit just fine in that tight pussy of yours. Your mouth will have no trouble. Trust me.”

She parts her lips, and I don’t wait. I just push her down where she swallows my head and lets out a muffled yip.

“Open wider. Slide those lips down further.”

I grip my length at the base and hold it steady for her as she bobs her head, each time making her way further down my shaft. Fuck, her lips, her tongue, her wet warmth makes me want to burst instantly.

I start thrusting my hips, forcing myself to the back of her throat. She’s only able to suck down about a third of my length, but it’s enough to make my balls twitch.

I grab onto her hair and gain control while also intensifying the lust between us. Her aura has now taken on a red hue, which means she’s not only aching for me to fill her up, her egg is most receptive at this moment.

I press her head down, listening to her muffled moans as I release inside her mouth, watching my cock twitch hard with each burst of seed. Humans can take a minotaur’s seed into any part of their body and get pregnant, which is what makes this so much fun. I can feel the strangulations of her throat as she struggles to swallow every bit that I give her, but some of it trickles out from her lips, dripping down the remaining eight inches of my cock.

My tongue is twitching to taste her, to reward her for being such a good girl.

“Get up here,” I tell her, curling a finger in her direction.

She needs no more instruction. With an eager look and her aura’s glow intensifying, Harper straddles my face and lowers her dripping pussy to my lips.

I let my hands roam over her fleshy backside as I work my tongue through her folds. She starts to purr, rolling her hips in a slow circle as I gently swirl over her tender bump.

I can feel it swell as she moans and purrs, grinding her wetness all over my chin and mouth as she gets closer and closer to cumming.

I growl as my cock throbs, needing another release inside of her womb, desperate for this one to take, for her body to accept my seed.

“Oh fuck,” she groans, her little pearl growing harder as I suck on it softly.

My growling grows louder, and my hands dig deep into her flesh as her release reaches a crescendo. And when I feel her bump of tissue bounce lightly on my tongue, a small amount of cum seeps from my cock.

My dick is so hard, so long, it taps against her lower back as she sways her hips side to side. I flick my tongue quickly, extending the length of her orgasm and making her loudly exclaim how good it feels to cum on my mouth.

I reach up and cup her full breasts, twisting the nipples softly until my balls become so heavy I nearly burst spontaneously.

But I cannot waste one drop.

So, I lift Harper up and slide her down my engorged cock just in the nick of time, watching her face morph into pleasure and her pink nipples crinkle as hard bursts of jizz spray her fertile walls.

I can’t help but roar my pleasure as I hold her by the hips, forcing her all the way down my length until I feel her cervix grinding on my crown.

Harper throws her hands to my chest, arching her back as my huge shaft brings her straight into another orgasm. Her walls contract around my girth, milking more cum from my balls and sending us both into immense pleasure we’ve never known.

“Oh god, that … that feels so good,” she huffs breathlessly.

I keep my grip on her for several minutes, until my cock has shot every last drop, watching her angelic face grow red from arousal as her orgasm fades away.

And I know that she is now filled with my seed and her belly will be growing soon.


Harper

Over the next few weeks, Drake can’t keep his hands off my curves. Not that I mind. I want him more and more every time we’re together. It’s feels as if I’ve been infected with a virus—one that makes it impossible to imagine a life without him.

I’ve been on cloud nine so much that it’s been a real struggle keeping this secret from my co-workers, especially Carol. We’ve become better friends, and I hate lying to her. But it’s something that must be done.

As it turns out, she’s suspicious, confronting me the moment I show up for my shift one Monday morning.

“Something’s changed with you. I need to know what’s going on.”

I hang my purse on the hook in the breakroom, feeling as if I’ve been put on the spot.

“What’s changed with me?” I ask, narrowing my brow.

“Don’t get so defensive. It’s nothing bad,” she laughs. “The truth is, you seem happier. There’s this, I don’t know, glow about you. Did you meet someone and not tell me?”

Crossing her arms and making a silly face, she’s teasing me, that much is obvious. And I know I need to tell her something, especially since Drake is convinced I’m going to have his baby.

I’m not so sure.

“Would you be mad if I did?”

Her mouth falls open and she smiles at me. “Don’t be ridiculous. Though, I am curious as to why you’d keep it a secret. Is it someone I know?”

“Not exactly. But I do have my reasons for keeping our relationship hush-hush.”

The front door chimes, relieving me from having to indulge in every detail at the moment.

“Well, I want a full report at lunch. Right now, I’ve got shirts to fold and you’ve got a customer.”

I sail through the morning, getting more and more nervous about lunch. It’s not that I think Carol wouldn’t believe me. Not with her cousin’s story. Hell, it was just a few weeks ago she was the one trying to convince me the aliens were real.

But as Drake has pointed out with painful clarity, if anyone in the community were to find out, we’d both be at risk. It’s not as though the aliens are exactly welcome around here, despite their ability to attract tourists. And most definitely not with the way most of them take their victims against their will.

Drake did none of that with me, but he’s told me how the male minotaurs are: brutal and unforgiving. All they care about is spreading their seed and they don’t care who they hurt in the process.

The powers-that-be could easily and swiftly take him into custody and do whatever they want, including using him as bait to lure the others, treating his body as if it is nothing more than a scientific experiment to glean information from, or even torture him as a form of punishment for what his male counterparts have done to the women of this town.

The thing is, Drake isn’t like the others. He wants a life with me, to take care of me and provide for me. And he wants to do these things despite the many challenges we could potentially face, especially once the baby is born.

If there even is a baby.

We’re not sure yet if I can even get pregnant with his seed. It doesn’t always take.

But the good news is that I haven’t started my period. I’m actually about three days late. So, there’s hope yet. Honestly, nothing would make me happier than to get pregnant with Drake’s child.

That afternoon while we’re eating sandwiches on our break, I confess to Carol that I met Drake the night she told me about her cousin, explaining that he’s a secret operative who hunts down aliens and prefers to keep his personal life extremely quiet. The irony is that it’s true. Drake actually does work as a cop with his main focus being to patrol for aliens.

“I wanted to tell you, but I was waiting for Drake to suggest we all have dinner together.”

“No worries. I completely understand. Seems like everything is a bit nuts around here during mating season. But in a few weeks, that will all be behind us, at least for the next six or seven months.”

I’m so relieved she understands, even though I still feel a little guilty for lying.

“Have I mentioned I’m really happy for you?”

I smile and give her a sideways hug as we sit on the couch. “In your own way, yes. And thank you. I’m happy, too.”

That evening, when I get home, Drake is already preparing our dinner. He still has his own place, but he stays with me most nights of the week when he’s not on duty.

I can smell the aroma before I shut the door, and I wonder how I got so lucky to land a sexy man who will cook me dinner. Even though he’s an alien, I still think of him as my “man.”

“Perfect timing,” he says, plating the food as I walk in the kitchen.

“It smells amazing.” But the moment I say it, nausea creeps up my throat, and I have to cover my mouth with a fist.

Drake turns to face me, both plates in hand, but when he gets a look at me, he almost drops them to the floor.

“Oh fuck,” he says, moving his gaze over me.

I swallow the bile in my throat, the nausea disappearing just as quickly as it came on. I look down at my outfit, wondering if have a stain or something. But my slacks and blouse seem perfectly normal. “What’s wrong?”

His eyes meet mine as he says, “You’re pregnant.”

I lean against the wall, feeling the room begin to spin. “You can tell that just by looking at me?”

Something wild flickers in his eyes as he nods. “Your aura has completely shifted from your hips to your belly. And it’s … dark blue, which means…”

“But … I don’t feel pregnant,” I say as he slides our dinner on the counter and walks toward me.

“Oh, you will soon enough, my love. Probably before the end of the evening, too.” His hands fist my hair, and his erection pops from his pants, ripping through the zipper and popping the button completely off.

I glance down at his length as he caresses my face. It’s already throbbing, clear fluid dripping in a steady stream from the tip. I’ve never seen him this aroused.

It’s so fucking sexy.

I wrap my fingers around his wide girth, amazed at how warm it is to the touch. “Shouldn’t we do a test to be sure?” I ask, not really sure why I’m even thinking about that at the moment when clearly he’s about to fuck me senseless.

“We can, but right now…” he says, gently tugging my hair and forcing me to meet his gaze, “my cock is about to explode, so I’m going to need your sweet pussy to hold my cum.”

My breasts suddenly feel full, and as Drake sensually cups them through my blouse, I give his cock a tug, swiping up some of his pre-cum and using it to fist his cock.

He growls, letting his eyes close for a moment before grabbing my shirt and ripping it open with his bare hands.

I gasp, and he ends up doing the same thing to my bra and slacks, tearing them both into shreds to reveal my aching flesh. My pussy clenches and releases as he pulls me to a kiss, sliding my thin panties aside to enter me.

The tip of this thick member carves through my lips and sinks into my depths, forcing a deep moan to come up my throat. Pleasure ripples through me as I wrap my arms around his neck and he lifts me off the floor.

“Fuuuuck,” he groans, taking a few steps and holding me to the wall as he grinds his hips, moving his thickness in and out of me. “Now that you’re pregnant, I’m going to be hard all the time.”

“Oooohhh,” I purr, feeling the headiness of my lust that’s suddenly gripped me from head to toe. “I need to cum so bad…”

“I’ll make sure you do, baby,” Drake edges out. He cups my ass and within half a dozen pumps, his seed shoots out, the force of the spray pulsating against my g-spot and making me cum with him.

My nipples tingle and tiny knots form in my belly as he continues to grind his hardness along my walls. They contract hard around his thickness, tugging out more and more of his seed.

Leaning forward, he presses his lips to my nipples and gently suckles, flicking his tongue over my delicate tissue before moving to the other one. My buds have become sensitive, to the point that his teasing almost hurts. He sucks harder, forcing my nipples to stick out like long bullets by the time he’s done.

The visual drives him to delirium, and it gets to me too. My breasts look so sexy, and I could almost swear they are growing in size right in front of me.

I roll my hips as Drake looks me in the eyes, sparks dancing in his irises as he slams his cock in and out of my dripping cunt.

“Cum for me again,” he grunts. “I want to feel it.”

His command sends me over the edge, and my walls seem to shrink around his cock with more intensity than ever. Bright lights flash as I orgasm, and I end up digging my nails into his chest as he rams into me with brutal force.

“Mmmmm,” I moan, immersed in so much pleasure I can hardly think straight.

He growls and leans in, pulling one of my nipples into his mouth as he cums once more, vocalizing his pleasure in a way that makes me tremble.

“Oh god, please don’t stop…” I beg.

His seed is hot as it shoots out in ropes, each pulse reviving my orgasm and making my pussy throb deliciously.

Before long, we’re both covered in sweat, our hearts pounding as we cling to one another.

Drake carries me to the couch and lays me down, his length sliding out of me. It’s now semi-hard and covered in the sheen of our desire.

“I could get used to coming home to this,” I say, trailing a hand down the front of his washboard abs.

“That’s a good thing,” he says, planting a soft kiss on my lips. “Because you will be coming home to this, every day. Especially now that you’re pregnant.”

“I want to know for sure, Drake. Can you take me to the store to get a test?” I ask, moving a fist up and down his sticky cock, already wanting him to fuck me again, but this time in the ass.

He chuckles. “You don’t need a test. Put your hand here.”

He tugs my hand off his erection and places it palm down over my lower belly. I’m not sure what he’s doing, but within several seconds, I feel the fluttering, not only inside of me but against the fleshy part of my palm as well.

My mouth drops open, and wide-eyed, I feel a smile form on my lips.

“Is that…?”

“Yes, my love. That’s my seed, taken root inside your angelic body.”

I can’t believe it. I really am pregnant. Pregnant with an alien’s baby.


Drake

Harper’s eyes light up like brilliant orbs when she discovers movement inside of her belly. And damnit if my cock doesn’t get another surge of blood.

It’s hard enough that being in the presence of a fertile female sends our libido into overdrive. But when our mate becomes pregnant, it’s as if all hormones bust loose.

I simply will not be able to get enough of her sweet pussy.

“How is it possible that I feel her moving so early?”

I can’t help but smile at her wondrous curiosity. And she is right: it’s a girl. But I won’t tell her just yet. I’ll let it be a surprise.

It also suddenly occurs to me that I neglected to inform her of what it’s like to carry a minolaur’s child.

“Your pregnancy will move rapidly. We’ve only got five months to prepare.”

“Five months?” she cries, pushing up on her arms. “That’s … that’s not enough time, Drake!”

“It’s okay,” I gently urge her, cupping her face in my palms. “I’ll be here to help. You won’t be alone like the others.”

“Oh god,” she says, falling back down on the couch and covering her face.

I chuckle softly. She’s just as adorable as she is sexy. A primal urge rises in me, wanting to take her again. But a soft knock at the door stops that plan in its tracks.

“I’ll get it. You rest. And then we’ll have our dinner before I take you to bed.”

Harper thanks me as I stand, tucking my shrinking erection back inside my pants. It’s going to be a busy five months if I stay this hard all the time.

I open the front door, expecting to find a solicitor. But one look at Frank and I know something is seriously wrong.

He doesn’t even have to speak.

“When do we have to leave?” I ask.

“I’m sending a car here in three hours.”

“Fuck,” I mutter, dropping my head. “What happened?”

Frank is my main contact point. He’s the one responsible for getting me the job at the local police department. He’s also responsible for getting three women pregnant last year.

“I don’t know all of the details, but I got word that the Chief of Police is keeping an eye on you.”

This is bad. No, worse than bad. This is a fucking catastrophe.

I’m going to have to leave Harper behind.

And I just fucking found her.

I cast a look over my shoulder, wondering if she’s able to hear any of this conversation.

“So, you’re telling me I’ve got three hours to say goodbye to the woman carrying my child? That’s fucked up, Frank. I won’t even get to see my own offspring emerge into this world?”

He tosses up a hand. “Sorry, I should have clarified. We’ve arranged for you to relocate to a small town in Montana. I’ve already touched base with one of my contacts, and they’re securing a job for you as a bouncer at a local club. You can bring her,” he says, quickly glancing behind me.

Relief floods me as I run my hands through my hair. “Gods… okay, thank you.”

“Make sure you have everything you need before your ride shows. We will not be coming back.”

I thank Frank for the heads-up—something he didn’t have to do, and I make my way back to Harper to give her the “good” news.

I’m familiar with this town in Montana. It’s a good place to be because it’s small, and one of the doctors there is a minolaur. He’ll be able to deliver Harper’s baby, keeping our secret safe.

And when our child is born, she’s going to look just like her mother. I can already see it in my mind’s eye.

I walk to Harper, who’s already in the kitchen lighting a few candles for our dinner. She rubs her tummy as she turns to face me, and I can’t help but fall a little more deeply in love with her.

I break the news to her as gently as I can, and I’m amazed that she doesn’t get upset.

“I’m a little sad that I have to leave my friends behind, but … I’ll follow you to the ends of the earth, Drake. I love you, and I’m mated to you for life.”

“Fuck I love you too. And you are my mate for life. I’ll make sure you never forget that.”

***

When I get home from my bouncer job, all I want is to take in the sight of my pregnant angel. Knowing her, she’s probably making dessert for us to have after dinner. She’s been doing that a lot lately, and I’m not complaining. I love what the extra calories are doing to her body, and the baby loves it too. Sugar is an essential nutrient for a growing minolaur fetus.

I see her standing at the sink, all those glorious fucking curves that give me a little something extra to hold on to when I’m fucking her. That long dark hair of hers spills down her back and over the swell of her ass. She’s wearing a cute little sundress, even though it’s the dead of Winter here in Wyoming. But since she’s four months pregnant, she’s hot all the time.

When she turns around, I can see the enormous swell of her belly and it makes me rage with need.

“How long have you been standing there?” she says playfully, licking some icing from a wooden spoon.

“Long enough to get a hard-on the size of Montana.”

She giggles and tosses the spoon aside. “Well, we’ll just have to do something about that, won’t we?”

I unzip my pants and let them fall to the linoleum. My erection pushes up through the elastic waist of my briefs, already dripping with need. “What did you have in mind?”

Biting the corner of her lip, Harper sensually drags the strap of her dress over her shoulder. I stand there stroking myself as she does the same with the other side before letting the soft fabric swoosh to the floor.

Her breasts, creamy and heavy with milk, make my balls ache as they fill with cum. And her belly … oh gods her round belly is the real joy. I’ve never seen a more beautiful sight than my pregnant mate.

“You’re fucking gorgeous, but you know what I want, don’t you?”

Raising a brow at me, Harper smirks before bouncing past me, making her way to the bedroom of our modest home.

I watch her disappear around the corner, just so I can watch the little wiggle in her step, and if forces a small amount of cum to pulse from my slit. My balls draw up tight, and I know the first pulse of seed I give her will come faster than ever.

By the time I get to the bedroom, she’s bottoms-up on our king-size bed, her rose quivering as I approach. “Mmm, that’s my good girl, getting that ass ready for me.”

“I’ve been thinking about this all day,” she says, her face pressed against the soft comforter.

“That makes two of us.” I place my hands on her hips, dragging my fingers over her smooth flesh and soft curves.

I let one finger navigate to her clit and begin lightly rubbing her there, watching the muscles of her wide ass clench over and over as she purrs and moans.

“I hope you’re in the mood for a rough ass fuck.”

She huffs and nods as I swirl my finger in a circle. Her bundle of nerves grows larger, her juices spilling out and rolling over the spot where I’m touching her.

“Fuck,” I groan, my cock throbbing and bouncing, clear fluid stretching several inches down from my slit.

I probe her pussy with my free hand, and that’s all it takes to send her over the edge. Her clit bounces as she cums, the walls of her cunt squeezing my digit in rhythmic pulses as she squeals in pleasure.

“I’m cumming!” she cries out.

As if I didn’t know.

Smiling, I diddle her faster, watching her tight little sphincter quiver over and over. And when my balls are about to blow, I angle the tip of my dick at her ass and sink all the way in with one push, my pre-cum lubing the way.

Intense heat courses through my veins as her tiny opening grips my cock like a glove. Great gods in heaven, she’s got the best ass on the fucking planet, hands down.

“Oh fuck!” she cries out.

And the second my balls barely brush the lips of her pussy, I jet out a hard burst of cum that makes me roar.

I grip her hips and hold on tight as I begin to pump furiously. And her tight sphincter seems to clamp down around my wide girth as she cums again.

I increase my speed, watching the flesh of her ass ripple in hard waves with each thrust. The sight makes me cum again with lightning speed, and I lose count of how many times I orgasm inside of her forbidden hole.

My cock is like a jackhammer, filling her up with so much of my seed I start to feel dehydrated.

With a raging pulse and somewhat satiated libido for the time being, I pull out of her and get her nestled under the covers for a post-coital snuggle.

She murmurs as I run my hand over her belly.

“I want to stay like this forever,” she whispers.

“We can stay like this for the next month. Well, you can, at least. Unfortunately, I have to work.”

I kiss her shoulder as she laughs softly. “Hard to believe we’re going to be parents in a few weeks.”

“Mm-hmm. Parents to the first of many.”

“How many?” she asks, turning her head in my direction.

“As many as you can stand. I want you pregnant all the time.”

She rolls over to face me, a wicked smile on her face. “I rather like being pregnant with your child. So, I think I approve.”

Pretty cute that she approves of something that was going to happen anyway. But I appease her.

“Good,” I say, sliding a hand between her legs. “Now, where were we?”
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Willow

I’ve just graduated from high school, and I can’t wait to spend the summer relaxing at my uncle’s cabin. Alone. Without having to listen to my sister’s constant whining and my mom’s non-stop fighting with her boyfriend.

But peace and quiet seem to elude me when I show up at the place. If the roar of a chainsaw isn’t ringing in my ears, it’s the crack of trees falling right outside my window that drives me to the brink of insanity. Angry as hell, I make my way through the path that leads to the pond and I catch a glimpse of the perp.

I’ve got an ax to grind with this a-hole. And I don’t give a damn if he’s larger than life, smoking hot, and holding a running chainsaw. I’m going to give him a piece of my mind and chase him away for good.

Hawk

I spent three years letting my witch of an ex-wife tell me what to do, and all so she could cheat on me, clean out my bank account, and take the home I bought for us right out from under my nose.

Seriously. I gave that woman everything, only to be tossed aside like garbage.

And now, I’m going to do what I always do: recover by building something from scratch with my bare hands, starting with another home that’s for me and me only. A nice little cabin in the woods where I can retire and live happily ever after as a single man.

So, when this red-hot pepper of a girl comes bouncing up to me—her blond ponytail flying and spit spraying from her lips and flames coming from her ears—I don’t give her the time of day, much less let her dictate what I do on my own damn property.

And if that little brat bugs me long enough, I’ll turn her over my knee and give her a “what for.”

I dare her to push me.


Willow

The moment I pull into the driveway of my uncle’s cabin, I can feel the tension that’s built up over the past year start to melt. I just graduated from high school, and my Uncle Roger gave me this place to use for the next two months as a graduation gift.

I park at the end of the drive and get out of the car, taking in the fresh country air, sunshine, and ample shade provided by the surrounding woods. It’s a good thing I don’t scare easily because I’m literally miles from civilization. But that’s what I’ve always loved about Uncle Roger’s cabin. You don’t have to worry at all about loud neighbors or even nosy ones. If I want to prance around the woods naked as a jaybird and skinny dip in the pond, I can totally do it.

And despite being miles from civilization, the closest town is only about a twenty-minute drive where I can do all of my shopping or eat at the local diner if I don’t feel like cooking.

But most importantly, I’ve got the place all to myself this summer—no whiny baby sister and no having to listen to my mom and her boyfriend screaming and yelling at each other all the damn time. I’ve had about all I can take of that bullshit. And when my uncle handed me the keys to his cabin, I cried real tears of joy. My mom didn’t want me to go. But I’m eighteen years old now, so she couldn’t really stop me.

This is going to be the best summer of my life.

I get all my luggage and groceries inside and notice a musty smell. Uncle Roger told me he was too busy to vacation up here this winter, so it hasn’t been aired out in eight or nine months. Damn, I wish I’d brought some candles, but cracking the windows will work just as well.

I open the kitchen and living room windows first, then head to the only bedroom in the cabin. That window seems to be stuck, but after a few good yanks, it finally gives. And right as I’m making sure the screen is secure, I hear the sound of a chainsaw, the rev of the engine soft and muted, as if way off in the distance.

I don’t think much of it as I get to work unpacking a week’s worth of groceries and putting my clothes away. But as I’m hanging my sundresses up, I can’t help but notice the roar of the chainsaw getting closer, louder, and more obnoxious.

It’s probably someone cutting down a few dead trees, so I still don’t let it get to me. They’ll probably be done in a few hours anyway.

I make myself a sandwich and immediately tear into the chocolate chip cookies I brought when I happen to notice a photo album sitting on the coffee table. There are about a half a dozen albums scattered about the cabin, and I’ve always enjoyed thumbing through them. But this one looks new. Smiling, I make my way over and start scanning the pages, reliving fond memories of summers spent right here when I was younger, before my dad passed away.

Most of these pictures I haven’t seen. And some of them were taken before I was even born, specifically the ones of Uncle Roger and my dad as boys swimming in the pond and catching a few trout. My grandma is in the background, lying on the beach in her 1970’s style bikini.

These snapshots make my heart ache, wishing my dad had never been killed in that car accident. I was only seven when it happened, so I still have a few memories of him. But they’re beginning to fade, and that makes me sad. I carry him in my heart, wherever I go. I replay those memories over and over, as much as I can, so that I will never completely forget.

Once I’m finished eating, I relax on the couch with a book, streaming some music from my Bluetooth speaker. Every few seconds, I hear the chainsaw revving in the background, and the noise is starting to irritate me. I’m also starting to wonder who the hell is cutting down trees around here, and why.

This cabin sits on at least a couple thousand acres. My uncle has always taken great pride in the fact that we have about two to three square miles of total privacy. It was one of his biggest selling points when renting it out for extra cash. It’s been a while since he’s done that. Too many shady renters and midnight emergency repairs. But still, I have to wonder if this is a trespasser I’m dealing with.

And after several more hours of noise pollution, I decide it’s time to find out. So I pick up my phone and call Uncle Roger right away.

“How’s everything at the cabin, little darlin’?”

“It’s perfect, Uncle Roger. Just like I remember. I do have a small issue, though.”

“If it’s about the ceiling fan, I’m aware of the problem, and I’m actually coming up there next weekend to fix it.”

“It’s not that. I think we might have a trespasser.”

“A trespasser? Was someone inside the cabin when you got there?” he asks, his voice near panic.

“No, nothing like that. They’re outside. Cutting down trees with a chainsaw. And over the last few hours, it sounds as if they’re getting closer to the cabin.”

“Oh, that,” he says, sounding relieved. “Yeah, I should have mentioned…I sold a couple hundred acres to this gentleman a few days ago. He did mention he was planning on building a house, but I had no idea he’d start this soon.”

I cover my face with my hand.

“You’ve got to be kidding me,” I mutter.

“Sorry, sweetie. I really didn’t think it would be an issue. You want me to give him a call and get an idea of his schedule?”

“No, that’s okay.” I blow out a hard breath. “Not like it would make a difference.”

“He’s probably just clearing away some land. Hell, it can take months to get a permit for building a house. I’m sure he won’t be out there all summer.”

I take consolation in this and hang up with my uncle. And he promises to let me know before he shows up next weekend to fix the fan. And all I can think about is what I will do if this joker drives me nuts all summer long.

By dinnertime, the noise is making me insanely angry. I’ve always been quick to anger. I know this. But I will absolutely lose my shit if I have to listen to this every day for the next two months.

Something inside of me snaps, and I barge out the door, not even bothering to change into something a little more appropriate than booty jean shorts and a too-small halter top. I even pull my hair into a ponytail as I storm along the trail in the woods, feeling like I’m ready to start a fist fight.

I follow the sound of the chainsaw as I make my way down the hill, and within a few seconds, I see the son of a bitch. He’s leaning over several fallen trees as he cuts away the limbs.

When he sees me coming, he stands upright, and I get a better look at him.

Holy fuck, he’s huge. And hotter than hell.

Why are the sexy ones always a dick?

I know that may seem harsh, but let’s face it. The hot ones usually turn out to be pricks. Besides, right now he’s being a dick because he’s officially ruined my first day of summer. God, he’s actually so hot, I find myself making fists, already wanting to punch something.

That doesn’t even make sense to me, but that’s how I feel.

He shuts off the chainsaw, and while I planned to be nice and sweet at first, “nice and sweet” is not what comes out of my mouth.


Hawk

I set my chainsaw on the ground and rest on a tree trunk before tearing into my sandwich. It’s mid-afternoon, and I normally don’t wait this long to eat, but I have a little more land to clear with no time to waste. I want to break ground on my new home by next week.

Kind of crazy that I’m doing this at all, but the hard work and all the blood, sweat, and tears that I’ll pour into building my home will be worth it.

Six months ago, my divorce was final. My ex-wife—the fucking witch—cheated on me with some dickface she works with. And because her sister is an attorney, they conspired to use every trick in the book, somehow making me look like the bad guy. She accused me of emotional abandonment, or some such shit, and managed to slink to her lowest level yet, playing every dirty card she had to win the house in the divorce settlement.

A house that I had bought for her right after we moved here.

A house that I sank a lot of money and time into when adding on an additional room for The Witch to host her candle parties.

A house I believed we’d raise a family in.

A house I now fucking hate because of the fucking memories that haunt those walls.

Fuck, just thinking about what she did to me makes my blood boil. And yeah, if I’m being honest, I’m not too keen on women these days, right or wrong as that may be.

When I learned she was going for the house, I couldn’t afford to fight her on my meager lumberjack salary. But I didn’t feel like it anyway. Hell, we’d done enough fighting the last few months of our marriage to last me the rest of my life.

What I did do was thank her for showing me what a low down, dirty bitch she truly is before I let that woman bear my children. She was never worth one ounce of my love, much less my seed. And I’m thankful every fucking day that it ended when it did. And now, I’m a twenty-eight-year old bachelor and I plan to keep it that way for good. I won’t let anyone inside this heart of mine just to yank it out and stomp on it.

I’ve been renting a little trailer a few miles from here, knowing it’s not a permanent solution. I think I’ve been waiting for inspiration to strike. Or maybe I needed to feel compelled to do something with my hands that would benefit me directly for once (that’s one thing I love about being a lumberjack: it helps me vent a lot of frustration).

When I passed the “land for sale” sign a few weeks ago, I felt that pull. That little tug that said I needed to jump on the opportunity. After checking out the location and meeting with the owner of the property, I can honestly say I can’t wait to build my house from the ground up.

I purchased a few hundred acres, and that’s plenty for me to expand upon, should I decide to put in a swimming pool, or even build another house to rent out or sell. I’ve even got a little pond to fish in. I can add on or I can take away and no crazy bitch will be able to divorce me and steal it.

I finish all three of my sandwiches and guzzle down a liter of water before starting up the saw and going back at it. The sun is already starting to dip in the sky, which means I only have a few hours of daylight left. I need to make the most of every second.

I fell several more trees over the next hour and start limbing the bigger one when I catch movement out of the corner of my eye. I assume it’s a wild animal, and one look lets me know I’m partly right.

It appears to be a girl, stomping her way towards me with a whole lot of wild anger swirling around her. I don’t know if it’s the fire in her eyes, or the red of her cheeks, or the way her fists are clenched. But I can tell she is not a happy camper.

Hell, what chick is?

When she gets close, I can practically see the steam billowing from her ears. Her long, blond hair is pulled into a ponytail that appears to be sprouting off the top of her head, and I can’t help but wonder if she’s lost her mama or daddy.

I hit the kill switch on the saw as she stops.

“Excuse me. What are you doing?” she asks, quipping out her words with so much irritation you’d think we’d already met and had words about this.

“Clearing some land. What are you doing?”

I can tell what she isn’t doing, and that’s bothering to cover up her body. The girl is wearing jean shorts that would pass as bikini bottoms and a light pink cropped halter top that barely covers her tiny breasts. I shouldn’t be rolling my gaze over her, but damn…

She rolls her eyes and crosses her arms over her chest before jutting her hip to the side, as if to say, “how dare you ask me a question.”

“I’m trying to relax in my summer cabin,” she snaps. “But there’s so much noise I can’t even hear myself think.”

I glance behind her and see the roof of the cabin she’s talking about. The only other cabin around for miles.

“Is your daddy Roger Snow?”

Her jaw clenches and this flustered look crosses her face. “No. He’s my uncle.”

“Well, it would seem your uncle neglected to inform you that I bought some of his property. And you’re keeping me from my work, so, if you don’t mind…”

Her sardonic laugh pisses me off. “Well, you’re keeping me from enjoying my vacation. Can’t you do that another time?”

This time I laugh. Little girl thinks she’s going to boss me around. “Can you relax another time?”

Her eyes widen in shock. “Obviously, I can’t. You’re the one encroaching on my peace and quiet.”

“Oh, am I?” I say, setting my saw down and struggling to keep my cool. Fuck, this bratty teen is making me see red.

“Yes, you are.” She tilts her head to the side and purses her lips.

“Well, guess what? I happen to be building a home here. Something that’s a little more important than letting a child relax.” I make air quotes as her mouth falls open. “And, as it just so happens, I’ve got about half an acre to clear out. If it takes me all summer to do it, well, that’s just too freaking bad, little missy.”

“I’m not a child.”

Then stop acting like one, I think.

“I’m eighteen years old, and I’d like to have a little downtime before starting college this fall. Something a meat head like you probably wouldn’t understand.”

“Is that so…?” I ask, a growl starting to climb up my throat as she scans me from head to toe.

“Yep. Sure is.”

Slinging insults. Just like a woman. Only this is no woman I’m dealing with. She may be a legal adult, but this brat is asking for a whooping. And my right hand is twitching to give her one.

“Let me make myself crystal fucking clear.” Now that I know she’s an adult, I don’t have to use a filter with her. I take a few steps in her direction, closing the gap between us, and notice her nipples poking through the fabric of her halter top. My cock gets a surge of blood, but it’s just a primal response. I’m not at all attracted to this little firecracker. “This meat head has every right to be out here cutting down trees on my property. You don’t like it? You can take it up with your uncle. Until then, you’re wasting my time. Oh, and you’re trespassing, too. So why don’t you go on back to your cabin and find a coloring book to doodle in. Maybe that will occupy your selfish little mind and help you relax.”

I pick up my chainsaw and start it up again, this time noticing the rage in her eyes before I turn my back to her. And yeah, with a smile on my face.

I don’t care if she’s pissed or her feelings are hurt. She’ll learn mighty damn quick no woman tells Hawk Braden what to do.


Willow

I storm my way back up the trail to the cabin, my heart racing from sheer outrage.

I thought this guy was a dick, but I was wrong. He’s a cocksucking motherfucker if I ever saw one! I’ve dealt with plenty of rude people in my life, but this asshole takes the fucking cake.

“Coloring book, my ass,” I mutter under my breath.

The moment I step foot inside the cabin, I grab my phone and call my uncle back. He’s going to have to do something about this or I will.

“What’s up, sweetie?”

“That … that … gentleman you sold the property to is anything but, Uncle Roger. That’s what’s up right now.” I’m practically panting from being so pissed. I pace the floor as my uncle’s silence throws me off. “Are you still there?”

“I’m still here. I’m not quite following you. Did something happen?”

“You could say that,” I answer through gritted teeth.

“Oh Jesus … do I need to come up there alone or should I bring some friends?” Uncle Roger’s voice is low and quiet, like he’s working on controlling his temper. Yeah, I kind of inherited that from my dad’s side of the family.

I hear my aunt in the background, asking what’s going on.

“I’m pretty sure this is something that you can handle alone,” I answer.

“I’ll be the judge of that. Tell me everything that happened.”

I take a deep breath and fill him in on every detail of our conversation, my anger slowly diminishing as I feel him moving into my corner. When I’m finished, I collapse on the couch and toss an irritated glance at the window as the chainsaw roars outside.

“Um…is that all?”

My insides sink. “He called me ‘little missy,’ Uncle Roger.”

“Uh-huh?”

How can he not see what a douchebag this guy is? I stand up and walk to the living room window. “Listen, you can hear for yourself.”

I press my phone to the screen and hold it there for several seconds so he can get an earful, then bring the phone back to my ear. “That’s what I’ve been subjected to since I got here six hours ago. It’s obnoxious!”

I swear I hear my uncle laugh, but I must be wrong. I chew on the inside of my lip as I wait for his response. Surely, he will see my side of things.

“Willow, honey, he has a right to cut down his own trees. Not much I can do about that.”

I fight the urge to let out a blood curdling scream, taking several calming breaths instead because I know I won’t win my uncle over without bringing his attention to the real problem, which is how that fuckface spoke to me.

“Fine. I’ll agree that technically he has the right to do that. But what about how he insulted me? You don’t think that deserves a swift kick to the balls?”

Now I definitely hear laughter come through the phone. “Well, according to you, you did call him a meat head. Look, sweetie, your aunt and I are getting ready to head into a restaurant, so I’m going to have to hang up for now. But you call me if he says anything inappropriate or lays a hand on you. Then he’ll have me to contend with. But honestly, Hawk seemed like a stand-up guy when we met the other day. Just let him do his thing, stay out of his way, and I’m sure he won’t bother you again.”

I bite my tongue so hard is starts to bleed. I can’t believe my uncle is taking his side.

“Yeah, sure. Talk to you later.”

I end the call and toss my phone on the couch before making a beeline to the window again. There are a few moments of silence as the sunset begins to cut through the sky, and I count my lucky stars that, at the very least, I won’t have to listen to him sawing down trees at night.

Uncle Roger said his name was Hawk. What the fuck kind of name is that? It’s probably a nickname because no parent in their right mind would name their son after some flying creature.

“Hawk … Hawk…” I say his name out loud several times, as if repeating the name of my mortal enemy over and over will summon a demon to lay a curse on him.

I can’t help but giggle at the thought of actually being able to lay a curse on that rude bastard, and my stomach starts to clench from hunger.

“Welp, if you can’t beat ‘em, make dinner.”

I turn on my Bluetooth and crank up some throat metal, suddenly realizing I can drown out the noise of the chainsaw with music. I even set the speaker in the living room window, making sure it points in Hawk’s direction. Give him a little taste of his own medicine when he’s in between trees.

After pouring some pasta into a pot of boiling water, I open a can of spaghetti sauce and warm it on the stove. I think about how I’ve reacted to all this, and I know I need to work on my temper because that’s the one thing that’s always gotten me in trouble, both at school and at my last job that I was fired from. My mama always tells me that if my dad were still alive, he’d never tolerate the way I act.

Well, she’s right. I do need to be more respectful, not just to my mama but everyone else. It’s just that I feel so angry all the time, and I don’t know why. Sometimes it feels like I might lose control over my own actions. Not that I’d hurt anyone, but there have been times that I’ve nearly put my fist through the wall, having to rush to the doctor for x-rays and recommendations for anger management.

Whatever. I don’t need anger management. I just need people to stop irritating me all the time.

I plate my spaghetti dinner and toss some lettuce in a bowl for a simple salad when my Bluetooth speaker dies. As I walk to the bedroom to get the charging cable, I smile as I pass the window and hear nothing but the rustling of trees.

And then, the chainsaw.

Again.

I stop in my tracks as the rage bubbles to the surface, forcing me to clench my fists and close my eyes.

Oh my god.

I’m.

Gonna.

Lose.

My.

Shit.


Hawk

Fucking hell. I can’t believe I’m letting that mouthy brat get under my skin like this. But ever since she showed up, I’ve been iller than a hornet.

I finish limbing the felled trees, thinking about the way she pointed her hips out, her nipples pricking under that revealing top of hers, and my dick gets stiff. And that right there is the one thing that pisses me off to no end.

I know why she’s making me hard. Because I want to paddle that rear end of hers. And by “paddle” I mean bring my rough hand down on her soft, stubborn little ass. And for some ungodly reason, anytime I think about paddling a chick I get stiff as a fucking board. It was the one thing The Witch never let me do.

Fuck it. She comes around here again, she’ll get just what she deserves. I have to wonder if she kisses her mama with that mouth. And then I get to thinking about how her daddy must handle her. Come to think of it, she probably doesn’t have one because I don’t know too many fathers who would put up with that sassy rudeness. If she doesn’t have one, she needs a daddy type to keep her in line.

Well, it will have to be some other poor sucker to reel that hot pepper of a mess in because I don’t have the patience for it. I don’t have the patience for any woman right now. Fuck ‘em all.

As the sun begins to set, I realize I need to give the chainsaw a rest for the night. I set it down and remove a protein bar from my back pocket when I hear music coming from the firecracker’s direction. Sounds like a bunch of men growling and hacking into a microphone with so much bass I can’t even pick up any music.

I laugh and shake my head. That loaded pistol thinks she’s going to annoy me by playing loud music? Does she realize I won’t be able to hear a goddamn thing over my chainsaw? Good lord, I’m dealing with a brat and an airhead.

I pull the limbs aside and start loading them in my truck, and the more I have to listen to that obnoxious music coming from up the hill, the more irritated I get. Then I get irritated with myself for letting a girl ten years my junior affect my mood.

I force myself to break a smile as I finish loading my truck, trying like hell to mentally block out the noise. And just when I pick up the saw to make sure the chain brake is engaged, I hear the beautiful sound of the music stopping, silence making the smile on my face genuine.

I get a wild hair and tug the start cord, firing up the saw one last time just to send the message that I’m not done here. I’m still around. Girl needs to learn she doesn’t make the rules.

I only run the saw to the count of ten. But when I let it stop, I hear a scream that makes my blood run ice cold. My eyes grow wide as I stand there in the woods, dusk settling in around me as her voice cuts through the trees, the shrillness as sharp as my saw.

Shit.

I set the chainsaw down and start running, jumping over stumps, half-cut trees, and several large rocks that damn near trip me. I don’t know how long she screams for, but it seems like an eternity.

I researched this area damn good before buying the property, so I know that it’s safe as safe can be. But that doesn’t mean a jealous ex didn’t follow her here. Or that there’s some creepy-ass peeping tom hanging around.

Hell, I don’t even know if the little firecracker is staying at her uncle’s cabin alone. I just know something’s wrong. I can’t help but picture some pervert laying his hands on her, forcing her to do something she doesn’t want to do, and it ignites a fire in me. I find myself growling as my feet beat down on the worn path that leads to her cabin. And so help me god, if I get up there and find out some motherfucker is hurting her or taking what doesn’t belong to him, I will rip him in two.

Fuck, I don’t know why I’m acting all possessive, or like a give a shit. But damn if I’m not. Well, she might be a brat, but she doesn’t deserve to get hurt.

When her cabin comes into view, I notice there’s only one car in the driveway. I catch a whiff of dinner cooking as I pass by the window, but I don’t see her inside anywhere. I make it to the front door and raise my fist, beating on it three times as hard as I can, making the decision that if she doesn’t answer within ten seconds, I’m busting the goddamn thing down. Fortunately, the door swings open at the count of nine.

I notice right away the little brat hasn’t changed clothes or taken out her ponytail. In fact, the only thing that’s changed is that she’s now wearing a look of fear as opposed to anger, her eyelids raised and her lips parted.

“What the hell?” she asks.

“My sentiments exactly.”

“What are you doing here?”

“I heard screams. Are you okay?”

She huffs and tosses an arm on her hip. “Obviously I am. I … thought I saw a mouse but it was just a cockroach.”

I relax a little, peeking over her shoulder to see if there’s a man in the room. “Well, that’s good. You here alone?”

Curling her lip at me, Firecracker is making my hand twitch again. “What business is it of yours?”

It suddenly crosses my mind that she could be here with an abusive boyfriend, unable to say a word to me out of fear that he will retaliate. But I can’t exactly tell her that. If only there were some way for me to get inside the cabin and take a look around for myself, just to be sure.

“It’s not my business. But when I hear a woman screaming, I tend to make shit my business.”

“Oh, so now I’m a woman?”

“Of course you’re a—” I stop mid-sentence, remembering the last time we spoke I told her to go home and find a coloring book. The memory almost makes me chuckle right there in front of her, but only because she’s still acting childish. “Of course you’re a woman,” I finish, keeping my voice low and calm because I’m coming in this cabin to be sure there’s not some psycho hiding out, whether she likes it or not.

“Thank you. I’ll take that as your way of apologizing. You can leave now.”

I hold back the growl climbing up my throat and force a smile as she drums her fingers on the door.

“Before I leave, can I trouble you to use the restroom? I’ve been down there all day and I could really use a quick wash.”

Little brat pulls a frown and rolls her eyes. I’m sure she’s about to slam the door in my face, but surprisingly enough, she opens it wider. “I guess since you did go to the trouble of coming up here to check on me, I could let you go to the bathroom.”

“Thank you. I won’t take but a minute.”

This is a good sign. I doubt she’d let me use her bathroom if another man was here.

I step inside, and right away my stomach growls once I smell the food cooking. I glance in the kitchen as I walk past and see several pots on the stove, a bag of lettuce on the counter, a pitcher of iced tea, and on the table, a single plate of spaghetti.

Damn. She can cook? I’m actually surprised.

“Bathroom’s through the bedroom over there,” she says, pointing to the door across the room.

A single lamp illuminates the bedroom, and there’s a closet on the far wall, one of the doors slid to the side. After tossing a quick look over my shoulder to be sure she hasn’t followed me in here, I peek inside the small area. I don’t know why I think someone could be hiding in here, but it’s the only part of this tiny cabin someone could potentially disappear, if they were going to hide. A few dresses are hanging up, really small sundresses that look way too short for a grown woman. But nothing and no one appears to occupy the space.

Feeling satisfied, I head to the bathroom and take care of business, washing my hands afterwards in some floral soapy shit. As I’m drying my hands, I notice a bottle of lotion with small orange flowers on the front, and I don’t know why, but I feel compelled to smell it.

I twist the top and bring it to my nose, taking in the sweet citrus scent. I picture the little firecracker getting out of the shower and rubbing this nonsense on her damp body, and I start to get a little hard.

“Fuck.” I set the bottle back down and notice a piece of paper folded in the corner. I open it up and it looks to be a library receipt. Across the top is her name, Willow Snow, and below, a list of books she’s checked out.

“Willow,” I whisper, right as she knocks on the door.

“Hey, you about done? You’ve been in there a while.”

Pulling a face, I crumple the paper and shove it in my pocket before opening the door. “I’ve been in here all of thirty seconds.”

“Yeah, well, that’s long enough. I’d like to sit down and eat my dinner, if you don’t mind…”

“I’ll get out of your hair then.”

I stroke my beard as I wedge my way between her tiny body and the door, coming so close that my shirt brushes up against her front. I catch a faint whiff of the citrus lotion I just sniffed, and it makes my pulse quicken. She stares up at me with these big blue eyes that are so fucking beautiful it makes me want to become violent.

I have to get out of this cabin before she sees me getting hard. Last thing I need is to be called a pervert.

I hear her footsteps behind me as I approach the front door, a very small part of me wishing I could try her spaghetti, just to see if it tastes as good as it smells. Mere curiosity, nothing more.

“Please don’t make this a habit,” she says.

“Hmm?” I turn to face her as I stand in the doorway.

“Using my bathroom. This ain’t no quickie mart.”

“Don’t worry, sweet cheeks. I don’t want to see you any more than you want to see me.” Anger flares in her eyes before I add, “Oh, and by the way, I don’t apologize to women. Not ever.”

As I barge off, I wonder how long it will take her to come to me tomorrow morning and start bitching about the noise. Because I plan to be out here at the first crack of dawn.


Willow

I can’t sleep for shit, I’m still so angry at Hawk.

I don’t apologize to women. Ever.

What a jerk!

I hope he comes back tomorrow asking to use my bathroom because I will take real pleasure in slamming the door in his damn face.

And that look he gave me as he was walking out of my bathroom? Making a point to brush up against me, like he had … intentions? I don’t know if he was trying to intimidate me or just be a jackass. But he definitely succeeded in the latter, making it easy to ignore the fact that I got a little aroused at his proximity. If he were a decent human being, I might allow myself to fantasize about sleeping with him.

About giving him my virginity.

But he’s not worth it.

I’ve yet to meet a man who even comes close to being the type of man my dad was, who even remotely deserves to get in my pants.

I bet Hawk got himself a hard-on as he stared down at my half naked body, thinking about how nice it would be to get his hands on my innocent flesh and plunge his erection in my tight, wet, virgin hole. That is what most men think about, is it not? Popping 18-year-old’s cherries?

Damn. With all those muscles and facial hair, and the fact that he obviously has to prove his masculinity by cutting down trees all day, Hawk is just the type of guy who picks up a different girl every week to take advantage of. He’s easy on the eyes, I’ll give him that, so based on looks alone he could have whoever he wanted.

But given his salty attitude, they probably don’t stick around for long. I know I wouldn’t. Even if I was that type of girl to let him fuck me, I wouldn’t want to be in his presence for more than five minutes. Moot point, anyways, seeing as I want to fuck him about as much as he wants to apologize to women.

Asshole.

I finally drift off to sleep, feeling my body relax as my thoughts drift to random things. And right as I’m entering the land of the sandman, I start having a strange dream of Hawk showing back up here, saying he left something and needs to get it.

But when he walks through my door, he reaches down the front of my shorts and slides his thick finger between my puffy folds, and I wake up, legs trembling and pussy clenching like a fist. I feel an ache in my belly, and I curse myself for letting that man make an appearance in one of my sex dreams.

Grumbling, I pull the pillow over my head and roll over as I force myself to envision cows jumping over the moon until I finally fall asleep for good.

***

Morning comes way too soon, and I realize too late that I left my bedroom window open all night. Because the first thing I hear before my eyes are even open is that damn chainsaw. It’s been a while since I woke up enraged, but that’s how I greet my second day of summer vacation.

“Wonderful,” I mutter.

I sit up in bed and peek through the blinds, feeling the heat of anger float through my veins. I don’t know why I’m looking outside. It’s not like I’m going to see him. I wish I could, though, just so I could get his attention and flip him off.

I fall back down and yank the covers over my head, grumbling incoherently as my heart quickens.

I have to do something about this, and the only thing I know to do is get even. In this case, revenge isn’t a dish best served cold, it’s a dish best served hot, and I know just how to make that happen.

Smiling, I get out of bed and make my breakfast. It’s nearly eight o’clock—a little early to head to the pond—but by ten a.m. the water should be the perfect temperature, and it will be in direct sunlight so Hawk can see everything.

I finish breakfast, gritting my teeth as the chainsaw continues to annoy the fuck out of me, even with the windows closed, and I wash the dishes before heading to the shower.

I take my time shaving every little sprig of hair from my body—armpits, legs, and yes, even my virgin pussy gets the hairless treatment. As I part my lips to make sure I reach every inch, I notice how wet I am, my folds glistening with desire.

Okay, I’m probably fertile. It happens.

But then I remember that dream I had about Hawk, and I release a soft moan, letting my finger brush over my clit in what I deem to be “accidental” contact.

I push the thought of Hawk out of my head, digging deep in my mind to replace him with someone else—an old history teacher from high school, Mr. Wilson. I always thought he was pretty hot.

I tease my clit for a few minutes, feeling it balloon at my touch as I fantasize about Mr. Wilson touching me there. But damn if Hawk doesn’t keep barging his way in my fantasy, pushing Mr. Wilson out of the way to lift me up, toss me over the desk, and bury himself deep in my cunt.

“Fuck!” I yell, hitting my fist to the side of the shower.

I’m not doing this. I will not allow that douchebag to become a sexual fantasy, no matter how hot he is.

“He’s a jerk, Willow. What the fuck is wrong with you?” This is what I’ve been reduced to: giving myself a pep talk in the shower.

After rinsing, I yank the shower curtain aside and dry off before shimmying a pair of thong bikini bottoms over my hips. I then secure the top half before wrapping a beach towel around my neck. As I step into my flip-flops and head out the door, I notice the library receipt I left in the bathroom is gone. Great. I’ll just bet that motherfucker took it last night. Which means he now knows my name and what kind of books I like.

I also notice the chainsaw has stopped, and I feel a flash of fear, wondering if he’s quit for the day.

I doubt he would. I’m pretty sure he gets off knowing how much the noise irritates me.

And right now, I’m especially thrilled with knowing how much I’m about to irritate him.

“You can look, but you can’t touch. Fuckface.”


Hawk

I get an early start this morning, alternating between the gas-powered saw and my ax because there’s just something about swinging that thing and watching chunks of raw bark fly around you that’s healing for the soul. Plus, it taps into my beast and allows me to vent in a way I can’t with any other tool.

Truth is, I ought not be using the saw at all. That monster requires the kind of focus I’m having trouble with this morning, and all because of a little firecracker named Willow that’s gotten under my skin.

And no matter what I do to claw her out of my thoughts, there she lurks, like only a pain in the ass brat can.

I know I’m a bastard. I don’t need anyone to tell me that. It’s probably why I don’t give a rip-roaring fuck if I wake her up this morning. On the other hand, I’m glad that I’ve now switched over to the quiet ax because I really don’t feel like dealing with her mouth today.

In fact, I think I’ll stick with the ax for the rest of the day if for no other reason than to ensure I don’t have to see her. I don’t need that bullshit or her over-the-top drama.

And I sure as fuck don’t need to deal with the same hard-as-steel boner I had most of the night when thinking about her body, that spankable ass, those blue eyes, and the way she smelled. It took three good jerks to get that chick out of my head last night, and only to wake up thinking about her again.

“God damn,” I curse under my breath as I swing the ax as hard as I can.

It occurs to me that if I can just get through today without seeing her, I’ll probably be in the clear. More than likely, she’s only here through the weekend, during which I’ll be working my day job, splitting logs for the local sawmill.

Good riddance, I think.

And yet, there’s this tug in my gut at the possibility of not seeing her again. And that’s got me irritated as fuck.

I suddenly picture her bent over the stump right next to me, her little hands pressed into the jagged pieces of wood as her ass is laid bare before me. She’s looking at me over her shoulder, those long blond strands blowing in the wind, the sun hitting her skin, and those blue eyes pleading for redemption as I take off my belt.

“No redemption for you, brat.”

I think it may be time to find a local to have a little fun with. One that’s not looking for a commitment, even though that’s not my style. Never has been. But drastic times call for drastic measures. Maybe I can find one that’s got a little sass in her, one who might like a strong man to hold her down and bring his hand to her ass.

I’m thinking about it pretty good when I see Willow in the distance, walking my way. I don’t know what reason she’d have for coming up here, but as she gets closer, the reason becomes apparent. She’s wearing a light orange bikini, a multi-colored towel tossed over her left arm.

“You’ve gotta be kidding me.”

She doesn’t so much as look in my direction as she approaches. But I do. In fact, I’m looking at all of her. It’s impossible not to when a girl’s wearing barely enough fabric to cover a sweet potato.

“Where you going, girl?”

“Swimming,” she states, breezing past me like she owns the place.

The pond is just beyond the clearing—my pond—and I’ve got a bird’s eye view of it from where I’m working right now. As I turn in her direction to remind her of whose property she’s on, my eyeballs damn near pop right out of my head.

The little pistol is wearing thong bottoms. A triangular piece of fabric rests right above her crack where a strap of fabric disappears, accentuating the swell of her cheeks.

Like a dam, the veins in my cock open, throbbing and expanding as they get a quick surge of blood that makes me stiff in an instant.

I don’t even know what to say. I can’t even think right now, damnit. So, I stand there like an idiot as she breezes over to the small body of water, tossing her towel on the ground and placing her hands on her hips.

A growl creeps up my throat as I drop the ax and start hustling in her direction. When I’m about twenty or thirty feet away, she peels the thongs down her legs, her crack opening up as she bends down. Her fingers move behind her, unclasping the bikini top before she spins to face me now.

I stop in my tracks, clenching my fists as she lets the material slide down her arms and to the ground.

My pulse hammers as my eyes move down her body—her small breasts decorated with pink little points and her bald pussy, the lips pressed between her legs and all but begging for my cock.

Jesus Christ. My length twitches in my jeans. I’d have to be dead to not respond to this.

“Don’t look at me, you pervert. Or I’ll call my uncle and the cops and have you arrested.”

I don’t know whether to laugh or roar my anger into the wild. My breathing quickens as I squeeze my fingers into a tighter fist.

“You’re going to call your uncle and tell him you pranced through my property, walked up to my pond, and stripped naked just to tease me? Methinks the cops and your uncle would have something to say about that, little missy.”

Willow shakes her head as she turns around and strolls into the water. “Whatever,” she calls out. “Far as I know, this is my uncle’s land, my uncle’s pond, and if I want to take a swim, I should be able to without some creep staring at me like a perverted psychopath.”

That’s when I lose my cool. I start chuckling, shaking my head in disbelief. I know the sensible thing would be to grab my tools and high tail it out of here, even though this is my property and she has no right to be here.

But I’m not feeling too sensible right now.

Oh no.

I feel like a wild animal that’s just been released after years of being locked up.

Something inside of me snaps—more like breaks violently in two—and I walk towards her as she makes her way to knee-high water. I don’t care that my leather boots are getting soaked. And I don’t care that I’m about to do something that could land me in jail.

I’m taking matters into my own hands before things get out of control.

She hears me coming and spins around, her mouth opening up in a gasp as I wrap one arm around her waist and lift her up.

“What are you doing?” she shrieks.

Without answering, I toss her over my shoulder and turn around, making a beeline for her cabin.

“You asshole!”

Fuck, I just want to clamp her mouth shut with my hand, feel the vibrations of her screams against my meaty palm. And I just might do that.

She starts to kick her legs as I make my way up the hill, holding on tight as her small body struggles against my muscled frame.

“Keep fighting, Willow. Won’t do you any good,” I snarl, wrapping my arms tighter around her legs as her cabin comes into view.

“Uggh … you’re such a dick!”

I can’t help but chuckle, but it is all rather entertaining at this point, seeing as I have the upper hand, literally, and she’s about to get a spanking. I twist the handle of the front door, relieved that it’s not locked, and Willow’s feet hit the floor the moment I reach her couch.

“What the fuck is wrong with you,” she says, pounding two fists against my chest, making her small breasts bounce lightly.

“Right now, you’re the only thing wrong with me, little girl, and I think it’s time you had a lesson in manners.”

I grip her by the waist and spin her around, folding her in half over the back of the couch before holding her wrists to her lower back.

“What—what do you think you’re doing?” she asks.

“Doing what your daddy oughta. He obviously didn’t raise you right.”


Willow

Hawk’s words cut through me. I start to tell him my daddy didn’t raise me at all but that seems irrelevant right now. I’m so humiliated that he’s overpowered me, but at the same time…

Fuck.

I don’t know the word for what I’m feeling. I’m experiencing a total loss of power and I should turn jerk one arm free and turn around, punching this joker right between the eyes. But instead of feeling homicidal, I’m growing hot all over, and all I can think about is him taking me rough, taking whatever he wants. And me, giving him that one thing I’ve held on to so dearly.

God, it’s like my brain is melting.

His strong hands grope my fleshy hips, making me weak in the knees. I spread my legs and sink my teeth into my lower lip as I await whatever he has planned.

But when his bare hand strikes my ass, I jump in place and twist my head. “What the—!"

He hits me again, one hard slap after the other, and I struggle to get free, the utter humiliation spreading like a drug throughout my body.

“Why are you spanking me? I’m a grown woman!”

He chuckles, his voice deep and raspy. “You are hardly a grown woman. You’re a self-righteous, entitled little brat who needs a daddy to take control of her unruly behavior.”

“A daddy?” I shriek. He has truly lost his mind.

“Yes, a daddy,” he grits out. “Someone to punish you when you step out of line.”

I let out a grunt as he resumes the spanking, and my flesh starts to burn, the heat radiating in waves from my flesh. I dig my toes into the carpet and wonder why he’s choosing to do this instead of just fuck me like a normal guy.

Oh, that’s right.

He’s not normal!

But what does it say about me that I’m not telling him to stop? That I’m standing here with my legs spread, secretly hoping I will feel him penetrate me when he’s done punishing me?

And why is the heat that’s coming off my ass in waves settling in the deepest part of my belly?

The urge to fight Hawk starts to fade away, and I give in to his domination of me, my cheeks going numb as I lose count of how many times he’s spanked me. And right as I fight the moan creeping up my throat, he stops, just like that, pulling me to a standing position and turning me to face him.

He curls a finger under my chin, forcing me to meet his gaze. There’s a storm brewing in his rich, green eyes, and my legs feel as though they’re about to buckle because, as his lips part, I’m sure he’s about to kiss me.

“Don’t come back on my property again,” he grits out. “Don’t hang out in my work space. And don’t you dare think for one second you can push my buttons to get what you want. You will lose. Every time.”

He spins on his heels and walks out my front door, slamming it shut and leaving me standing there like a complete fool, buck naked and trembling.

I can feel the weight of his anger even after he’s gone. It’s like he’s left a vapor trail of hate. And I don’t know whether to scream or cry. But as I hug my arms, my chin starts to quiver and I release a torrent of tears, falling on the couch and wrapping the blanket around me. It’s a release I desperately need. I can’t remember the last time I cried like this. But obviously my body has been craving it.

Part of why I’m upset is because I know Hawk is right about me. Even though he’s an asshole, it’s probably because I’ve been so rude to him. I deserved every whack he gave me. Hell, I deserved more. And I wish he’d given me more. Tears roll from my eyes to the cushion below as his voice echoes in my head.

You need a daddy to punish you when you step out of line…

Fuck, he’s right.

But don’t daddies also make their little girls feel good, too?

In my mind, I finish the scene, Hawk pulling me into his lap to stroke my hair when he’s done spanking me, telling me I’m still his sweet girl, that he loves me. And then …I feel his erection poking my bottom as he tells me that daddy needs to take just one more thing…

The emotional pain morphs into a sizzling heat that rolls through my gut, settling in that familiar place that I’ve not allowed anyone to touch. My pussy swells, clenches, my clit aching to be touched.

I settle on my back and slide my hand between my legs, feeling the slickness there. After getting my index finger coated in my desire, I brush my clit several times, feeling the heat spread to my chest. My nipples pucker as I bite my lip, bringing myself to the edge of orgasm in mere seconds.

I fantasize about Hawk using his tongue to do what my finger is doing, and I release a breathy moan.

“Oh, yes, daddy…” I murmur, thrusting my hips up.

Just saying the word sends me toppling. My clit throbs as I cum, my body trembling uncontrollably as I keep rubbing the swollen bump, forcing myself to have a second orgasm. It’s too much, this need that I have for Hawk.

I don’t want to need a stranger this much, much less a stranger who’s just as much of a dick as I am a brat.

Then again, maybe that makes us perfect for each other. Not that it matters because he wants nothing to do with me.


Hawk

I head straight to my truck that’s parked at the edge of the woods, and my heart doesn’t slow until I’ve been sitting inside of it for a few minutes.

I hate what Willow is doing to me, making me crave her so goddamn much. I don’t even want to admit how twisted up she’s made me feel, but that little spitfire has got my dick harder than steel, and there’s only one thing to do about that.

I unzip my pants and remove my cock from my jeans before spitting into the palm of my hand. Fuck, all it takes is a few strokes while thinking about that bald pussy, perky little tits, and cherry red nipples to make my dick throb and leak pre-cum.

I swirl my finger around the head, imagining Willow’s tongue doing things an eighteen-year-old girl shouldn’t even know about. I picture her perfect little ass and how fucking good it felt to spank her creamy flesh, and my balls tighten as I get the release I need.

For now.

There’s a hell of a lot more pent up frustration inside of me. I can feel it. And I know I need to get a grip on it because even if Willow is only here for a few more days, I’m going to be neighbors with her family.

I could potentially see her on a regular basis.

I get back to work clearing the trees, this time switching to the chainsaw because it’s so much faster. And that’s when I start to feel a little bad, just a little guilty, remembering my words to Willow before storming out of her cabin and the way she looked up at me with those eager blue eyes, begging for me to do more than just spank.

The truth that’s hard to admit is that I want her to push my buttons. I think I get off on it, wanting to be a daddy to her. Not a real daddy mind you, but the kind of man who keeps her in check, enforces rules but also nurtures her, paddles her bottom when she’s being a brat and gives her special kisses right where she needs me to.

“Right where I fucking want to,” I growl into the woods.

Fucking hell. Nothing like this has ever even crossed my radar. But thinking about it now, it feels like home to me.

Willow feels like home, god damnit.

I put the whole thing out of my mind as I finish out my day. I don’t expect my little firecracker to make another appearance today. Not after what I did to her bottom, not after what I told her. Hell, at this point, she could be calling her uncle or the cops and having me arrested. And I’d fucking deserve it. Her swimming in my lake didn’t give me any right to lay hands on her flesh, no matter how fucking sweet that flesh is.

But somehow, I don’t think Willow would do that. Call it a gut feeling, but I think she enjoyed what I did to her just as much as I did.

Too bad I won’t be able to do it on a regular basis. Wanting to be a daddy to her doesn’t mean that I will be. Like I said, I don’t need that drama in my life. And I sure as hell don’t need to shit where I live. Or where I’m going to live by the end of the year.

I’m happily single.

Woman-free and proud the fuck of it.

And tonight, I’m going to hit the local bar and see if I can’t find a bitch to sink my dick into. I need something more than my fucking hand tonight.

After loading up the tools on my truck, I head home and shower, then make sure I stock up on condoms before going back out. Snyder’s Pub in town has a decent menu with a bar and a couple of pool tables. Being that it’s a Friday night, it won’t be hard to find a local chick who’s willing to spread her legs for me. I can just close my eyes and picture Willow’s sweet ass and maybe, just maybe, that will be enough to get her out of my system.

By the time I get to Snyder’s the main dinner crowd has cleared, so I find a place at the end of the bar where I can keep an eye on who comes and goes. So far, the pickings look slim, but the night is still young.

I order a steak and fries with a pitcher of beer and notice a few young guys playing pool at one of the tables. One of them makes his way to the jukebox, tipping up a bottle of beer before scrolling through the selections. Within seconds, Willie Nelson is buzzing through the speakers and I’m bobbing my head along with the tune.

I keep having to push Willow out of my thoughts, though, and I find myself cutting into my Porterhouse steak with extra force, wondering why the hell I’m still this ramped up. I damn near worked myself to the bone today felling trees, and I’ll be back at it tomorrow afternoon at my job. There’s no reason for me to be this agitated.

But that’s what she’s done to me. And that’s precisely why I need to get my dick wicked tonight.

When I’m finished eating, I see a woman walk in alone, wearing spandex pants, three-inch heels, and a bright red bustier type shirt—the kind my ex-witch used to wear. Her giant tits are practically spilling out of the top, and I keep an eye on her as she settles across the bar from me, flashing me a warm smile.

I nod politely. Bitch isn’t my type, but by the look she’s giving me, I’m hers. So, she’ll do.

I start to call the bartender over to tell him to I’ll pay for her drink when someone else walks past. I flick my gaze to the side and low and behold if it isn’t Willow herself, all decked out in cutoff jean shorts, black leather boots, and a tight tank top.

Fuck. Me.

She’s scoping out the pool table corner, her eyes cutting across the place until she comes back around to the bar. I can’t help but notice she’s overdone the makeup, giving her the appearance of a twenty-something year old.

Damn.

With a quick wave, she gets the bartender’s attention, ordering a Sex on the Beach before sitting on one of the barstools. The peckerhead doesn’t even bother to card her, and I can’t help but chuckle, shaking my head as he pours tonic water instead of liquor in the glass.

“Great,” Willow mutters.

I look her way and she’s staring at me with an evil glint in her eye.

“Hey, I was here first.”

“Whatever,” she says, giving me a dismissive wave. “I’m going to pretend you’re not even here.”

“Whatever gets you through the night, sweet cheeks.”

“You’re damn right about that. I’ll tell you what will get me through this night, and that’s whoever the fuck I choose to go home with. Looks like I might be off to a good start, too.” She tosses a look over her shoulder at the two guys playing pool, and I stifle an angry growl. The thought of her going home with anyone sends me into a fucking rage.

“Might want to be careful. Never know who you’re dealing with around here.”

“Oh, believe me.” She forces a sickly sweet, sarcastic smile. “I’ve already picked up on that little fact. Daddy.”

There goes that switch again. My palm twitches, and my fucking cock gets hard. I grip my beer mug with so much force I’m surprised it doesn’t break into a bunch of pieces.

“That’ll be five-fifty, miss.”

Willow slides several bills across the bar and picks up her drink. “Keep the change.” She then sticks her tongue out at me before sliding off the barstool and walking straight to the two guys. The same ones who are literally balancing beer bottles on their heads as a few onlookers laugh and clap. Great. They look at be about as mature as she is. Actually, less mature.

Looks like I’ve got my work cut out for me tonight because I’ll be damned if I let her leave with one of those pinheads.

I’ll be damned if I let her leave with anyone.

I completely forget that the whole point of coming out here tonight was to get myself laid, but this trouble maker has become the focus of my attention, even though that’s not what I want.

The chick in the heels has already been scooped up by a local biker. They’re carrying on, laughing as he subtly strokes her hand with his finger. Ten bucks says they’ll be out of here within the half hour.

And sure enough, they are.

Willow, however, is playing pool solo, leaning over the table in such a way that both the guys get an eyeful of that rear end that I spanked yesterday. A sickness crawls up my throat, and I know that for my own sanity, I need to get the fuck out of here. but I can’t seem to pry myself off the barstool. Watching Willow lure these guys in with her spectacular body and slutty intentions is like watching a train wreck that’s about to happen. I don’t know how or when it will happen, but I just can’t pull my eyes away.

Besides, what if she needs me? There’s no telling what the riff-raff in Snyder’s is capable of.

As expected, it isn’t long before both guys are on her like stink on shit. And Willow is lapping up all the attention.

The one who’s a little bigger between the two puts a hand on her waist as she giggles, and I clench my fists. The smaller one appears to be merely watching from the other side of the pool table, but he’s got that look in his eye. A look I recognize.

Jealousy.

I observe them for several minutes, noticing the big one getting more and more handsy with Willow as the other one keeps his distance, obviously accepting that his buddy got the girl. But he isn’t happy about it. That I can tell.

I kind of expect them to keep playing for a while, but ten minutes barely pass before he’s pulling Willow across the room, holding her by the hand as they walk toward the door. She gives me a passing glance as they walk by, like she’s trying to send me a message.

Message received, loud and clear. I take a few deep breaths, anger clouding my judgment. If this is what she wants, truly wants—to fuck a perfect stranger—who am I to stand in her way?

But the moment she’s out the door, I think twice. Maybe it’s something in my gut or maybe I’m just a jealous damn fool, but I can’t let her do this. As feisty as she is, she doesn’t have any defenses against two guys.

I’ve got a sick feeling about all this. So, I stand up and reach into my back pocket to pull out a few bills I can leave as a tip, tossing them on the bar before leaving.

Once outside, I spot the three of them across the parking lot, and the fuckwad has already got his hands on her, digging into her round little ass as his buddy jumps into the bed of a truck.

Willow attempts to push him away, twisting her body as he tries to pull her into a hug. “No, really, I changed my mind. My … my daddy is expecting me.”

“Naw, baby. I’m your daddy for tonight. Me and Kenny both.”

Fucker holds her tighter, and I freeze in my tracks as I take in the scene, feeling my pulse hammer as my blood begins to boil.

Willow presses her hands to his chest and struggles. “I said no!”

That’s it. I’m not letting this go any further.

“Hey! You!” I call out, storming across the lot with my fists at my sides.

He snaps his head in my direction, Willow too.

“Can I help you?” he says, sounding annoyed.

Willow, on the other hand, relaxes as I get close.

“Yeah. You can help me not punch your fucking lights out by letting her go.”

“This ain’t none of your concern. Take a hike, pal.”

I chuckle, giving Willow a quick glance. She’s pleading at me with those big, scared blue eyes of hers, and I suddenly want to rip this guy in two, or maybe a hundred different pieces.

I step closer to him, noticing his hands slowly gliding down her lower back. “Oh but this is my concern. Because that girl you’re touching is my baby girl. And if you don’t let her go right this instant, I’m going to embarrass the shit out of you in front of your friend here.”

After tossing a look over at his buddy, they both break out in laughter, and what little patience I have snaps like a rotten rubber band.

I grab him by the back of the shirt and lift him in the air, tossing him into the back of the truck with such a thud I think I might have broken something. He screams like a girl as his friend jumps to his aid, and Willow runs to my side, clinging to my shirt.

I look down at her and she’s smiling up at me. But I don’t smile back.

“You okay?” I ask her.

She nods.

“Where’s your car?”

She points behind me, looking suddenly meek.

“Get in. I’m following you home.”


Willow

It feels like there’s a storm raging in my chest the whole way home. My heart is pounding so hard I can feel it in my eyes.

I can’t believe I was going to go home with two strangers. But I changed my mind once I got outside, getting myself worked up to a near panic when I realized how stupid I was acting.

I honestly didn’t expect Hawk to come outside and rescue me like that. But damn if he didn’t. And he called me his baby girl. Even though I’m not.

Am I?

I don’t know what I am to him. But he’s following me home, and all I want is for him to be the one to take what I was about to give to some jerk who couldn’t take ‘no’ for an answer.

I park my car in front of the cabin and twist the keys from the ignition. Hawk pulls up behind me, leaving his headlights on. And as I get out of my car, I sink a little as I realize he’s not. He rolls down the window as I approach, moving his eyes over me in one swift move.

I place my hands over the window slit, catching a whiff of the inside of his truck. It smells like him. Like testosterone and wood. “Thanks for coming to my rescue like that.”

With a shake of the head, he blows out a quick breath. “You realize how stupid that was?”

“Yes. I know. It was … beyond stupid.”

Hawk studies me for a moment, his face going a little softer as he rubs his beard and looks me up and down again. “Don’t let it happen again, or so help me god I will spank that ass right out in public.”

Bolts of excitement hit me like shockwaves, and that part of me that’s been aching so much over the past few days swells once again, my need now urgent.

“Why wait? I mean, I’m probably going to do it again.” I laugh softly, but Hawk just narrows his eyes at me.

“Daddies decide when to spank their little girls. Not the other way around.”

Fuck.

I lick my lips, wondering what I can do to get his attention.

He glances at the front door. “You go on inside now. I’ll sit here and wait, make sure you get inside safely.”

I step back. “You sure you don’t want to come in and use the bathroom? You probably have a long drive home, huh?”

“I live five minutes from here, and no. I’m not coming inside.”

Okay, now I’m losing my patience. Am I his baby girl or am I not?

“Why don’t you want to come in? You don’t like me or something?”

Hawk watches me for a beat, then loops one finger through the belt loop of my shorts, giving me a gentle tug as he roams his gaze over my belly and chest.

“Oh, it isn’t that, Willow. If I come in that cabin tonight, I don’t trust what I would do. And a little thing like you … well, I just don’t think you’re ready for this.”

When he lets go of my belt loop, I step back a few paces. I consider arguing with him right here in the driveway, but something tells me it would do no good. Besides, I don’t need to embarrass myself any more than I already have tonight.

So, I turn on my heels and go inside, setting my keys and purse on the counter. I can still see his headlights outside, shining through the sheers hanging from the window. And I wonder what’s delaying him from leaving, if he’s on his phone, maybe texting someone. A girlfriend. A booty call. Something of the sort.

I want to be his booty call.

I want to be his baby girl in every way.

I want him to be my daddy.

“Fuck it.” I rip off my top and undo my shorts, sliding them down my hips along with my thongs. Keeping my boots on, I kick everything aside and prance to the window, opening up the sheers and standing in the beam of light coming from Hawk’s truck.

I lean forward, pressing my palms to the glass above my head as I make out his silhouette in the driver’s seat. My nipples brush the cold surface, making them prick into painful points.

My breath fogs up the glass, but I’m not moving. Not before he does. I’ll stand here all night showing him my body if I have to. Heat radiates from between my legs, and I move a hand there, parting my folds and noticing how slick I am.

His truck lights flick off, and I hear a door slam shut. I can’t see through the fog, but I know he’s coming in.

I back away from the window as I hear the gravel crunching under his boots. My heart races, anticipating the unknown. And when he barges through my front door, I can almost smell the lust seeping from his pores.

He kicks the door shut and walks several paces toward me, licking me from head to toe with his eyes. I feel my body ignite, just knowing he likes what he sees. He couldn’t deny it now if he wanted to. Not with the bulge that’s forming in his jeans.

I’m afraid to move, and not knowing what he’s going to do or say, or when, is adding to the excitement pulsing through my veins.

“You’ve uncaged a wild animal, baby girl. I hope you know what you’re doing.”


Hawk

I was finding it hard to leave Willow’s cabin when I saw her move to the window, naked as naked could be. I muttered a few curse words, feeling my dick get stiff as I realized this would not get resolved until I fucked her.

She’s gotten under my skin and infected me, and I need to get her out.

It wasn’t like this yesterday when I carried her back here to spank her bottom. That was a warning and just a taste of what I could do. I managed to keep myself in check then.

But right now? Willow is displaying herself for me, and I just can’t turn this down. My need for her has turned into an unstoppable force—a storm whose fury must be released in order to be eventually quelled.

I shut off my engine and barge into her cabin, finding her standing there in all her glory. Fucking hell, she looks so goddamn sexy in those black boots, creamy legs and curvy hips, pretty little pussy and nipple-pricked tits.

Blood rushes through my cock, causing it to strain against my jeans. My little girl, offering herself to me, so desperate for her daddy, the need evident in her flushed cheeks and bright pink nipples. I hope like fuck I don’t hurt her. Because right now, I’m feeling violent.

“You’ve uncaged a wild animal, baby girl. I hope you know what you’re doing.”

She parts her lips, and her chest rises and falls.

“I don’t know what I’m doing, really. I just know I’ve saved myself for you. My flower is bursting with heat and it needs to be plucked. By you, daddy.”

Oh fuck. She’s a virgin?

I growl as I make my way across the room to her. There’s a little fear in her pretty blue eyes as I lift her up into my arms. But the speed with which she wraps those legs around me lets me know she’s as eager for me as I am for her.

I tangle her hair around my fist and pull her to me, pressing my lips against hers. Our tongues find each other and dance with crazy hunger for several long seconds as my cock throbs angrily.

Willow purrs and grinds her little body against mine, making me damn near spurt in my jeans.

“You’re carving a rough night out for yourself, little girl. Daddy is trying real hard right now not to tear you in two.”

“But … maybe I want you to tear me in two, daddy,” she says, grinding her pussy against my lower abs and smearing her hot juices everywhere.

I fight the animal urge I have to take her right here, carrying her to the bedroom and tossing her on the mattress before getting out of my clothes. Her bedside lamp is on, creating a dim glow around us. She sits up on her elbows, planting the bottom of her boots on the edge of the bed. “Don’t move a fucking muscle. Lay just like that.”

A wicked smile tugs at the corner of her mouth and I can’t tear my shirt and jeans off fast enough. I leave my clothes in a heap on top of my boots and drop to my knees before gripping her by the hips and burying my nose to her pussy.

I pull in her scent, feeling her thighs tremble against my head.

Nerves.

She’s never done this before either.

Fuck. She’s mine now.

I drag my tongue over one of her lips, the stubble grazing me. Her angelic face watches me eagerly. Feeling a rage inside me, I can’t help but sink my teeth into the flesh there, making her whimper.

And her little whimper of pain makes my dick pulse, pre-cum teasing from the slit. I sit up a little and slip a finger inside her hole. Her muscles grip me tight and she sucks in a rush of air.

“Once I take it, baby girl, it belongs to me. There’s no going back.”

She nods quickly, but when I start to pump my finger in and out of her slick channel, her head falls back and she lets out a long moan.

“I’m going to try to be a good daddy to you, making you feel good before I hurt you.”

I watch as her nipples grow hard, and knowing that’s how she responds to my threat only makes my dick turn into a long, pulsing weapon.

“Fuck,” I whisper, curling my finger up to massage her g-spot.

Creamy fluid leaks from her slit, and I can’t wait any longer. I drag my tongue from the bottom up, tasting her deliciousness as her legs begin shaking harder.

I growl as I find her clit, all hard and puffy for daddy. I flick it, stroke it, lick it, and kiss it gently, thinking about how much I want to hear her cry.

She moans and lifts her hips in repetitive motions, slinking her delicate fingers through my hair as she nears her release.

I drag my tongue around her lips, making sure to pay close attention to that little dip where her thigh meets her labia. She huffs and bucks her hips, trying to pull me back to her clit which just makes me harder.

I reach up and place my large hands over her pert breasts, twisting the nipples between my fingers.

“Oh daddy,” she moans. “Please…”

God, the way she calls me that makes me absolutely crazy.

I pull her clit between my teeth and flick my tongue until her body starts shaking uncontrollably.

“Oh jesus,” she whispers.

Keeping my fingers on her buds, I continue gently rolling them as I tongue her to orgasm. Warm fluid gushes down through my beard, and her thighs clamp my head, causing me to squeeze her nipples as hard as I can.

She screams and thrashes on the bed, and I quickly brush my palms over her tits, feeling her nipples brush my flesh like little rocks.

I move my hands to her lower belly and hold her down as I finish licking her, making sure to drink every drop that comes from her sweet pussy.

When her thighs fall to the mattress, I get off the floor and slide between her legs, wrapping my hands around her waist to pull her toward me.

Her fingers press against my abs. “Sh—shouldn’t you put on a condom?”

I laugh as my cock twitches in mid-air. She’s so fucking cute.

“I should, but I’m not. You belong to me, and if daddy wants to squirt bareback inside his baby girl, then that’s what I’m going to fucking do.”


Willow

Hawk’s declaration of cumming bareback inside of me makes me feel like nothing more than his property.

And I fucking love it. So much so that I tremble. Once again, I’m powerless to his desires. Any normal girl would insist he wear protection. But, like Hawk, I am far from normal. We both have needs that the other fills. His to take control, and mine to surrender.

And we’re both meeting those needs right now.

His huge, muscled body towers over me in the dimly lit room. The bed beneath me is soaked from where he made me cum just moments ago, and I’m only growing wetter as I wait for him to take my virginity.

He’s on his knees, his breathing steady as he hugs my hips with his hands and pulls me to him. I lift my legs up and around his waist, hooking my ankles behind him and feeling the rubber soles grip his flesh slightly.

“Damnit, baby. I’ve needed this. I’ve needed you.”

“You have?” I ask, running my fingers up his smooth chest.

“Fuck yes.” He pushes the tip of his cock past my folds. “From the moment you showed up on my property.”

“When I mouthed off at you?” I ask, feeling the air rush out of my lungs as he pushes a little deeper.

“Especially when you mouthed off at me,” he grits out.

My teeth grab my lower lip as he gives one final push, changing me from a girl to a woman in one blissful shove.

I gasp through the brief pain, but then it runs away as a fire in my core takes over, the flames lapping at us both as Hawk claims me like it’s the end of the world.

He leans down and hovers his lips over mine, grinding his cock deep inside of me.

“Now, you officially belong to daddy.”

From that moment on, he is anything but gentle as he takes me. But his body covers mine, and his hands hold me steady as his cock rockets in and out of my tight pussy, reminding me that even when he’s fucking me he has complete control over my body.

His beard brushes my neck, and his growls fill my ears. I claw his back because I don’t know how else to release this crazed lust that’s trying to climb out of me. But when he pushes up on his arms and lifts my bottom in the air before ramming me as hard as I can, I feel as though I’m about to come off the bed.

His hands move to my shoulders, and his thrusts are now so violent I can feel my tits bouncing up and down. My walls tighten and that ball inside of me bursts as I cum.

“That’s right, little girl,” he rumbles. “Give daddy that sweet orgasm.”

Tears stream down my cheeks from the intensity of the release, and it seems to fuel Hawk’s lust. Because I can feel the heat from his cum right before the roar escapes his throat.

“God, daddy … that feels so goooood…” I work my pelvis in a circle. My walls clench again around his thickness and I cum once more, this time with less intensity but just as much toe-curling pleasure.

“Fuck, my little angel. Your delicious pussy is milking daddy’s cock.”

He holds me tighter as he plunges deep and holds it, his moans rumbling through the air. I hug him as he lowers himself to kiss me.

Our tongues are mating with each other, as if it’s now their turn to have the same release, and I just run my hands along his face, taking in every sensation of this post-orgasmic bliss.

Breaking the kiss much too soon, Hawk pushes up on his forearms and stares at me for several long seconds.

“You are a beautiful fucking mess, you know that?”

I bite a knuckle and giggle softly, and his smile sends warm ripples cascading through me. But then he disappears in the bathroom, making me feel empty and alone on a dime.

I hear him going to the bathroom, then the water running in the sink. And when he makes his appearance again, a panic rises in me.

“You’re not leaving, are you?” But as soon as I ask, I see his cock pointed to the ceiling.

“Leaving? I just got here.”

I sit up and he gathers my hair like a pile of feathers in his fist. There’s an unspoken language between us right now, and it needs no interpretation.

With nerves making me tremble, I wrap my fingers around his girth, feeling the length, the heat, the pulse under the flesh.

“Make daddy proud with those lips, baby. Put that mouth to good use.”

The desire to please him trumps any nerves I’m battling. I take him in my mouth and suck on the bulbous head, tasting his salty secretions. I use my tongue to work every inch, dragging it upward from the root all the way to the slit, his fist in my hair growing tighter with every lick. And the way he grows harder and twitches while I draw him to the back of my throat is such a turn-on.

His deep groans only encourage me, but just when I get into the rhythm of bobbing and sucking, he tugs me away and pushes me down on my back. His prickly facial hair rubs my chin as he takes possession of my mouth with his, and when his hand finds my breast, I send a moan to the back of his throat.

“My little girl has the sweetest lips, but right now daddy needs to be a little brutal.”

“You can do whatever you want to me.”

Those deep green eyes of his give my life meaning as he bores his gaze into me, a rich growl climbing up this throat.

“I like the sound of that,” he grumbles. “Turn over and let me see that perfect little ass.”

I roll over onto my belly and feel his weight shift the mattress as he straddles me. He grips my hips and squeezes my flesh, easy at first, like he’s kneading dough.

But then his fingers seem to become hungry, and he’s squeezing me so hard it feels like he’s trying to wring me out. The pain sends endorphins pulsing through me, and I get heady from the rush.

“Do you know how fuckable a rosy ass is, baby girl?”

“No,” I answer, breathless.

“Hmm…” Hawk lifts my rear end up off the bed. “This’ll just be one of many things I’ll show you.”

I fist the sheets, and as his hand comes down swiftly on my rear, my body jolts.

“You know I have to punish you for your behavior tonight.”

Taking a deep breath, I nod quickly, a smile forming on my lips. “Yes, daddy.”

Rough calluses on his hand graze my flesh as he caresses me. “This is to ensure you know there are boundaries and consequences for your behavior.”

Another hard slap makes me yip. “I … I know.”

“Good. As your daddy, I’ll remind you regularly,” he growls, grabbing a handful of flesh and squeezing hard again.

I release a heavy sigh, and he spanks me again, this time in repetitive swats that cause these little tingles to dance along my skin.

It stings so much, as if he were hitting me with a rod of flames, but then the pain dissipates quickly as I go numb.

I breathe into the sheets, keeping my eyes closed as I feel him move behind me. His cock sinks into my pussy and he pumps several times. But then the tip of his cock slides upward and probes my tight ring.

“Daddy! That’s my—”

“I know what it is, baby girl. It’s your special little hole where only daddies go.”

“But …” I push up on my hands and look over my shoulder.

“That’s perfect, right there,” Hawk growls, grabbing my long hair with one hand and steadying my hips with the other.

With my back arched and my heart pounding, he pushes the flared head into my opening. The burn is like a spear as I stretch to accommodate him, and I let out a raspy whimper.

“It hurts, daddy.”

“Only for a second.”

A finger finds my clit, and it’s like the heavens open. I arch my back further and find myself rolling my hips in a circle as an orgasm rushes toward me.

“Oh fuck,” Hawk groans.

Moving his finger in a slow circle over my swollen bundle of nerves, Hawk is making me tremble uncontrollably. And then, in one swift move, his cock slips into my ass. My core tightens and I release instantaneously, constricting around his cock as he begins to pump in and out.

“Already daddy’s anal slut? God damn…”

Bolts of pleasure rip through me as Hawk keeps my orgasm alive, urging me on and making me cry out as each wave crashes into me.

I feel his fingers work through my hair, and he gives it a firm tug, slowly curling my head back until my nose is pointed at the ceiling.

He’s brutal in his assault on my ass, growling as he pummels me so hard my mind goes blank.

I can’t move. I can’t escape. I am completely at his mercy.

And I’ve never felt freer.

I’m gasping with each forceful thrust, the fullness I feel down there uncomfortable, unfamiliar, but also oddly amazing. So amazing that I cum again, causing rhythmic contractions to grip his cock tighter.

Hawk hugs my waist and lets go of my hair as his throaty growl rumbles around the room.

“Oh fuck … I”m gonna make a mess of that pretty bottom,” he edges out.

His cock twitches inside of me, and then I feel his semen spilling out and dribbling down. I wish I could taste him.

He gives a few more harsh thrusts as his growls settle into a moan and he holds me still for several seconds after.

My body is spent, but my heart?

My heart feels like it’s beating for the first time ever.


Hawk

“How did you get the name Hawk?”

I brush some of Willow’s hair from her face and drag a finger down the center of her chest. “It’s short for Hawklin. My mother wanted me to have a unique name.”

“Hawklin? I like that.”

She curls up next to me, and I hold her close, feeling the sweat of her skin and her body heat mingling with mine. I just want to fold her up and keep her in my pocket forever.

“I got my name from my dad’s mom. She died a few years ago.”

I kiss the top of her head. “I’ll bet she was feisty, just like you.”

Willow laughs and angles her head up to me. “You like me that way.”

“You’re damn right about that. And someday I’ll shake your dad’s hand and thank him for that.” Her smile fades, and her eyes trail downward, making her look lost in her thoughts. “Did I say something wrong?”

“No. It’s just … my dad died when I was seven, so I’m afraid you won’t be able to shake his hand.”

“Oh, I’m sorry, baby.”

“It’s okay. I know he’s watching over me. Well, hopefully not right now. He probably wouldn’t approve.” She giggles, and it makes me smile. Just the sound of her laughter is intoxicating.

I curl a finger under her chin and hold it there. Fuck, I could so easily get lost in her blue eyes. I think I already am. All the hardness I’ve felt over everything my ex did feels like it’s so far behind me.

“I’m sure that he’d be damn proud of his little girl.”

“You think?”

“I know,” I say before pulling her in for a kiss. Now that I’ve gotten all this pent up frustration out—and with the right person—I don’t feel so rough around the edges.

Willow’s fingers crawl down my back and she grabs my hard glutes with her soft hands, making me turn to steel again. I lift her leg and bring it over the side of my hip before sliding inside of her tightness, giving a few pumps before feeling her walls shrink around my thickness.

“Mmm,” she purrs, sinking her nails into my flesh.

I already know I want to wake up to her every single day for the rest of my life, even though I know the sassy little girl will return. Hell, that just turns me on even more. The thought of my brat making a reappearance just to mouth off at me causes my cock to get a little harder and my balls to grow a little heavier.

Because when she does mouth off, I’ll be there to shut it.

Willow buries her face in my chest, whimpering as she has an orgasm. Her tiny cunt’s rhythmic contractions make my balls twitch, and my seed shoots inside of her. I reach up and twist her nipple in my fingers, groaning softly in her ear as the last of my cum empties in her belly.

“Stay with me tonight, daddy.”

“Where the hell else would I be?” I growl, cupping her ass and holding her to me.

We fall asleep like that, with me inside her dripping little pussy. Sometime during the night she rolls over, though, because when I awaken the next morning, her bottom is wedged against my cock.

“Fuck,” I grit out, my voice hoarse and tired.

“Mm, good morning,” she purrs, wiggling her backside and trapping my cock in her tight crack.

“Good morning, baby. I know what I want for breakfast.”

I hear her suck in a rush of air as I dive under the sheets, lifting her legs up and spreading her thighs wide. I lift her ass off the bed and probe her slit, tasting her tangy and sweet juices.

She moans softly and shimmies her hips from side to side as I lick up every drop, dragging my tongue all the way from her pretty little rose to the hood of her clit.

“Ooh, daddy,” she says, squirming as I dart my tongue over her hardened bud.

I can’t help but growl at the way she’s moving, and when she slides her fingers through my hair, I insert two fingers into her opening, and they grip me like a hot, wet vice. I pump them maybe three or four times while flicking her bean with my tongue, and she slams her palms to the mattress.

“Oh shit!” she cries out.

Her clit bounces on the tip of my tongue. I press it to the bump, feeling the way it dances and bumps around as she moans. I curl my fingers up and tickle the grainy ridge of tissue, and a river of cum pulses out, landing in the palm of my hand.

It makes my cock twitch to hear the way my little girl is screaming right now. I glance up and see her nipples pointed to the ceiling, letting my breathy moans hit her pretty, bare pussy.

I pause to watch her face, dragging the pad of my finger over her clit as she sinks her teeth into her lip.

“Pretty girl … you’ll get woken up like this every morning if you’re not careful.”

She laughs and gives me one more upward thrust. “I’m definitely not going to be careful then.”

I lie next to her on my back and tell her to straddle me. With the sun now coming through the window, I can see her golden skin, every detail of her perfect little body and small, pointed tits.

“Time for daddy’s little girl to ride me bareback.”

With a sexy smirk, Willow leans forward, pressing her hands to my chest and lifting her bottom up.

I grip the base of my cock and angle it in her direction, and she backs up, forcing her pussy to swallow my length. God, she feels so fucking good.

I watch her eyes flutter closed as she starts fucking me, slowly at first but then gaining speed. I guide her by the hips, and she sits upright, giving me a full view of her sexy figure. Her soft, pink nipples turn cherry red and hard as rocks, making my cock twitch as I watch them bounce up and down.

Her tongue slides along her lips, and when she tightens around me, I hold her down and grind the tip of my cock against her cervix, heat radiating through my body as I cum at the same time as her.

“Oh daddy. I … I love your dick!”

I release a growl at her words, my cock spurting so much seed my balls actually start to spasm in agonizing pleasure. I love cumming in my little girl with no protection, feeling my jizz drip out of her and down to my sack.

Her contractions begin to slow as I burst out one more rope, moving my hands up to her throat and squeezing until I can feel her pulse.

Her eyes shoot open, and the sight of her fear makes me hard again.

I sit up and flip her on her back, grabbing her by the throat again as I slide my cock inside her entrance.

Her legs go around my waist, and I wrap my fingers around her throat once more. She watches me, moving her hands over mine and nodding me on.

The beast inside of me awakens, and I begin to pound her with fury, keeping my fingers around her neck. Her cheeks flush, and I feel her pulse quicken. And I’m so fucking lost in the moment I don’t even know if she cums. I only know that the hoarseness in her voice, her deep moans of pleasure means she’s still getting air.

My cock throbs angrily as a load of cum shoots out, Willow’s fingers gripping my hand with more force. I let up a little and hear her pull in a rush of air. A smile forms on her face and her eyes close softly as I finish emptying what’s left inside of me.

Jesus. I can’t wait to spend the rest of my life with this girl.


Willow

Five days.

One hundred and twenty glorious hours since the day Hawk took my virginity and I’ve been seeing stars ever since.

Except for one little thing:

There are only seven weeks left of this summer, and then I’ll be a grand total of 107 miles away from the man I love.

That’s insane.

I don’t want to leave. These little thoughts creep into my brain, wondering if Uncle Roger will let me live here for good. Hawk lives not five minutes away, and I don’t know of any other places nearby for rent. Not to mention that once his home is finished, he’ll be right across the woods.

We can spend our first Christmas together, snuggle-fucking by the fire. I can dress up like a slutty elf and go shopping for presents with daddy, letting him fuck me in secret hiding spots at the local mall. I can only imagine how hard his thick cock will get when I tell him to stick it in me in the lingerie department’s dressing room, all those older women around us wondering what the hell is going on when they hear me cry out in pleasure as Hawk fucks me until I squirt, then getting jealous as hell when they see us come out from behind the curtain.

I know it’s just a fantasy. I don’t really want to be banned from the only mall in town, even though it’s more like a mini-mall. But still, it’s making me wet just thinking about it.

Uncle Roger will be here in about an hour to fix the broken fan in the bedroom. And I plan to ask him then, giving him my solemn pinky promise that I’ll get a job here in town and pay him rent. He’ll have to say yes. He’ll just have to.

Which leads me to my next dilemma. That little bit about me starting college this fall. I don’t want to go to college if I have to give up the man I love.

The man I fucking worship.

But if we’re going to do this, even Hawk even wants to do this, then I need to be able to support myself, which means work instead of school.

I run around the cabin over the next half hour picking up and dusting like crazy. I want Uncle Roger to see that I’ll take good care of the place. And when Hawk comes walking through the door, it takes me by surprise.

“Damn, that’s just what a man likes to come home to.”

I’m bent over the entertainment console, the lower half of my ass hanging out of my shorts.

“Hawk! I—I wasn’t expecting you.”

He pulls a face and shuts the door with a thud. “Who the fuck were you expecting?”

Wiping the sweat from my brow, I notice he’s holding a pink strap of some sort. “I forgot to tell you my uncle is coming today to fix the broken ceiling fan in the bedroom.”

He sets the strap on the countertop and looks me up and down. “You’re not dressed for a family visit. And why didn’t you tell me you had a broken fan? I would have been happy to take care of it.”

“I didn’t think about it. I’m sorry.”

“No need to apologize, baby. I just want to be the one you call on for everything. And speaking of calling on me, what have I told you about calling me Hawk?”

He scoops me in his arms and the world melts away. And when his hands grope my ass, I feel the rising hardness in his pants. “You want me calling you daddy?”

He groans and cups my face. “That’s goddamn right. All the time. No matter where we are or who’s around.”

“Even if it’s my uncle we’re around?” I ask with a smirk.

“Especially if it’s your uncle,” he growls.

I hear tires crunching over gravel, and Hawk slides a hand down the front of my shorts, taking a quick dip in my folds. “Does that get you wet, little girl? Knowing your daddy wants you to address him properly in front of everyone you know?”

“Yes,” I whisper, throwing my hands up to his chest as his finger brushes my clit.

Hawk chuckles, those brilliant eyes of his lighting up and making me weak in the knees more so than his touch does. “You’re perfect, you know that?”

“Not as perfect as you, daddy.”

When he sinks a finger deep inside my pussy, I clench around his thick digit. It’s amazing how quickly he brings me to the edge. But then a knock at the door disrupts his impromptu fingerbang.

He pulls his hand free of my shorts and offers me the finger that was just knuckle deep inside of me. I quickly pull his digit past my lips, sucking my flavors away.

He immediately tongues my mouth, sampling my own aftertaste and vocalizing his pleasure, right as my uncle knocks again.

“I better get that.”

“I’ll get it,” Hawk offers. “You, little missy, need to get some decent clothes on.”

I roll my eyes when his back is turned, but with a smile. Hey, I like this bossy, jealous side of him. I know he won’t let anyone fuck with me. He won’t even let me fuck with me.

I leave the door cracked as I’m changing clothes and hear Hawk and my uncle chatting in the main room. I almost forgot that they already know each other.

Once I have some “decent” clothes on, which basically amounts to a summer dress, I decide to go to the bathroom and wash the cleaning chemicals and bleach smells away, putting on an extra layer of lotion. I know how much Hawk loves this stuff.

When I walk back out to the living room, I find the two men laughing and carrying on as if they are best buds.

“Hey there, pretty girl,” my uncle says.

“Hey, Uncle Roger. It’s good to see you.”

“Good to see you too, love.” He walks to me and brings me in for a warm hug.

I notice Hawk watching me. Well, watching the both of us. But then he flashes me a wink, and I wonder what he’s up to.

“How are you enjoying your summer so far?”

“It’s been great. Already going by way too fast.”

“I see you made nice with this guy.” He points a thumb over his shoulder at the love of my life and I wrinkle my face.

I shrug my shoulders. “Yeah. Turns out he’s alright, I guess.”

Hawk raises a brow and angles his head at me, giving me the stink-eye.

I just laugh, and my uncle does too.

“He better be more than alright, seeing as we’re going to be neighbors before too long.”

“Huh?” Panic bleeds through my chest.

“I’ve decided to retire at the end of the summer. Your aunt and I will be moving into the cabin after that.”

“You’re … moving here?” I point to the floor, feeling like I’m about to sink into it.

“Yep. Gonna finally take a breather from working sixty hours a week. But I’ll probably get a little part-time gig in town to keep my cash afloat. And … I’m thinking I might add on to the cabin here, make it a little bigger and modernize it. Hawk even offered to help out.”

I snap my gaze in his direction, and he looks so fucking proud. So does my uncle. They’re both beaming.

I just want to die. Seriously. Like, I can feel the tears burning my eyes.

“That sounds great. Mama will miss having you close by, though. And me too.”

“Oh, I’ll still see you here and there. It isn’t but an hour and a half ride. Plus, once we get the additions on, you can all come visit.”

I feel my whole world shrinking around me as Hawk and my uncle talk about all the renovations he wants to make. And while I’m excited to see them hit it off so well, I can’t help but wonder if when I have to leave, I’ll be nothing more than Hawk’s summer fling.


Hawk

“You sure you don’t mind fixing the fan?” Roger asks as I walk him to the door.

“Wouldn’t have offered if I minded.”

“I sure appreciate it. It’ll give me a little time to head into town and catch up with some of the fellas.”

I look at Willow, and she’s staring into outer space. Something has got her upset, but I don’t know what.

“Baby girl? He’s leaving. You going to say goodbye?”

She seems to snap out of her trance, making her way across the room to hug her uncle.

“Sorry, Uncle Roger. I’ve been a space case all day.”

“Wait a second,” Roger says, moving his gaze between the two of us. “Baby girl? Are you two …?”

I wrap my arm around Willow and pull her close. “Yes, Roger. We are together. Your niece here needed a daddy to straighten her little ass out, and I stepped up to the plate. And damn if this little firecracker doesn’t make me happy.”

I can feel Willow’s stare cutting into me as Roger’s face morphs from surprised pleasure to one of … just surprise. I know Willow thinks her uncle will drop kick me, but I can see that kinky glint in his eye. He understands.

“She always was a wild one, I suppose. You happy, Willow?”

I look at my little girl, and a big smile spreads across her face. “Happier than I’ve ever been, Uncle Roger.”

He nods slowly, studying her face for a moment, probably trying to be make sure she’s being honest.

“Well, this little firecracker, as you put it, has always been close with me and her aunt. She’ll tell me if anyone’s mistreated her. So, make sure you do her right, or you’ll have me to answer to.”

“I’ll take good care of her. You don’t have to worry about that.”

“Good to know.” He extends a hand, smiling at me like he trusts my word. “I’ll stay in touch about the cabin. Willow, call me if you need anything.”

“I will,” she answers, pressing her head against my chest as he walks to his car, leaving me alone with his niece.

I’m sure Roger will call and check on her privately, and he might even have something to say, at least about our age differences, if nothing else. But I don’t give a fuck. Willow is the girl I want, and I’m pretty damn sure she feels the same way.

I guess I’m about to find out.

Fuck, this girl has got me planning things I swore I’d never, ever do again. And yet, just one look at her and all of it gets tossed aside.

As her uncle drives off, I close the front door, I cup her face and look into those hypnotic blue eyes.

“What’s got you troubled, baby? Tell daddy.”

Her smile fades to a pout, and she slides her hands to my chest. “I was kind of hoping that Uncle Roger would let me stay here. Like, permanently. It’s stupid, I know. I just …” Her eyes start to glisten.

“Just say it, baby doll. It won’t upset me.”

She licks her lips, touches my beard. My heart melts. “I don’t want to lose you.”

I rest my forehead against hers. “Damnit, little one. I don’t want to lose you either. But I think I have a solution.”

“You do?”

I nod. “You want to make daddy happy?”

“More than anything.”

I smile and kiss the top of her head, then press my lips to her ear and whisper, “Go to the bathroom and get undressed, pull your hair up, and meet me in the bedroom.”

Excitement lights up her eyes, and I can’t help but notice the little bounce in her step as she disappears.

Fuck, I love this girl.

I reach over to the counter and lift the leather collar I purchased for her yesterday. A row of diamonds interspersed with metal studs adorn the one-inch wide strap of pink. And I can’t fucking wait to wrap it around her pretty neck.

I carry it to the bedroom and rest it behind me on the comforter as I wait for Willow. And when she comes out of the bathroom, my cock grows, pressing against the denim of my pants.

“Holy fucking hell,” I mutter.

Two ponytails flow from her head, her blond hair cascading down the front and stopping just above her pretty pink nipples. Her slender waist and the curve of her hips is the icing on the cake. But when I see her pussy lips, my fucking mouth waters.

Wringing her hands at her waist, she seems … uncertain.

I pat my leg and she saunters over. I love the way she walks, so smooth and so confident. Her bottom falls to my thigh, her legs dangling between mine, and her toes brushing the floor.

“These things are going to make me crazy,” I say, lifting one of her ponytails and holding it to my nose, pulling in the scent of her shampoo, cool and citrusy.

“I was worried you wouldn’t like them.”

I groan and slide a hand up her leg. “Your worries were unwarranted.”

“I’m so glad, daddy. Now, you said you had a solution for me?” Willow brings the palms of her hands to my face and softly rubs my beard.

“Patience, now.” As I lightly graze the flesh along Willow’s mound, her nipples pucker. I lean forward and flick one of them with the tip of my tongue, and listening to her heated moan makes my cock twitch in need.

“Mmm, my hot little firecracker. I want you around. Every day. All the time. A part of my life from this moment forward.”

Willow’s lips part and she pulls in a breath as I reach behind me and produce the collar.

“Daddy,” she whispers, reaching out to touch it. “It’s gorgeous.”

I place it on her neck and nudge her to a standing position. She turns her head and watches me over her shoulder as I buckle the strap, leaving it loose enough for my hand.

When I spin her around, the diamonds sparkle, matching her beautiful fucking eyes. “I want to be very clear about what this means.”

“I hope it means what I think it does,” she says, running her fingers over the surface.

I stifle the animalistic force that’s flowing through my veins, the fact that I want to ram every inch of my cock inside of her and claim her as mine in front of the whole damn world.

“What’s that, baby girl?”

She wraps her arms around my neck and presses her small breasts to my chest. I feel her puckered buds poke me, forcing the blood to rush through my cock. “That you own me—my body and my heart. And you’re not ever letting me go.”

I growl and cup her ass, lifting her enough that she can hook her legs behind me. “You stole the words right from my mouth.”

I lay her on the bed and get undressed, and looking down at her, wearing my collar of ownership makes me so fucking proud. The bond I feel with her I’ve never even imagined feeling with anyone.

With her ponytails fanning out from her head, I grip her hips and tug her to me, guiding her pussy just over the tip of my erection.

As her mouth parts slightly, her eyes are open and bright and focused on me. “I’m going to fuck you until your orgasm strangles my dick. And then, I’m going to fill you up.”

“Oh god, daddy. Yes, please.”

Her begging only makes me harder. I slide all the way inside of her, feeling her tight walls grip me all the way to the root.

I can’t control my lust-fueled rage at this point. I ram my cock in and out of her with so much force that her eyes roll back in her head as her little body bounces on the mattress. Her pussy hugs me, contracting tightly over and over when she cums, and I’m not far behind her, releasing what feels like a lifetime of anger and pain.

Knowing she belongs to me makes me feel whole again.

I flip her over and fist her collar, holding the base of my cock to her puckered ass. The sounds of her whimper forces a drop of cum to burst out of my slit.

“Is your ass ready for daddy?” I ask, watching half of my crown disappear inside her bottom.

She huffs and nods, gripping the sheets until her knuckles turn white. “Yes, daddy. Chokefuck me in the ass, as hard as you want.”

I swear, it’s as if we were made for one another.

No more pent-up growls.

I let that noise climb up my throat as I sink balls deep inside her tight, warm bowels. And I hold tightly to the collar as I fuck her as hard as I think she can handle, watching her creamy flesh ripple in waves, and her ponytails twirl in a flowing circle on the bed.

Her voice quivers in time with her bottom, and the rough contractions of her orgasm pull another one from me. I roar into the air, feeling as though every cell in my body is about to explode. I think I can count on every orgasm being like that with Willow.

I collapse on top of her, pulling her small body to mine in a spoon, both of us quietly taking in the euphoria that’s circling around us.

I hug her tightly and place a few kisses along her shoulder, listening to her purrs of pleasure.

“Does this mean you’re keeping me around after the summer?”

“You’re damn right I am. Sorry if that wasn’t clear. I’m moving you into my house, too, baby girl. You’re mine.”

“Even if I misbehave from time to time?”

“There’s a solution for that,” I say, popping my hand on the outside of her thigh.

Willow giggles as she snuggles her backside to me. “I love you, daddy.”

“I love you, too, baby. Forever and always.”
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Daisy

All I wanted was a fresh start, a new beginning, a chance to stand on my own two feet after being dumped and duped. And then I find myself in a strange town when my car decides to break down, in the middle of the night, no less.

I barely have enough cash for a down payment on my new apartment that’s waiting on me ~ along with a new job ~ five hundred miles away. How the hell am I supposed to come up with money for a new engine?

And can I trust the local mechanic, who’s offering me the deal of a lifetime? Looks like I don’t have much of a choice. I’m at his mercy, with nowhere to stay and no mode of transportation.

I hope I can trust him to be a gentleman, even though my body is craving his touch. Because my heart can’t take being fooled again.

Ranger

I’ve never believed in fate or soul mates, love at first sight, or even destiny.

But the moment this brunette beauty walks up to my garage at the stroke of midnight, I curse everything I’ve never believed.

Daisy is like the perfect combination of sensual sex appeal, angelic beauty, and good-girl charm ~ from her timid smile to her curvy hips, all the way down to her pink-painted toenails.

Fuck.

This girl has got my motor running. And I don’t care if her engine needs rebuilding and she doesn’t have a dime to her name. I’ll do whatever it takes to keep her around.

For good.


Daisy

I take a sip of coffee and turn up the radio, dancing in the seat as I drive down the barely-lit, two-lane country road. It’s nearly midnight, and I’m pretty sure I saw signs for a service station where I can park the car and catch some sleep for the night. If not, I’ll just have to wing it until I find a quiet spot.

I’m not really all that tired anyway. I’ve been ramped up all day, looking forward to starting a new life up north.

As far away from Dustin as I can get.

The asshole who broke my heart and left me at the altar, three days after my 19th birthday.

Technically, he didn’t leave me at the altar, per se. We were supposed to get married at the courthouse downtown. But after waiting several hours for him to show up, only to find out from a friend of a friend that he’d gotten drunk the night before and slept with my cousin, I left with both the marriage license and bouquet of roses in hand, tossing them in the garbage on the way out the door.

I did leave with a broken heart, however. And it took me six months to save up enough money from my job as a cashier to relocate. One of my high school friends moved to Pennsylvania, and she got me a position at a small dental practice as a receptionist. I’m supposed to start next Monday, which gives me enough time to settle into my new apartment and forget about my stupid, selfish ex.

In retrospect, I think I was using Dustin as an escape from my deadbeat parents who basically spend most of their time snorting coke when they’re not passed out drunk. But I still loved him, and I still trusted him to not break my heart.

I hear a song come on the radio that reminds me of him, and I quickly hit the scan button, right about the time my car backfires with so much force I nearly veer off the road.

“Shit!”

My heart races as I quickly regain control of the car.

I take a few calming breaths, glancing in the rear-view mirror and wondering if it was my car or if someone shot a rifle in my direction. I mean, it was so loud.

I get my answer pretty quickly.

After a few hard jerks and jolts, my twenty-year-old sedan pops three times, this round accompanied by the stench of oil and gasoline.

Fumes waft through the vents, the odor so strong I can’t help but cough. And finally, the engine conks out and I find myself slowing from 55 to 35 mph in the blink of an eye.

Fear grips me as I pump the brakes, but luckily I manage to pull off to the shoulder and slow to a stop without much trouble.

With a death grip on the steering wheel, I sit in the dark, silently praying that whatever happened was just a fluke.

That my car isn’t dead.

That I’m not … actually stuck here.

I twist the key and the engine rolls several times as it struggles to start. More popping comes from the tailpipe but then the engine just goes dead. No matter how many times I turn the key now, it’s useless.

My head falls to the steering wheel as I fight the tears.

This can’t be happening.

But it is happening. And it’s happening in the middle of nowhere in the middle of the night.

“Great!” I blurt out, hitting the side of my hand against the wheel.

I stare out at the road ahead, trying to spot any sign of civilization. Not that it would matter. But if I’m stuck here all night, it sure would help to have somewhere close to walk to in the morning.

As my eyes adjust to the darkness, I make out the shape of a building up ahead and to my right. Smoke from the engine blows around in the night air, but within a few seconds, I think I can see where the grass ends and the entrance begins.

It must be the service station where I planned to sleep tonight. Which is really freaking ironic that my car broke down right before I could pull into the lot.

I grab my phone from the console and stare at it for a few moments. My parents might be able to wire me some money, at least for a tow. God, I hate even thinking about calling them, especially since I didn’t exactly leave on good terms. But parents are supposed to love their kids no matter what, right? Help them out when they’re in trouble?

I place the call, keeping my fingers and toes crossed. Despite the late hour, they’re probably just getting started with partying and should answer. Unless they’re so wasted they don’t even hear the phone ringing.

But the phone never even rings, not on my end, anyway. And when I glance at the bars on the screen, I can see that I don’t even have a signal.

Tossing my phone back on the seat, I officially want to rip my hair out. I glance up ahead, wondering if there’s a payphone at the service station. The thought of walking there in this pitch-black darkness sends shivers up my spine, but I know waiting would be a mistake. They could be passed out until noon tomorrow, especially if my dad has the day off.

After grabbing some quarters from my wallet, I reach to the back seat for my sweatshirt and head out into the dark with a wish and a prayer.


Ranger

I push my toolbox underneath the table and make sure the front door is locked up for the night, feeling a little frustrated. I’ve been here at the garage all day and night, trying to get this ’67 Camaro fixed for a new customer. Don’t get me wrong. I love working on older cars but this one needs transmission work and it’s being a real bear. I was hoping to get it finished tonight so I could call the owner first thing in the morning, but I’ll have to wait until my guys come in tomorrow so they can help.

I’m also a little frustrated because I should be at home, sucking down a beer or curled up on the couch next to a nice, warm-blooded female. One I could take to bed with me and have a nice cuddlefuck, or a rough chokefuck. Either or.

I’m down for both, to be honest. Been way too fucking long since I’ve felt the touch of a woman. The last girl I dated wanted something more serious than what I could give, saying we were “destined” to be together. But I just didn’t feel the same way. I wanted to because she was pretty and all. And I did like her okay, but not enough to commit the rest of my life to her. Hell, I didn’t really like her enough to commit a whole month.

I know that makes me a dick but at least I was honest with her.

I don’t believe in that destiny bullshit anyway. Don’t believe in soul mates. Or love at first sight. I believe that you either want to be with someone or you don’t. Nothing is written in the stars. Everything is happenstance.

And right now, if I’m being honest, I’d just as soon find someone who wants to fuck every now and then. No strings.

That’s hard to find around here, though. Small town like this, most nice girls are taken. And I ashamedly admit that the ones who aren’t, well, I’ve already been with most of them.

Like I said, I know. I’m a dick.

But tonight, I’m an exhausted dick who just needs to hang up the mechanic’s hat and call it a day.

It’s nearing midnight when I pick up my phone off the wooden table, the blue notification light blinking steadily at me. And my mom’s message on the home screen makes my chest ache.

I open up our exchange from earlier and reread the messages:

Come to your uncle’s house this weekend and bring your lovely girl.

I’ll see what I can do, mom. She might be busy. She works a lot.

I don’t have much time, Ranger. I just want to meet her before it’s too late.

I’ll do my best. I love you, mom.

I know sweetheart. I love you too.

Damn, talk about guilt. My mom has always had that hold over me, though. She busted her ass to raise me and my brother, and with no help from my dad. And now, who knows how much time she’s got left to live. She’s been bugging me to get married for years, but really started putting the pressure on after her cancer diagnosis, reminding me that most 30-year-old men have at least settled down with a partner.

So I lied and told her I met someone a few weeks ago.

So I just wanted to bring some joy into her life before she passes on to the other side.

So I don’t really have anyone that’s special or that means anything to me.

I don’t know how I’m going to handle this, but now is no time to worry about it.

I walk through the work bay and into the office, dropping a few quarters into the snack machine. Right after cracking open my soda, I hear gunfire, way off in the distance, freezing me in place. I hadn’t realized I’d left the office window open, allowing the booming noise to filter through. I glance at the clock on the wall, noticing that it’s nearly midnight. A little late for this sort of thing.

With my hackles up, I walk to the window and give another listen. Several seconds pass when I hear it again. Sounds a lot closer now, and like it’s coming from the highway. And like it’s not a gun whatsoever but a car backfiring.

I feel sorry for whoever it is because I know it must suck to be traveling at this hour and have to deal with that bullshit. I don’t see any headlights, though, so I have to wonder if it’s some joker on one of the dirt roads that runs along the woods near the shop here.

“Dumbass kids,” I mutter, closing the window and twisting the lock.

I get my shit together and head back to the work bay, making sure the garage doors are locked up for the night and the lights are off before checking the front service entrance.

And that’s when I see a figure heading my way.

They’re walking slowly, cautiously. Can’t say I blame them since they appear to be alone. A breeze picks up and I see a whirlwind of hair. So, she’s alone.

I flip on the overhead lights and open the door, getting a burst of cool air. It’s early September, but the temps have really plunged tonight.

When I step outside, I can see that she’s hugging herself. And she’s slowed down to a snail’s pace, letting me know she’s intimidated.

“You alright, miss?”

“I think so. But, uh, my car…?”

She tosses a thumb over her shoulder and takes a few more steps in my direction.

“Yeah, I heard.”

“It’s …completely dead.”

I pick up on a slight southern accent as she steps forward. The light from the office slowly climbs up her body, and I drink her in … one foot at a time, one leg at a time, one sexy curve at a time.

Holy fuck. Yeah, she’s definitely not a local.

Her long, brown hair flows down her shoulders, hesitance and fear all over her pretty face. Damn. Is it wrong that I want to kill whatever is making her scared right now?

“Come on in.” I wave her towards me, but she just licks her lips. “It’s okay. I own the place. I won’t bite ya.”

She relaxes her shoulders and laughs softly, ultimately following me inside. I close the door and lock it, wondering if that will reassure her or frighten her more.

“I’m really sorry to bother you with all this. I just need to use your phone, if that’s okay? I don’t have a signal out here.”

When I turn to face her, I get a better look at her. And damn if she doesn’t steal my fucking breath.

Her light green eyes pull me right in, and even though she’s wearing a thick sweatshirt, I can still see she’s somewhat petite up top, despite the sexy roundness of her hips and thighs. Tight, fitted jeans lead all the way down her legs, all the way to her toenails that are speared by the “V” of her flip-flops. And they’re painted bright pink.

Jesus. Kill me now.

“You can use my phone if you need, long as you’re not calling China.” I smile and pick up the only phone I have in the office, passing it her way.

“It’s long distance, but not out of the country. Heck, if I knew anyone in China, I’d probably be living there instead of here, the way my luck is running these days.”

“I get that,” I tell her, figuring she must be going through some serious shit. Hell, it’s written all over her face.

She shakes her head in exasperation as she dials a number, then presses the phone to her ear.

“I’ll be right back,” I tell her.

Her eyes float to mine before I turn around, and she gives me a quick nod.

I head to the coffee pot on the counter in the work bay, and luckily the carafe is still warm. I grab two Styrofoam cups and pour each about half full. Looks like I’ll be here for a while longer while this girl—this gorgeous thing that’s got me damn cross-eyed right about now—waits for someone to come get her.

While in the bay, I pick up on bits and pieces of her conversation. Sounds like whoever she’s talking with isn’t going to make it, at least not tonight. Her voice lifts in frustration, and then it cracks as she tells them to just forget it.

I hear the phone hit the desk and pick up the coffees before walking back to her. She sees me and wipes a tear from the corner of her eye, and I wonder who the fuck I need to punch out.

“It’s not the best coffee in the world. Hell, it probably isn’t even good. But it’s free.”

I pass the cup her way, and she laughs without smiling before sniffling. “Thanks. I need all the free stuff I can get.”

Jesus. The sound of her voice, the way she looks out the window as she holds the cup to her lips and takes a sip, the forlorn look in her eyes like she just wants to give up on life... All these things are tugging at my heart. And yet … she’s making my blood pump a little harder, pumping right through my cock that’s getting hard.

I don’t know why she’s having this effect on me.

I don’t even know this girl.

I just know I want her.

Need her.

Fuck, what was I saying about not believing in soul mates?


Daisy

“Name’s Ranger, by the way.”

I force a smile as he leans against the wall, feeling like I want to crawl away somewhere and hide. “I’m Daisy. You said this was your shop?”

“Sure is.”

“As in, you fix cars? Bikes?”

“Cars. And I’d be happy to take a look at yours in the morning when the sun’s up. I’d look at it right now but it’s like the black hole of darkness out there.”

“I wouldn’t expect you to look at it this late anyway. I feel bad for bothering you at all at this hour.”

“You didn’t bother me. Not one bit.”

He sweeps his gaze over me, and these little ripples dance along my flesh. He’s a big guy with loads of muscles and hot as can be. I mean, he’s got black oil smeared up and down his arms, face, and jeans. But for whatever reason, it’s pretty sexy. Normally, I’d be put off by a guy looking me up and down like a fresh piece of meat, but Ranger isn’t giving me the creeps at all. I’m actually relieved he’s here.

But at the same time, I can’t exactly ask him to stick around all night. And seeing as I have no place to go, and no one to go with, I’m kind of stuck between a rock and a hard place.

As it is, I barely have enough money for a down payment on this apartment in Pennsylvania. I sure as heck don’t have enough for a hotel, much less car repairs.

Regardless, none of this is Ranger’s problem.

“So … you need a ride to a friend’s house?”

“Oh, no. I’m not—” I start to tell him I’m not from around here, but I don’t want to involve him in my personal life. Or my drama. “I’m good, but thanks. They’re actually coming to get me, should be here in ten or fifteen minutes. I’ll just wait in my car.”

I turn on my heels and head for the front door.

“Wait a second,” Ranger says, letting out a soft chuckle. “You don’t have to wait at your car. Just stay here.”

“No, it’s fine. I don’t want to hold you up.”

He lifts a brow at me and takes a step in my direction. “You’re not holding me up. And if you think for one minute I’m the kind of man who would let a girl—especially one as pretty as you—wait for a friend in her broken down car on the side of the road in the middle of the night, you obviously don’t know me at all.”

Heat spreads across my face, moving south in the blink of an eye, and I feel my pulse quicken. I’ve never been sucker for men calling me pretty, but the way Ranger says it makes me flush all over.

“Well, I definitely don’t know you, that’s the God’s honest truth.”

But there’s also another truth—the one where no one is coming to get me. My mother basically told me a few minutes ago, with a slurred voice from the alcohol, that I made the choice to leave, so I was on my own.

“I know I look scary,” Ranger says, swirling his Styrofoam cup. “But I promise I’m just a great big ol’ teddy bear. I help little old ladies cross the street and I’ve even been known to rescue kittens from trees a time or two.”

He’s got this smirk on his face, and I can’t help but smile. “Sounds like you’re a real handyman. And a gentleman.”

“I’m definitely a gentleman. Unless and until the situation calls for me to not be gentle. And then, all bets are off.” He takes a slow sip of coffee, keeping his blue eyes on mine.

“Um, okay,” I say, laughing softly as nervous excitement pulses through me. I’m not sure if he’s suggesting what I think he’s suggesting, but if he knew how inexperienced I was, he’d probably take back everything he just said, and every look he just gave me. Guy like Ranger probably sleeps with a different girl every week and prefers that they know what they’re doing.

I find myself standing there, biting my lip like an idiot and feeling like there’s this sudden energy between us. Dustin never made me feel this sexy. Then again, I was the one who wouldn’t give him my V-card, so he probably lost interest for that reason.

“So,” he says, setting his coffee down on the desk. “Tell me if it’s none of my business, but I know almost everybody in this town, and I’m pretty sure I’d remember if I met you. Are you new around here?”

Great. “Um, yeah. I guess you could say that.”

He nods. “I thought so. What brought you to Bakerstown?”

I run my hands through my hair, feeling my face grow hot from embarrassment. “Technically, I’m just passing through. I’m moving up to Pennsylvania. Starting a new job, a new life.”

My throat tightens as I think about it. The fact that I might not make it there at all. That I might have to go back to my hellhole hometown and my drunk parents.

“A new life?” There’s a lift in his voice, a curiosity.

I nod. And he just looks at me for several seconds.

“But you have a friend here in town?”

Time for confession. “Not exactly. The truth is, I … didn’t want you to feel like you had to stick around. I don’t mind crashing in my car. I mean…” I let out a laugh, feeling stupid and embarrassed. “…I was planning on doing that anyway, to be honest.”

Ranger waves his hands in the air. “Absolutely not. Call me selfish, but I wouldn’t sleep a wink if I knew you were out there all alone until morning. I’ve got a perfectly good guest room at my place that never gets used. Be a shame, really, to pass it up. And my house is right behind the shop here.”

I chew on the inside of my lip, knowing how crazy it is to entertain the possibility of going home with a man I don’t know. But he is a business owner. Which means he’s probably a responsible and respectable member of this community, walking old ladies across the street and rescuing kittens from trees.

“Mm, I don’t know…”

Ranger nods knowingly. “That’s fine. I get it. Stranger danger and all that. Well, I’ve got a cot upstairs. Not as comfortable as my guest bed, but it’ll support you in a horizontal position and let you catch some sleep.”

I notice this little gleam in his eye as he smiles, and it makes my stomach swirl in agonizing flip-flops. “You would trust me to stay here all night and not steal something?”

He looks from side to side. “If there’s anything here worth stealing, you’re welcome to it.”

I giggle, feeling my nerves melting away. He doesn’t know it, but he just scored major points with me in the trust department. Everyone needs a mechanic they can trust, right?

“Actually, I think I’d be okay crashing at your place.”


Ranger

“You need anything else before I call it a night?”

“I think I’m good, thanks.” Daisy sits on the bed with her hands folded in her lap. Her two suitcases rest on the floor. She was worried about leaving them in her car, so I carried them here while Daisy fussed about wanting to help me.

“Help yourself to whatever you need. I’m usually up at the ass-crack of dawn, but I’ll try not to wake you.”

“Don’t worry about it,” she says, sliding her flip-flops off her feet and driving me fucking nuts. “I feel bad enough as it is, putting you out like this.”

I lift a brow. “Don’t make me get out the paddle, now. I told you it was no trouble.”

Small dimples appear in her cheeks as she smiles at my joke. At least she has sense of humor.

“Sorry. I have a tendency to feel guilty about a lot of things.”

“Nothing to feel guilty about. I enjoy helping people out. Sleep well, Daisy.”

“You too.” Her tongue drags along her lips, leaving a trail of glistening saliva I’d like to see coating my cock.

After pulling the door closed, I feel my cock stir, wishing like fuck I could bring her into my bedroom. I damn sure don’t want to leave her alone. But asking her to join me one hour after meeting her would be a little weird. Mainly because Daisy isn’t that kind of girl.

After taking a hot shower, I fall into my sheets, pulling the blanket over my aching bones. As I start to drift off, I imagine my hands wandering over Daisy’s pure body. Girl like her, she’s giving me a vibe. So sweet, so innocent and cautious. I’ll bet she doesn’t spread her legs for just anyone. Which makes me fucking crave her that much more. I feel like an animal stalking its prey, dying to get between her legs.

But it isn’t just what’s between her legs that I want.

I want the whole package.

I want to know every thought she has. Every secret desire. Every heartache she’s experienced and every dream she’s ever had.

I’m too tired to jerk off before falling asleep, but you can bet my stiff dick is the first thing I grab when I wake up.

And it’s all because Daisy is the first thing on my mind.

Knowing she’s in the room just on the other side of the wall … thinking about her lying in my sheets, her scent marking everything she touches … her hair looking mussy as she rolls over the pillow, and her soft voice making little noises as she wakes up.

I stroke myself to all of these thoughts, eventually cumming as I picture her spreading her legs for me, proudly displaying her wet pussy just for me.

She’s at my mercy, too, with her car in need of repairs. She’ll have to put her trust in me and know that I won’t take advantage of her. And I damn sure plan to earn her trust.

I get up and take another shower before making enough breakfast for two. By the time I’m finished eating, the sun is just starting to come up and that sexy angel is still asleep. Good. I’m glad she feels like she doesn’t have to rise and shine just because I did.

After writing her a quick note, I head out the door and walk the short gravel drive to the shop. There’ve been times I preferred having a little more distance between my humble two-bedroom house and my place of business, but in this situation, I’m glad Daisy is so close. I usually go home at lunch, and as it stands, the noontime hour seems a lifetime away.

Patrick and Saul are already on the clock and folded underneath the hood of a car when I show up. I’d left a note for one of them to tow Daisy’s car over if they got here before me, and I’m pleased to see that they’ve done just that. After making a cup of coffee, I head into the bay.

“Looks like you had an interesting evening,” Saul says as I lift the hood of Daisy’s car.

“What makes you say that?”

He makes a face and nods behind me where I see our two Styrofoam cups sitting on the wooden bench. The rim of one is lined with pink lip gloss, and it rests right next to a silver charm bracelet.

“Yeah? So? This girl’s car broke down and I gave her a coffee.”

“Uh-huh, I bet you did. Gave it to her so hard it knocked her jewelry right off.” Patrick laughs in the background and I just shake my head.

“Fuck you, man. She’s not like that.”

“Dude, I’m just yanking your chain,” Saul says, lifting a wrench from the tool box. “I found the bracelet on the floor in the office. Could belong to anyone. But, seriously … is it anyone we know?”

“Nah, she’s just passing through. Happened at midnight while I was still here working on the Camaro. Too late to tow, so I told her I’d give it a look in the morning.”

I pull the toolbox over to the front of her car so I can get started on some diagnostics. “Cool. Let me know if you need a hand. I’m trying to get this mustang up and running before lunch so this guy will get off my back.”

“Better get on it, slacker.”

Saul is a complete jackass sometimes, and a womanizer, but he’s one of the best mechanics I’ve ever known. So I keep him around. Patrick on the other hand is quiet, hardly ever says a word, but he knows what the fuck he’s doing too. I’m pretty proud of my team.

I find my mind drifting as I look over Daisy’s car, but it only takes about an hour to figure out what the problem is.

And Daisy isn’t going to like it.

I’m not surprised her engine is toast. The car itself is about to tap out at 200,000 miles, and it’s bone dry of oil. She must not have known it was leaking, and I mean leaking for a long time. I’ll bet this car hasn’t seen a drop of oil in months.

I know this is going to be hard on her. She was on her way to a new city, wanting to start a new life. And now she’s stuck here with a car that needs a new engine.

“Damn,” I mutter, shaking my head.

“Damn is right,” Saul says.

I slam the hood shut, only to find Daisy standing at the garage entrance, her long brown hair whipping around in the breeze.

“Good morning,” I say.

“Morning. I was hoping you’d have my car in here. How’s it looking?”

I can see the look of concern on her face, but my eyes naturally drift south. Her snug blue leggings cling to her hips, accentuating her curves, and her white sleeveless top seems to hug her modest upper assets. It’s a good thing the front of her car is blocking my crotch from view because I’m getting harder than a socket wrench right now.

“You can head into the office. I’ll be right there and we can talk about it.”

When she’s out of sight, Saul shows his true colors. “I’d like to get a look at that undercarriage.”

I narrow my eyes at him. “You keep your filthy hands off her, fucker. She’s mine.”

He tosses his hands up and pulls a face.

I won’t let anyone take this girl from me.


Daisy

I can tell by the look on Ranger’s face it isn’t good news. Should have known.

I woke up in such a good mood, too. I slept like a baby in his guest bed, having dreams about this mechanic doing things to me good girls ought not be thinking about. Especially girls who were raised in the south and made to go to church every Sunday (until I was about 13, and then going to church was suddenly a burden for my hungover parents).

I guess what I’m saying is, how can someone as innocent as me fantasize about a grown man I hardly know holding me down and plunging his manhood in and out of my wetness, that little bump between my folds growing hard and throbbing until I reach a climax that makes my skin burst with electric shockwaves?

I don’t know. I really don’t. But that’s just what happened to me this morning, waking up to an earth-shattering orgasm, thrusting my hips up and down in the air as I ran my hands over my aching breasts.

The real topper was discovering that he had made breakfast, leaving me a plateful of pancakes and turkey bacon with a bowl of fruit on the side. It’s been a long, long time since I’ve been pampered to this extent. I couldn’t find any coffee, but that’s not a must-have for me. So I washed the plate and came right over here, anxious to find out if he’d had a chance to figure out why my car sounded like a live gun show last night. And being in his garage, watching him stand over the hood of my car, it was almost easy to forget I even have a broken-down car.

When he joins me in his office, Ranger rolls one of the chairs around for me to sit in.

“Thanks for the breakfast, by the way. It was delicious.”

“Ah, it was nothing. But I’m glad you liked it. Is this yours?” he asks, holding up a silver bracelet. My silver bracelet that I didn’t even notice was missing.

“Uh, yeah. Where’d you find it?”

“I didn’t. Saul found it on the floor in here.”

I start to take it from his grip, but then I have second thoughts. “You know what? You can have it, sell it or whatever to pay for the tow. It was a gift from an ex, and I don’t need that kind of karma in my life anymore.”

And I sure as hell don’t need any reminders of Dustin the loser.

Ranger slowly swivels his arm until the bracelet is hovering over the trash can, where he allows it to drop. The metal thumps the plastic bottom, and he brushes his hands. “I don’t need to sell something that has bad karma associated with it.”

“Wise decision.”

“Let’s talk about your car,” he says, his voice changing tone.

“This seems serious,” I say laughing rather morbidly.

It’s probably just a leaky valve, or a weak piston, I think to myself, no freaking clue what I’m talking about seeing as I know nothing about cars.

“Well, your car has a disease, but it isn’t terminal. Just needs a little TLC and she’ll be good as new.”

“Define TLC.”

“She needs a complete engine rebuild.”

My heart feels like it drops all the way to my stomach. “That sounds more serious than a weak piston,” I mutter.

“A what piston?”

I shake my head. “Never mind. An engine rebuild. What does something like that run these days?”

I’m guessing more than fifty bucks, which is literally about all I can spare.

This is the point where Ranger makes a face I can’t describe. It’s like he’s confused and scared, or maybe sympathetic all at once. When he leans forward in his seat and clasps his hands together, I get a good look at his fingers, the ruggedness therein and the black soot-like substance crusted under his nails.

Damn. Why is that so hot?

“Honestly, I’d have to make a few calls to get an idea on the parts, but you’re looking at about fifteen hundred, maybe two grand.”

My jaw drops to the floor, and I burst into laughter. “You’re joking, right?”

But I know he’s not. Rubbing his lips, Ranger slowly shakes his head.

“My car isn’t even worth that much! It’s, like, twenty years old!”

“I agree with you there. You’re better off just getting a new car, to be honest.”

I throw my hands to my head, feeling like I’m about to pass out. “I can’t freaking believe this.”

Letting out an exasperated sigh, I stand up and pace the floor. Ranger leans back, and I feel his eyes on me as he sits there, cool as a cucumber and watching my every move as I walk back and forth in front of the vending machine like a crazy person.

“Let’s not panic just yet. I might be able to cut that estimate in half if you’re willing to get creative with me.”

I laugh again, feeling like everything in me is about to explode. “That’s the thing, Ranger. I don’t have half that much. I can’t afford a new car and I sure as crap can’t afford to fix this one.” I take a breath and continue. “I left my drunk ass parents and an ex who stood me up at the altar with just enough cash to give me a fresh start somewhere else. My hometown is toxic and if I have to go back, I’ll gouge my eyes out and scream bloody murder until my ears bleed!”

I stand still, fists clenched and eyes closed as the stress of all this overwhelms me. It’s when I feel Ranger’s hand glide down my back that the anger begins to dissipate, dissolving like small warm bubbles that move across my skin.

“You mean to tell me some moron willingly walked out of your life?”

I snap my head in his direction. “Yes.”

He offers a look of shock, then shakes his head. “Look. We’ll work something out. I won’t let you go back to something like that … to a place that’s toxic.”

“Why?” I turn to look his way, tears forming in my eyes. “You don’t even know me? Why do you care?”

I don’t know why I’m asking such a forthright question, but I can’t ignore this pull to him. And I think that maybe I’m worried I’m the only one who feels that pull.

“Hey.” Ranger grumbles, gripping me by the shoulders and turning me to face him. I’m immediately snapped out of my headspace as I stare into his dark blue eyes, feeling like I’m drifting out to the ocean. “I might not know you that well in all the ways that one can know a person. But I’ve got a good head on my shoulders and a sixth sense about these things, and I know a good heart when I see one. You don’t deserve to have life shit on you. Not like this. And I’ll be damned if I let a good girl like you go back to a set of drunk parents. Not on my damn watch, that’s for sure. So you can stand there and question my motives or you can say thank you, Ranger. That’s awfully kind of you to help me.”

Well, now I feel bad for acting like a brat. He’s holding my gaze, making me feel the force of this power he holds over me. “I’m sorry. And you’re right.”

“You don’t ever have to apologize with me. Let’s establish that right off the bat, okay?”

I nod, feeling those stirrings of desire build in my core.

“Good girl. Now, tell me what you want. A new engine? Or you want me to get on the phone and see if I can find a decent used car?”

Good girl.

I haven’t heard those words… ever. Why am I suddenly shaking?

“I … I don’t know. What would be easiest?”

He chuckles and walks to his desk, leaving me feeling cold as he takes away his touch. “Obviously, getting a used car will be easier than rebuilding an engine. But also a little more expensive.”

After sitting back down, he drums his fingers on his desk, jarring my memory.

“You mentioned cutting the cost in half if I’m willing to get creative. What did you mean by that?”
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When Daisy poses her question, I’m still trying to get past the fact that a man, any man, would let Daisy slip through his fingers. That was not a man. That was a boy. But his loss is my gain. And drunk parents? God, her life must have been rough. I just want to envelop myself around her and take all her pain away.

Back to her question, though.

I’d already figured she didn’t have much money, if any. And I’ve been scrambling all morning trying to figure out how I can help her without her thinking I’m giving her a handout. I’d give Daisy everything I own if she needed it.

Frankly, I kind of feel like a switch has gone off when it comes to her, like I’ve turned into this overprotective daddy who doesn’t want anything bad to come to his little girl. Not that I think of her as my little girl in that way. It’s just, I don’t know, I want to shield her from all the big, bad things in this world, then pull her in my lap and fondle every inch of her from head to toe.

Maybe that makes me perverted, but it’s the way I feel about her.

I run my gaze up and down her body, the body I want underneath mine, ASAP. Right now, I’ve got her attention. And I plan to hold it.

“I did mention getting creative. I’m glad you remembered.”

“I like to think of myself as a creative person, but it sounded like you had something specific in mind.”

“I do, in fact. Well, two things. And they’re relatively simple.”

“Cool. What are they?”

“Deed me this car so I can sell it for parts. Then go with me to visit my mom this weekend.”

Daisy lifts her brow and sits down in the chair across from me. “That’s it?”

I nod.

“Where is your mom?”

I can tell she’s apprehensive. There’s no telling what she’s thinking, though. My mother could be in North Korea. Or in prison.

“In Eastwood, which is about two hours from here. She lives with my uncle, and she’s sick. I just want someone to go with me.”

Her angelic face softens, relieving some of the pain I feel bringing it up. She reaches over, taking my dirty hand in hers and giving it a squeeze. Fuck, she’s so goddamn soft.

“I’m so sorry, Ranger. Of course I’ll go with you. But … that hardly seems like a fair exchange for a car.”

If only she knew just how important this is to me. “Oh, trust me. It’s a perfectly fair exchange.”

She offers up this smile that fucking melts my heart. The way her gorgeous green eyes look at me with so much appreciation and happiness. I want to see this smile every fucking day for the rest of my life.

“I don’t know how to thank you. I know my piece of junk isn’t worth that much, so if it takes me the rest of my life to pay you the rest back, I won’t stop until you get every penny owed.”

There’s no way I’m letting this angel worry about that. “Do me this one favor and you won’t owe me a penny. Now, I need to make a few phone calls, see if I can find something that doesn’t need a lot of work. I’ll come home at lunch and let you know what I found.”

When I stand, Daisy jumps out of her seat and throws her arms around my neck. Her soft curves press against me, like the two of us are melting into one, and my cock immediately responds.

I hold back a vocal sound that’s threatening to climb up my throat as my hands pass down her back. Fuck, it’s real work not grabbing onto that ass of hers.

“Thank you, Ranger. A million times, thank you.”

I fight the urge to tell her she can thank me with her lips. “You’re welcome, Daisy.”

She breaks the hug and cold air rushes between us. I watch her spin around and leave the office, making her way around the back of the building outside with her ass wiggling and her long hair blowing around.

Damn, I don’t think I’ve ever responded to a girl like this so fast. But Daisy is suddenly becoming the center of my whole world.

Once she’s out of sight, I start making some calls to hunt down a car. It takes about half an hour, but one of my buddies knows a guy who knows a guy that’s got an old beater that runs good but needs a few cosmetic upgrades and a minor oil pan repair. And he’s selling it dirt cheap. I make an appointment to go see it later this afternoon.

Once that’s done, I get back to work on the Camaro. And damn if I don’t get it finished right as lunchtime approaches. I officially consider Daisy to be my good luck charm.

And while I can’t dangle her from a keychain or hide her in my pocket, I will be sure to keep her with me at all times.
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“You really like the car? You’re not just saying that to be nice?” Ranger asks as he pulls out of his buddy’s driveway.

“It runs, and it’s my favorite color. What’s not to like?”

“Red is your favorite color? I’d have pegged you for a purple girl myself.”

“Second favorite,” I say, beaming at Ranger. He looks my way and winks.

I don’t know how I got lucky enough to find a guy who takes better care of me than my own parents. But I count my lucky stars that my car broke down where it did. Otherwise I’d probably be on a bus right now, riding back to my small, southern, rinky-dink town where I always felt a little out of place.

The thought makes me shiver.

Also, this new-slash-used car is a double-edged sword. On one hand, I’m getting a car that runs. On the other hand … I’m getting a car that runs. Which means after this weekend, Ranger and I will be parting ways so I can head up to Pennsylvania and start my “new life.” I’ve already called the manager at the dental practice and explained my situation, and she said she would hold my job for another week. Any longer than that, though, and she’ll have to hire someone else.

The thought of leaving here for good is like a knife to the gut. It almost feels like I’ve started a new life in a way, even though I haven’t. But there is something about this town that feels good, feels right. Like I could see myself calling it home. Maybe it’s not the town but the people here.

Or the one person I’ve seemed to latch on to.

“We’ll head to the salvage yard to look for the parts it needs. I know the guy who owns it and he’ll let me take whatever I want.”

“Really? For free?”

“We do favors for one another like that. Customers come at me with totaled cars and I send them his way. He breaks them down for parts and makes a killing.”

“So what does my car need? Besides a windshield?”

“New mirrors, front tires, and the oil pan needs to be replaced.”

“You think we can find all those things in a junkyard?”

Ranger shrugs. “I don’t know if we’ll find them at this one, but if not, I can hop online and do a little digging.”

“Hey, maybe Eastwood has a junkyard we could look at.” My voice sounds a little overly excited at the idea of visiting a salvage yard where his mom and uncle live. Ranger must think I’m weird.

Belting out a laugh, he’s obviously entertained by me. “We can go just for fun, if you want.”

When he reaches over and squeezes my knee, I giggle and push his hand away. “Sorry. I’m ticklish.”

Ranger’s face morphs into one of twisted pleasure as he moves his hand back to the steering wheel. “Is that so?”

“In certain places, yes.” My body tingles as I imagine him testing all the places on me that might potentially be ticklish.

“That sounds like a challenge to me.” His eyes sweep over me, and I swear I can feel what he wants to do.

My cheeks blush as I smile, biting my lip and waiting to see what he’s going to do. “Well, good girls don’t give all their secrets away.”

He pulls in a deep breath and pops his head from side to side, making his neck crack in several places. “You’re right about that. But guys like me have ways of breaking down the walls of good girls.”

I clench my thighs at his words, the need building between my legs. An ache. A constant pressure. Desire and a bit of nervousness consuming me. I want him so much. But I’m also terrified of having my heart broken again. After all, how do I know Ranger isn’t out for just a one-night stand?

The answer seems obvious. He’s getting me a car and going to all the trouble of replacing worn or broken parts. That’s a hell of a lot of work to put into someone you just want to sleep with one time.

And other than giving him my old car, he wants me to visit his mom with him. I feel like there’s something I’m missing on that front.

Maybe there’s tension between them and he wants me there as a buffer. Maybe he doesn’t like traveling alone. Or, he could be using me to pose as his girlfriend.

If that’s the case, it means he doesn’t have a girlfriend in real life.

As much as I hate the thought of being used for any reason, I find this to be the most desirable reason. Especially since he’s flirting with me pretty hard. Not that I’m putting any stock into it. Like I said, a guy like him can get any woman he wants. Why waste time with a 19-year-old virgin?

We get to the junkyard, and Ranger spends a few moments with the owner, looking over a map of the place and circling different areas with a pen. After folding the map and sliding it in his pocket, he leads me out the back door where we’re both faced with an endless ocean of cars. It’s like a rainbow of bright and dull colors with a lot of rust thrown in the mix.

“We’re supposed to find parts for my car here? Like, where do we start?”

Ranger pulls the map from his pocket, pointing the corner of it in the distance. “See where that school bus is?”

I shield the sun with my hand and find the top half of the bus he’s talking about. “Oh, that’s not too far.”

“Yeah, well, that’s the halfway point. We need to go past there and walk about another hundred yards, until we reach the antique camper.”

“A camper?”

He smirks, letting his eyes float around my face like he’s taken with every detail. I get a little rush that starts in my chest and settles in my core.

“Come on.”

I stay right behind him the whole way, and it surprisingly only takes about five minutes to get to our destination. I see the camper he’s talking about. It looks to be straight out of the 1970’s, rusty metal peeling down the sides and the paint-chipped door barely hanging on by a single hinge.

“Right over here are two cars just like yours. Different years, but that shouldn’t matter for what we want.”

“Uh-huh…” I mindlessly answer, staring at the inside of the camper in awe of the dichotomy between the interior and exterior. The outside appears cold and dying, but take one step up and you’re immediately safe from the elements. There’s a couch—which I assume also doubles as a sleeper—and a small stovetop. And to the left of the entryway, there’s a small table for eating, playing cards, or whatever.

I hear Ranger’s boots approach from behind as I peer inside. A number of cobwebs catch my attention, but I’m drawn to the darkness of it all.

“You have a thing for campers?”

His eyes seem to sparkle when I look at him. I don’t know if it’s how he views me or if it’s how I view him.

“When I was little, and we still lived in a decent neighborhood, the people across the street had something just like this. Maybe a little newer.”

“Yeah? Did you ever go camping with them?”

“No, but they offered to let us use it several times. My dad used to promise me he’d take me. But he never did. It was something I always wanted to do.”

This memory guts me, but I don’t know why. I think it’s because that was the first of many letdowns from my dad. From both of my parents.

Ranger cups my face and brushes his thumb over my lower lip. My heart goes from hurting to soaring in a matter of seconds. But then he moves past me and steps up into the interior, using the map to wipe away a few spider webs that hang above the small couch.

“Come here,” he says, extending a hand my way.

I take his hand and he pulls me inside, the darkness nearly swallowing us. The air is musty and stale, and several leaves litter the floor.

“It needs a little work, but I can see its potential.” Ranger uses his elbow to wipe away a layer of dust on the stovetop.

“Yeah. Potential to become a natural habitat for rodents, maybe,” I say, lifting the edge of the counter next to the stove.

I lean down to get a look at it, but Ranger’s hand is moving along my lower back.

“Right now, as far as I can tell, we’re the only animals in here.”

I stand upright, and Ranger pulls my body to his, forcing my hands up to his chest. My world shifts on a dime, in the best possible way.

“Ranger, I…”

There’s enough sunlight filtering through to make out his eyes searching mine, but it’s just dark enough that his presence is felt more than seen.

“Don’t tell me you don’t want this,” he says, sliding his fingers up my scalp, sending tingles dancing down the length of my body.

“No … I …”

His lips move to my neck where he kisses me, his tongue coming out to lick my flesh. I suddenly can’t form words.

All I can do is moan and press my hands against his hard pecs.

When he cups my face, I start to feel faint. But then those lips of his press against mine and it’s like he’s holding me tighter. I’m falling, but it’s more like we’re falling together.

Our tongues dance, and I feel his cock grow hard, growing and pushing against my belly. His hands move back down, discovering my breasts and letting his fingers graze over my quickly hardening nipples.

He releases a low growl, breaking the kiss as he gently kneads my chest. “Come over here for a moment.”

He sits down on the couch and pulls me swiftly to him, holding my hips as I toss my hands to his shoulders. Hooking his fingers in my leggings, he begins to peel them down, making me tremble with aching need.

“I’m sorry you weren’t taken care of as a little girl. But to be honest, it only makes the drive in me stronger, to give you everything you need, Daisy.” With my pants around my knees, and his fingers now hovering over the waistband of my panties, he looks up at me, his expression firm but urgent. “Daddy needs you, sweetheart. Every inch of you.”

My hunger for him comes to a head when I hear that word. “Daddy?”

He nods, pulling my panties down and revealing my pussy to him. It feels as though I’m going to burst into flames. “Take off your shoes. Let me see your beautiful, sweet body.”

I slip off my flip-flops and he finishes pushing down my leggings. My heart pounds with fury as I step out of them while using his shoulders to keep my balance.

He makes a number of vocal sounds as he slowly slides his palms up and down my legs, staring at my pussy. I’m relieved I keep it trimmed close, leaving a landing strip right down the middle.

“Fuck,” he grits out. “Your perfect body is making daddy hard. I need to be inside you. I need to make you cum, angel.”

I bite my lip as he pushes my shirt up, and I can’t seem to tug it off fast enough. He then unclasps the back of my bra with lightning speed, sending it cascading to the floor.

As he licks his lips, my breathing increases, knowing I should tell him that I’m much more innocent than he probably thinks.

“I … I have a confession.”

“What is it, baby?” he asks, letting his hands roam up my sides as he studies me with lust.

I swallow the fear, the dryness in my throat. “You should know that I’m … I’m a virgin.”

His fingers clamp down as his eyes close. He waits a few moments to open them and look up at me. “You have no idea how happy that makes me, sweetheart.”

“Really? Are you sure?”

I don’t know why I’m so insecure about this. But I want to know beyond a shadow of a doubt that he wants me, pure and untouched.

“Oh god, yes, angel. I’m sure.”

He steps me back and unbuckles his jeans before tugging them down his legs, taking his briefs with them. I see his cock spring forward, long and hard and seeping with need. Fear and need comingle inside of me, but the need wins out as I want so desperately to touch it, to feel its hardness in my grip.

Taking me by the hand, Ranger pulls me on his lap. My knees sink into the cushion next to him, liquid dripping from between my legs as he cups my ass and slides me over his thighs.

“Daddy isn’t going to take your innocence today, my angel.” He holds the base of his shaft and angles his cock in my direction. “But I am going to take something else.”


Ranger

Everything about Daisy is perfect. It’s taking a hell of a lot of will power right now to keep myself from tearing her pussy apart, from watching the look on her face as I plow through her virginity.

I’ll enjoy that in time.

Once I’ve put a ring on her finger and vowed her to me for life so she can bear my children.

“What are you going to take from me, daddy?” Daisy asks, rutting her hips forward as she clasps her hands behind my neck.

God, she’s making me so fucking hard.

Setting my hands on her ass and enjoying her curves as I inch her closer, my cock bounces against her mostly bare mound. “I’m going to take an orgasm from you. Steal it right from between your legs.”

She huffs and lowers her forehead to mine. I move my hand to her pussy and barely put the tip of my finger in her opening. Her muscles instantly tighten, making my dick throb and pulse, eager for more. I pull out quickly, though, as I want nothing inside of her cunt until she’s my wife and I’m sinking balls deep.

“I can feel how wet you are for daddy’s cock. How much you want it.”

A moan climbs up her throat, escaping against my lips. I kiss her then, right as I bring that finger out to circle her clit softly, delicately. My tongue slides inside her mouth and she purrs, grinding her hips as I swirl her swollen bud.

My cock twitches, my balls filling with cum by the second. Fuck, I need her. Need to feel her engulf me.

“Give me that orgasm, Daisy. Daddy wants it now,” I growl.

Her voice quivers, and she gives a few rapid thrusts before squealing in pleasure. I hold my finger over her clit, feeling it dance over the pad of my forefinger.

“Daddy,” she whispers, trying to clamp her legs over my hips.

“Good girl,” I tell her. “Now, I want you to do the same to me, but with that wet slit of yours.”

If I can’t cum inside her cunt right now, I can at least cum on it.

“You mean, like this?” she asks, scooching forward a few inches until her gash glides over my length, all the way to the crown.

“Fuck yes, sweetheart. Just like that.”

I sink my fingers into her ass cheeks as she begins to grind her wet slit up and down my shaft.

“Daddy, it … it feels so good,” she murmurs, arching her back and offering me her tits.

I pull one of her nipples into my mouth, suckling and feeling it harden as she groans her lust into the air.

My hips move up and down, my cock quickly reaching the point where I can no longer hold back. Daisy’s fingers claw into my skin through my shirt as she grinds her clit along my hard length. The way she moves her pelvis in rapid, eager strokes is driving me crazy.

“I’m gonna cum again,” she whimpers.

Even though I knew it, her confession pulls a growl from me.

I tighten my grip on her ass, feeling her glutes contract and release as she huffs over and over, her body quaking and her legs trembling.

“You’ve got to know what you’ve done to me. And I’m going to show you by painting your pretty pussy with my cum.”

“Oh daddy!”

Hearing her call me that pulls the cum right out of me. Heat explodes through my veins as I get the release I need, cum shooting from my cock and spurting all over her wet gash. I feel each burst pulse out, and it’s all I can do to avoid pushing my cock balls deep in her cunt and putting a baby in that belly of hers.

I hold her steady as she moves her hips in slow circles over my crown, growling as I fight the urge to let that wet cunt grip me all the way down, letting me finish inside of her.

“One day soon, I’m going to let every bit of my love fill you up, little girl.”

“Mmm, I want that, too,” she murmurs, her head falling to my shoulder and her warm breath hitting my skin.

The fabric underneath me feels scratchy, but I don’t even care. I just want to pull Daisy in a spoon as we lie next to each other, right here, right now. But it’s pretty dirty inside this little camper, and I’m not so sure that lying down naked would be the most sanitary thing in the world.

It does give me an idea, though. Something I think my little sweetheart will love, if I can get this antique camper cleaned up.

“Can we stay here all day?” Daisy asks, a little laughter in the tone of her voice.

“You know I’d love that. But we have to get parts for your car.”

She pouts, cupping my face in her hands. “And you have to go back to work, don’t you?”

“Unfortunately. But only for a few more hours.”

I’ve never dreaded going into work. But with this girl by my side, all I want is to be with her.

“Okay,” she sighs before reluctantly sliding from my lap.

As she stands before me in all her naked glory, I can’t help but admire what I’ve left behind, thick ropes of whitish fluid dribbling down her labia and the inside of her thighs.

“I’ve marked my territory. You belong to me now.” I smear my cum around her pretty snatch and up to her bellybutton, watching her smile down at me in admiration.

She’s going to make the perfect wife. She’s going to make me so happy.

Fuck, she already does.


Daisy

“You ready to take her for a spin?” The key to my new-slash-used car dangles from his pointer.

“It’s done?”

“Aside from needing a thorough vacuum and wipe-down, she’s as done as done can be.”

I stand up and touch the tip of his pointer, and Ranger lets the key slide down over my knuckle. I then peer out the front window. Sure enough, my sexy mechanic has gone to the trouble of pulling my new set of wheels from the garage to his house.

“How did you get finished so fast?” It was just yesterday that we were in the junkyard pulling parts for my car. Well, Ranger pulled the parts with a little help from the owner while I watched him get dirty, just for me. He went straight back to the shop and got to work. But I honestly didn’t think he’d have it done in twenty-four hours.

“I made it a priority,” he says, pulling me to him so fast I drop the key to the floor. I purr as his hands grope my rear. And when he lifts me off the floor, I fasten my legs around his waist. We go together like two perfectly angled puzzle pieces that are meant to be side-by-side. “I’ll always make you a priority, my angel.”

Warmth bubbles through me as he cups the back of my head, pulling me in for a kiss. Our tongues are tame as they dance together, but there’s still a hunger that brews deep within us.

“Besides,” he adds, setting me back down on the floor. “Things have been slow since I finished up the Camaro yesterday. It was like fate wanted me to work on your car. Saul helped out, too.”

“I’ll be sure to thank him. But not the same way I want to thank you.”

My fingers float over his crotch, stopping when they find his quickly growing erection. “Oh hell no. And let me tell you, there’s not a man alive who will ever even dream of taking my little girl. Lest he wants to spend the rest of his life without a pair of working legs.”

“That’s good to know.” I smile and bite my lip, reaching between his legs to massage his cock through his jeans. And the soft rumble that comes from his throat makes me want to forget all about a car ride.

“Now, as I was saying, let’s take this thing for a spin. I know the perfect place for a test drive.” Ranger bends down and picks up the key I dropped.

“Alright. Let me go change out of this dress.” I turn on my heels, thinking I should put on a pair of jeans or leggings. It’s been unusually warm today, but the temps are supposed to drop soon.

Ranger’s hand goes to my shoulder, stopping me in my tracks. “Leave the dress on. You’ll need it.”

“For a test drive?” I giggle, grabbing his shirt and giving it a tug.

“Yes,” he says, his voice deep and stern. “It’ll be perfect for what I want to do to you.”

Need bursts through my core, and I squeeze my legs together as the pressure builds. Nothing would make me happier than pleasing my daddy.

I pull my hair into a ponytail as we walk outside, and I’m surprised at how great my car looks—a vast improvement from what I saw yesterday. I hop in the driver’s seat and Ranger passes me the key. And within minutes, we’re on a back, country road surrounded by rolling hills. He points me down a gravel road, one that leads to a small fishing pond and a large Weeping Willow whose branches are dipping into the water.

“How does she feel?” he asks before getting out of the car.

“A lot better than the way my car felt the other night when it was exploding.”

“Speaking of exploding … I brought you here for a reason.” He’s sliding a hand up my leg, that intense look in his eyes. His fingers brush against the crotch of my panties, causing my breath to hitch in my throat.

I part my thighs and flick my gaze to his crotch. “You want to explode me?”

He smiles, finding my clit through the material and rubbing it softly. “In a way, yes. Wait here.”

I watch as he gets out of the car and walks to the driver’s side, opening the door to let me out. He leads me to the front of the car and lifts me off the ground before setting me back down on the warm hood.

Ranger doesn’t say a word as he flips up my dress and pushes my panties aside, but he’s watching me, watching my reaction as he dips a finger partway inside my wetness, then comes out to swirl his finger over my swelling bud.

It feels as though I can’t breathe deep enough when he touches me like this.

“You know what, sweetheart?”

I huff and shake my head.

“Sometimes daddies have to take what they want. And good girls just need to spread their legs and let them.”

I part my thighs and he folds himself in half to put his face where I’m aching so much. With the sun setting in the distance, I toss my feet on his shoulders and lean back on my elbows, closing my eyes as he flicks his tongue over my clit.

“Oh daddy,” I moan, completely engulfed by the physical sensation and my emotions for him.

He growls into my folds, reaching up to pull down the top of my dress and roll my nipples between his fingers. Electric pulses rip through the most vulnerable parts of me—my body at his mercy as he forces pleasure upon me.

My thighs shake uncontrollably as I cum, and Ranger places just the right amount of pressure on my buds to heighten the intensity of my orgasm.

A breeze picks up, making my skin prick in the cool air. I fist Ranger’s hair, tugging it hard as tears begin to form in my eyes. I don’t know why all of a sudden I’m overwhelmed with these feelings. But I’m thinking about my time here and how transient it is. Meaning … I’m going to be gone after this weekend.

But Ranger is doing things to my body. And my heart.

His words from yesterday echo in my head.

You belong to me now. And, just a while ago, I’ll always make you a priority.

But do I belong to him forever? Or just for a while?

And will he still want me around after I do him the only favor he’s asked of me: going with him to see his mother?

I can’t help but wonder if that’s when he’ll ask for my virginity. Then, once he’s taken what he wants, toss me to the curb for someone else to deal with.

I choke back the tears and force myself to focus on the moment. To live in the here and now. To not worry about tomorrow. And I hate that I’ve pretty much already fallen in love with him.

Leaving him won’t be easy.


Ranger

Daisy tastes as sweet as nectar. I could lick her all day and still not get enough. I mean, fuck. Feeling her body writhe beneath my hands as she has an orgasm is just the thing I need. And the way her tiny clit jumps, and her voice moans, and her nipples harden at my touch only makes her that much more delicious, especially when we’re outdoors and the setting sun warms my back.

I only want to please her right now, to make her feel like she’s the center of my world, because she is. But my cock is straining, and I know that having her delicate hands around my shaft later tonight will bring me the temporary relief I need. Until I can bury myself inside of her sweet, innocent walls and experience the bond that my body, heart, and soul have been craving since she walked into my life several days ago.

I will stop at nothing to have this girl by my side for life. To have her body belonging to me, her heart bonded to mine. I don’t know how it’s happened so fast, but I love her like mad.

I drag my tongue over her pretty pussy lips, leaving a trail of kisses on both thighs as she tightens her grip in my hair. But when I pause to look up at her, I can see there’s trouble.

“What is it, baby?”

I draw her to me, sliding her down the hood and putting a finger under her chin.

“What do you mean?” she asks, her cheeks flushed and her pretty green eyes wide with worry.

“I can see that something is wrong. Tell daddy what’s bothering you.”

“I … it’s nothing.” She looks away, so I know she’s lying.

“Tell me,” I answer, leaning over her. “Tell me so I can make it all better.”

Daisy rubs her lips together and runs her hands up my chest. “I don’t want to seem high maintenance.”

“I love high maintenance.”

Those emerald eyes flick to mine. “Enough to want me around, even after you’ve taken my virginity?”

“Are you kidding me?” I pull back, a little surprised at her question. Then it occurs to me how much she’s been disappointed, how much those closest to her have let her down. First, her parents, and then her fiancé, abandoning her on their wedding day.

She needs to know just how much I want her around.

“No. I’m … I’m not kidding.”

“Baby,” I say, cupping her cheeks with both hands and wanting like hell to erase whatever fear she feels right now. “Not only do I want you around. I want you by my side. For the rest of our fucking lives.”

Her lips part as she gasps. And I bring her arms over my shoulders, lifting her off the car and pulling her close to me. Fuck, the way her thighs clamp over my hips makes me stiff as a fucking board.

“Not only that,” I continue, pressing my lips to her neck and kissing her softly. “Once you’re my wife, I’m going to spend every waking moment doing whatever it takes to make you happy. I’ve waited far too fucking long for you, and there’s not a chance I’m letting you get away.”

“Your wife?” Daisy asks, digging her nails into my back as I sink my teeth into the little dip where her neck meets her shoulder.

“Yes. My wife. So get used to the idea of daddy turning his girl into a bride. Because it’s going to happen.”

Daisy’s face lights up, and she starts rolling her hips around, grinding her heated pussy against my cock.

Fuck.

“Careful, little angel, or you’ll make daddy cum in his jeans.”

“Mm, good.”

Her teeth press into her lower lip as she grinds a little harder. Damn, it’s been years since I dry humped. In my younger days, I could get off like this. And if anyone can make me blow my wad without sucking me or giving me a handy, it’s Daisy.

“Show me what you got, then,” I order, groping her ass while she presses the front of her body to my chest. Her curves, her breasts, her lust—they’re all driving me wild.

“Jesus, baby, that’s it,” I groan, my balls getting heavier by the second.

Daisy gyrates her pelvis as I pull in her scent, the moisture from her panties already leaking through my denim and all the way to my briefs. I can feel her heat, and how much she wants me in the way she moves.

“Oh god, daddy. I …I think I’m going to cum, too.”

“Cum with me, baby. Show me how much you want it.”

Her body tenses, but damn if she doesn’t keep rubbing her hot cunt on my hardness. How can something so innocent wreak so much havoc on my body?

I sink my fingers into her ass and start grinding against her, feeling myself nearing a release as the head of my cock rubs the perfect spot between her legs. With one hand, I reach up and grab the length of her ponytail as my dick jerks uncontrollably within its tight quarters, spurting over and over and soaking my underwear.

“Fuuuuuck,” I growl, giving hard, upward thrusts as Daisy’s wetness joins mine.

Her breathing becomes ragged as her legs tighten around my waist. And when she finally cums, her body lurches as she cries out, obviously unable to remain quiet through it all.

“That’s a good girl, making daddy cum like that.” I smooth down her hair and hold her tighter.

“Did you cum? Really?”

“Are you surprised? I mean, look at the chemistry between us.”

She laughs softly and gives me a kiss, making me feel like I could take on the world.

“We do have amazing chemistry.”

“And we’re going to have an amazing life.”


Daisy

Everything in my life feels good. No, perfect.

I can’t believe I’ve found the man who has, in essence, turned out to be the man of my dreams. And all because my piece of shit car broke down.

I’ve never been happier to have an unreliable vehicle.

Right now, we’re on our way to his uncle’s house to visit with his mom. Ranger is especially happy because he said that his mom has good news. I think he’s hopeful that it’s something related to her cancer, but I’m worried he may be setting himself up for disappointment. I can tell he loves her a lot, and that they have a close relationship.

“Don’t be nervous,” Ranger says, giving my hand a squeeze as he drives down the highway.

“What makes you think I’m nervous?”

“Your hand is sweaty.”

“Oh, great,” I say, feeling suddenly self-conscious as I try to slip from his grip.

“Don’t you pull away from me,” he laughs. “I love everything about you, and that includes your sweaty palms.”

“Me and my sweaty palms thank you. Why don’t you let me shake off this nervousness by pulling over and letting me run a few laps around the truck until I’m out of breath?”

“I’ve got much better ideas about how to make you breathless,” Ranger answers, tugging my hand to his crotch.

He’s already got a bulge, and it bumps underneath the denim of his jeans, making me pull in a rushed breath. “I think you may be on to something with that logic.”

I rub his erection, and he shifts in the seat, slowly shaking his head. “You’re driving your daddy crazy, sweetheart. But I love every fucking minute of it, almost as much as I love you.”

When he reaches over and brushes the side of my face, I give him a quick peck on the inside of his hand. “I love you, too, daddy.”

Ranger has yet to let me jerk him off or give him a blowjob. He says it’s because he’s waiting until we are husband and wife, but we haven’t even set a date yet. And I’m starting to get antsy about touching him, taking him in my mouth, and spreading my legs for him.

I need to feel him take me so much it hurts, all the way to my core. And no matter how many times he buries his face between my legs and I cum multiple times as he laps at my tender, sensitive pearl, I just know it won’t be the same as him forcing his long, thick manhood into the deepest part of my womb.

I’m not upset or anything. I actually like the fact that he’s making me wait. I just wish I knew how much longer I have to wait. I think the suspense is killing me.

“It won’t be long before I own you,” he says, as if reading my mind.

“You already own me, daddy.”

“Mm, I like the sound of that.” He slides his hand up my leg and squeezes my thigh underneath my dress. “But you know daddy wants to have his little angel splayed out before him on our wedding bed. I’m getting anxious to take my virgin bride.”

“Let’s not wait another minute, then, daddy. Let’s get married right now.”

His throat rumbles as he discovers the dampness between my legs, sneaking a finger under the elastic and softly teasing my clit. I part my thighs and hike my dress up higher.

“I have plans, baby. Trust me.”

At that moment, he pulls into the driveway of his uncle’s home, moving the finger that was just in my panties to his lips. “Fuck. The way you taste makes me want to cum in my pants again. I ought to punish you for being so sexy.”

I can’t help but giggle at him, but as he turns the engine off, I get the impression he really is frustrated. Well, he’s the one who’s really suffering from blue balls since he won’t let me suck him off or even rub my pussy over his cock like I did in the camper a few days ago.

He shuts off the engine and looks at me, tucking some loose hair behind my ear. “One of the reasons I haven’t cum with you in a few days is because I’m saving up. Because when I do finally fuck you the way I want to fuck you, I plan on putting a baby in that belly.”

He rubs my stomach, and all this warmth spreads through me at the thought of having a baby with this man. “Nothing, and I mean nothing, would make me happier than to mother your children, daddy.”

I lean over and throw my arms around his neck, feeling loved and needed and cherished for the first time in my life. His deep laughter fills my ears, making me soar with happiness.

“I just hope your mom likes me,” I say, pulling on the door handle.

Ranger stops me, placing his hand on my arm. “My mom is a loving person. And there’s nothing about you not to love. So take it from me, baby. She’ll adore you just as much as I do.”

God, I love this man.

His Uncle Tim opens the front door for us, greeting us both with a hug. “So nice to meet you, Daisy. I’m glad you could make it.”

“It’s nice to meet you, too. Thank you for inviting me.”

“Well, my nephew here kept you hidden long enough. Let me go see if your mother is ready.”

Tim walks away, and I give Ranger a strange look. After flashing a guilty smile, he rubs his chin and pulls me into the living room. “So…I might have told my mom a few weeks ago that I met someone. Only because I didn’t think she’d be around much longer. I … know it wasn’t right, but I couldn’t stand the thought of her passing away and worrying about me and my future. Feel free to hate me now.”

“Daddy,” I say, keeping my voice low. “If you think something like that would cause me hate to you, then you don’t know me at all.” I touch his face, and his eyes soften as he looks at me with so much love. “It just shows how big your heart really is.”

I fight back the tears because I can see how hard this is for him, knowing his mom is sick and won’t be here much longer. I wish I could take all his pain away.

He brings me into an embrace with so much passion, I feel as though I could melt. “Fuck, I love you.”

“I love you, too.”

“My goodness. This makes my mama heart so happy.”

From what Ranger had told me about the last visit with his mom a few months ago, I expected to meet a frail, sickly, skeleton of a woman. But the lady who stands before us looks so full of life, radiant almost.

Her hair is pixie short, but her face is bright, her cheeks red, and her eyes sparkling a bright blue, just like Ranger’s.

“Mom,” he says, taking a few steps her way. “You look … amazing.”

“Thank you. I feel amazing.” She wraps her arms around his waist, smiling as big as she can while looking at me and waving her fingers.

I smile and wave back, glad to see a happy family unit for a change.

“And you must be Daisy?”

“Yes, ma’am. It’s wonderful to meet you, Ms. Mosley.”

“You too, sweetie.” Her arms wrap around me, filling me with warmth as I hug her back. Strange that I already feel more welcome here than I ever did in the home I grew up in.

“Mom, you look great. I can’t believe it.”

Ms. Mosley cups her son’s face. “I have the best news, honey. I was going to tell you sooner, but I wanted to share the good news in person.”

“Is it what I think?”

His mother nods. “It’s official. I’m in remission.”

“I knew it!”

Ranger bursts into laughter and picks her up before spinning her in a circle, her legs flying out behind her. They’re both laughing, and I can’t help but join in.

This is the man I know and love, the one bursting with life and happiness.

And I share that same joy with the both of them.


Ranger

“If she doesn’t like it, don’t let it hurt your feelings. Just remember, son, some girls like to have a say in the ring they wear for the rest of their lives.”

“I’m pretty sure she’ll like it, mom.”

I turn over the five-carat beauty that once belonged to my grandmother. Three emerald-cut diamonds rest side-by-side in a platinum band, the stones sparkling in a way that would catch any woman’s eye.

“I’ve had it appraised, cleaned, and polished, but you’ll need to get it insured.” She pauses as she watches me studying the ring, imagining my Daisy wearing it by this time next week. “Granny would be so proud of you.”

I lean down and kiss my mom on the cheek before sliding the ring back into the velvet sleeve right as Daisy comes back into the room.

“Can I help you get lunch prepared, Ms. Mosley?”

“The only thing left to do is get everything on the table, and Tim is taking care of that. Why don’t you two go for a walk in the garden? I think there are a few things left that the early frost hasn’t killed.”

“Damn good idea, mom.” I take Daisy by the hand and lead her out back. My uncle lives in a modest home, but he goes all out with flowers, vines, and evergreens on his property.

I’d be lying if I said I didn’t want to take my girl to the bedroom, but I won’t disrespect my mother like that. I’m still reeling from the fact that she’s in remission. And happy as shit she’ll be alive to see me get married, have kids, and maybe become a granddad myself.

Fuck. I don’t want to think that far ahead, though. Right now, this very moment, is all I need.

“Geez, it’s gorgeous out here,” Daisy says as we walk through the row of blooming roses.

“Uncle Tim invests a lot in landscaping. It’s kind of his thing.”

“I’d say so.” Daisy leans forward to smell one of the pink blooms, and I take the opportunity to slide the ring pouch from my pocket as we approach the wrought iron bench. I plant my ass in it, pulling Daisy in my lap so quickly she starts giggling.

“Are you trying to get fresh with me, mister?” she asks, clasping her hands behind my head.

“Always, baby.” I let one hand wander up the smooth length of her thigh while watching her flesh pimple.

“Mmm, I don’t know if this is the most private place to get frisky.”

“Oh, I’m not going to get frisky. Not right this second, anyway.”

“Damn,” she says, rolling her eyes playfully.

I chuckle and pull her left arm down, running my finger over hers. “You know I want you, right?”

Her face turns serious. “Yes, daddy. I want you too.”

My chest swells as I fidget with the bag, opening it with my right hand and fishing out the heavy band with my pointer. “All my life, I’ve waited for a girl like you. I don’t think I believed in much of anything when you walked up to my shop in the middle of the night, much less love at first sight. But damn if you didn’t make me trip over my own heart.”

Tears swell in Daisy’s eyes as I present the ring and slide it over her finger. “Oh my god. Daddy…” she huffs.

“Marry me. This fucking week. Before I lose my sanity.”

With rosy cheeks and sparkling, teary eyes, Daisy holds her hand up in the air, inspecting the ring. “It’s gorgeous. No. Gorgeous isn’t even a strong enough word for how pretty it is.” Her eyes dart to mine. “I don’t know what to say. Except … yes!”

She’s hugging me with force, giggling and crying at the same time. I stand up with her still in my lap, and her legs go around my waist. Fuck. My dick is instantly hard as steel, and I know that it’s going to take real will power to not fuck her before she’s my bride.

But I’m bound and determined to keep my baby pure until after she says “I do.”

“I’m … I’m so happy, daddy!” she squeals. “This is the happiest day of my life.”

I hold her body close to mine, feeling joy I’ve never experienced before. “Me, too, sweetheart. Me too.”


Daisy

If you had told me a month ago I’d be married to a mechanic, I’d have laughed in your face. But here I am, joined for life to the only man I love and the only man I need.

I called my parents a few days ago to let them know about my big plans, but they didn’t bother showing up for the wedding. Which I will admit hurt, and it hurt a lot. But I’ve also learned very quickly that blood isn’t always thicker than water.

Ranger’s mom was a seamstress before she got sick, so she took all my measurements while we were visiting her last weekend, and she made my wedding dress herself, and all in three days’ time.

I was floored when I saw the final result: a floor-length chiffon and satin gown with a scoop-neck and lace sleeves. It nearly stole the breath from my lungs when I saw it on the hanger, and when I put it on and saw the way it clung to my hips, I knew the reaction it would have on Ranger. Sure enough, when I walked down the aisle of the small church just an hour ago, I had the privilege of watching his eyes roam over every inch of me.

I even heard him growl when the preacher said, “you may now kiss your bride.”

I never imagined I’d get a fairytale wedding. And while a southern girl from the country marrying a small-town mechanic isn’t anything out of a fairytale story, it’s still my story.

And I’m damn proud of it. Of us.

The real icing on the cake is Ranger’s wedding gift to me: the camper got a complete makeover, and we’re using it for our honeymoon. We leave first thing in the morning, and I can’t wait to revisit the couch where my husband first laid his hands on me.

I feel Ranger approach me from behind as I stare at the bed that awaits us, a dozen roses on each night stand. His breath hits my neck, making heat flow through my veins. “As beautiful as you look in that dress, it needs to be anywhere else but on your gorgeous body.”

His hands roam up my hips, and I turn to face him. He’s wearing nothing more than his tuxedo pants and bow tie, his ripped abs and sculpted pecs staring me in the face. Damn I’m lucky.

“Daddy. All you have to do is take my dress off.”

“Oh, I’m going to, little girl. Daddy is ready to have you and hold you, claim you and fuck you.”

I run my hands up his chest and pull down the tie, tossing it on the bed. “And don’t forget, plant that seed.”

His voice rumbles through the air as he leans in to kiss me, and I shiver as his hands roam to my back, finding the zipper and tugging it down.

He slowly peels the dress down my arms, and when it falls to the floor, he picks it up and lays it across the hotel room’s chair. As I wait for him in my white lace bra and matching G-string, I feel my heart hammer in my chest.

“You make me crazy, you know that?”

“I have some idea,” I say, nodding between his legs. I can already see that he’s getting hard, and I have to admit I have my own flames burning.

Ranger steps out of his slacks and his cock bounces free.

“Ah, commando. Nice.”

“I wanted as little as possible between us when we said our vows.” After unclasping my strapless bra and tossing it next to his bow tie, he lifts me off the floor and lays me on the soft covers.

“That makes sense,” I answer, breathlessly.

As he lies on top of me, I can’t help but feel as though I’m falling more deeply in love. Everything in me burns for this man. I don’t even know how I survived life before I met him.

“And now, the only thing between us is the love we share. Daddy has you for life now.”

I feel like I’ve entered some dreamy state as he covers my body in kisses, starting at my neck and working his way over my breasts, down my tummy, and all the way to my toes.

I writhe on the bed as he kisses each toe, then works his way back up my legs.

“You see, I have to claim every inch of you for this to work.”

“It’s definitely working, daddy. Definitely,” I say.

Carnal desires build between us, the longing we feel consuming both of us. I was sure he would want to be the first to seek relief, but he’s the same man he was before we were married, making sure to bring me pleasure first.

“Show me how wet you are, baby.”

I part my legs and peel my lips apart, the need I have for him seeping to the sheets below. Growls work their way up his throat as he strokes his length, and I tease him by coating my finger in my juices and touching my clit.

“This is the part you want, isn’t it, daddy?”

“As an appetizer, yes,” he groans.

With his fists in the mattress, he crawls to me and burrows his face in my pussy, gripping the sides of my hips as he consumes me with his mouth and tongue.

The way he tastes me, brings me pleasure, it’s like he knows my body so well. I don’t know where I end and he begins.

He laps at my clit, probes my entrance with his tongue, then comes back out to tease me with rapid flicks. I moan and roll my head from side to side, struggling to hold back, to make it last. But daddy tugs my clit past his lips and I can’t stop. A freight train of intense pleasure crashes into me as I cum, fisting his hair tightly and bucking my hips like a wild pony.

“If I wasn’t in so much pain from blue balls, I’d lick you over and over until you came a hundred times,” Ranger says, pulling me by the legs until I’m lying at the edge of the bed.

I sit up and run my hands up his lower abs as he stands before me.

“You know I’ve been dying to suck you, daddy.”

His moans reverberate around the room. “Yes, baby. I know. I’ve been dying for the same, for my little girl to take me in her mouth and show me just how much she loves me.”

“And now that I’m your wife, you can fuck my mouth and take me however you want me.”

“Mmm, fuck yes. I love that my little girl has such a dirty mind for these things.”

He cradles my chin as I stroke his length, familiarizing myself with the silken texture of his skin over the steely hardness, the spongy veins pulsing against my fingers, and the clear fluid seeping out and begging to be licked away.

And that’s just what I do, tasting the saltiness of his desire and pulling the head of his shaft past my lips. I feel sexy as I give him head, and the deep rumble that escapes his mouth makes me feel like he might be thinking “good girl.”

Ranger guides me up and down his hardness, breathing heavy and groaning his pleasure above me. I probe the slit along the tip, and I bob my head faster as I feel him grow harder.

“Fuck, angel.” He tightens his fingers in my hair and pulls me back. “I could so easily cum in your mouth, but you know I want to put a baby in that belly.”

“Do it, daddy. Knock me up.”

I lie back and open my legs for him, and within seconds he’s on top of me, guiding the head of his cock to my entrance.

I throw my legs around his waist as he watches me, his hand roaming down my side, over my hip, and cupping my ass.

“I don’t know how I managed to find the perfect girl, but I will count my lucky stars every fucking day.”

“You’re my lucky star, daddy. I love you so much.”

“Oh god, baby. I love you more than anything in this world.”

I can feel the moisture seeping down my crack as he pushes deeper inside of me, spearing me with his girth. My eyes flutter closed, and I take a deep breath as my nails press into the skin on his back, awaiting his claim.

When I feel his lips on mine, I relax as his tongue strokes mine, his mouth claiming me the way the rest of his body is.

And when he fully pushes all the way in, the pain is like a hot needle, melting down my thighs and all the way to my toes as he moves in and out of me.

I’ve never known pleasure like this, to feel so loved, so desired. It’s like he and I are one as our bodies move in synchronicity, our hands frantically holding onto to one another, moving over each other, desperate to feel the other.

My love for him blooms, just like this tense ball in my belly, growing bigger and bigger as he thrusts harder and faster.

“Oh daddy, I think I’m about to cum,” I purr in his ear.

He doesn’t say a thing, only presses his hand to the top of my head as he grinds deep inside my walls, throttling me over the edge of ecstasy.

I arch my back and cry out, and seconds later, Ranger vocalizes nearly as loud as me, pummeling me as my walls clamp down around his thickness. I feel his excess dripping out of me as he growls like a beast.

“Your pussy did this. You did this to me, my angel. Made me incapable of holding out.”

I thrust my hips up to meet him, overcome with so much love.

“This sweet pussy belongs to me,” he grunts, spurting his seed against my walls.

“Yes, daddy. My pussy is yours. I am yours.”

I’m trembling as he gives a few final thrusts, his weight nearly crushing me as his body seems to collapse on mine, not that I care.

I whimper and arch my back to take a deeper breath when he rolls off of me, his arms quickly gathering me to him.

“My baby, are you alright?”

I nuzzle my rear against his sticky crotch and smile deeply as his arms wrap around my chest.

“I’m more than alright, daddy. I’m … home.”

“So am I, my love. So am I.”

I feel him kiss me on the head, and we lie there in the quiet for a long while. We don’t really need words at this point, anyway.

Our love speaks for itself.


Epilogue

“We only have a few minutes before the boys get home from school, daddy.”

Growling, Ranger burrows his face in my neck as he carries me to the bed. “That’s all I need, baby.”

He lays me down gently, only because I’m six months pregnant with our fifth child—this one a girl, finally. After ten years of marriage and four boys between the ages of 6 and 9 running around the house, my husband still can’t get enough of me.

I can’t get enough of him either. And at forty years of age, he is sexier than ever.

He unbuttons my blouse then peels my pants down to my ankles before spreading my legs wide. My belly swells upward into the air, but I can still see the look of lust in his eyes as he teases my lips with his fingers.

“How many licks until you cum this time?”

I bite my lip and float my gaze around the room as I think. We have this game we play where I guess how many times his tongue brushes my clit before I explode. With my sex drive lately, it’s typically less than two dozen.

I’m easy like that, I guess.

“Since we only have a few minutes, and I’m exceptionally horny, I’m going to say … fifteen.”

He raises a brow. If I go over, I have to give him morning blowjobs for a week. As if that’s some form of torture for me.

I love sucking daddy’s dick, morning, noon, and night. But he brings me just the same amount of pleasure, if not more.

“If you’re right, I’ll give you an extra-long back massage tonight.”

See what I mean?

He spreads my lips apart and gives me one long lick. And then another. And another. My head falls back and I slowly roll my hips up and down.

I fist the sheets and my belly grows tight. I’m so close.

At the fourteenth lick, a small amount of fluid dribbles out as I cum, my clit pulsing over and over as I murmur, “yeah, daddy…oh fuck yeah…”

Ranger groans and suckles me past his lips, burying his face deeper in my gash like he can’t get enough, his hands hungrily groping my belly and full breasts.

When I’ve caught my breath, I push myself up on my arms, tugging his belt loose as fast as I can.

“That’s a good girl, baby. Get daddy’s cock out so I can fuck your delicious pussy,” he growls.

Ranger loves it when I undress him and tease his shaft with my lips and tongue, but I can tell he wants to be inside of me.

After unzipping his pants, he pushes them to the floor, and I quickly remove his underwear, watching his cock spring forth with swollen, urgent need.

I grip the base and drag my tongue over the crown as he groans and sweeps my hair up in his fist. I could do this for a while, feel his length grow and throb as I suck him to completion. But my daddy is not patient today and he doesn’t want the slow build.

I can taste the fluid pulsing from his slit as he stands over me, thrusting his hips softly back and forth. “Mission accomplished. You’ve aroused the beast.”

“What does the beast want?” I ask, tracing the tip of my finger over his bulbous head.

With a firm grip in my hair, Ranger arches my head up to him. “I want you to assume the position.”

Smiling, I twist my body around and get on my hands and knees, lowering my upper body until my heavy breasts brush against our bedspread. His hands move over my round bottom, stopping at my hips.

“As long as I live,” he says, “I’ll never get tired of looking at this view.”

“And I’ll never get tired of giving myself to you like this, daddy. My body belongs to you.”

His voice rumbles behind me as his cock spears my pussy and dives deep on the first push. I instantly forget everything for a moment. Everything but my love for this man and what we have. The way he protects me and provides for me, and always makes sure that I’m happy and our sons are cared for … it’s everything I could have ever wanted in a man.

His thrusts are urgent, demanding, hard and forceful, and before I know it, I’m fisting the covers and my thighs are trembling as I reach that crest. My core tightens and my walls grip him like a warm, wet vice as I have an orgasm.

And as always, he’s right behind me, the both of us feeding off the other’s sexual release. He growls as he sprays his seed inside of me, his semen so copious that just as much spills out as stays inside. His body slams into me roughly several more times as he finishes emptying in me.

“How did I get so lucky,” he says, leaning down and brushing my back with his lips.

“I think I’m the lucky one here.”

He chuckles, moving his hands up to grope my breasts and lightly pinch my nipples. “I think this is an argument we won’t ever fucking settle.”

“You’ve got that right,” I answer, lying down on my side and looking up at him. “But deep down, I think we know we’re both lucky.”

He lies down next to me and pulls me close to him. We enjoy the silence for a few minutes because once Connor, Devin, Preston, and William get home, it will be non-stop until at least nine o’clock tonight.

“What do you want to do for the next fifteen minutes, baby?”

I melt into his chest as he holds me. “Nothing but lie here and feel your skin on mine.”

“Mm, that sounds like a good plan. Why don’t you let me take the boys to that pizza joint tonight so you can get some rest?”

I roll over and push up on my elbows. “The one with the arcade and the rocking motorcycles? No way are you going there without me.”

Ranger laughs and pulls me in for a kiss. “Okay, you can go too.”

“We should call your mom and see if she wants to go.”

“That’s a great idea. I’ll bet she misses the boys.”

Ranger’s mom is doing great, still in remission and healthier than ever. She typically comes by twice a week, but she’s been on vacation for six whole days, visiting friends in the mountains.

“I know she does. She hasn’t seen them in almost a week.”

Ranger cups my face and stares at me with those gorgeous blue eyes that always make me feel loopy in love.

“I love you, Mrs. Mosley. You know you’re stuck with me for life, right?”

“Yes, and I wouldn’t have it any other way, daddy.”

He lowers his face to mine, giving me a kiss that I feel all the way to my toes.

I run my hands through his hair, wondering if I’ll ever get tired of hearing how much he loves me.

I don’t think it’s possible.

And several minutes later, when I hear the front door open and the sound of little feet and little voices carrying down the hallway, I know I’ll never get tired of this perfect life we have.


Claimed by the Beast
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Slade

For the last six years, I’ve lived off the grid, alone, in my quiet, secluded home tucked away in the woods.

I don’t take too kindly to strangers coming around.

So when I spot an intruder on my property, my blood begins to boil with anger.

Is he blind?

Did he not see the No Trespassing signs posted everywhere?

With a growl in my throat and my fists clenched, I decide to chase him away.

Until I find out the intruder just happens to be a “her.” A very sexy, innocent looking “her.”

She claims she got lost hiking. But she has no idea how dangerous these woods really are. And with the way my body is responding to her beauty as she swims topless in the river that runs through my property, I can’t resist taking her home with me to keep her safe, no matter how much she tries to fight me.

Chastity

I’m a failure at everything I do. It’s no surprise I can’t even follow a simple hiking trail.

I deserve to get lost. Become dehydrated. Suffer heat stroke. Starve to death, even.

I’m certain there’s no one for miles, and suffering from heat stroke is exactly what will happen if I can’t find my way back to my car.

But when I happen upon a sparkling river that seems perfect for cooling off, I strip down to practically nothing and hop in.

And that’s when this crazy man appears from nowhere, pissed as hell that I’m on his property.

For a split second, I’m grateful someone’s nearby to help me.

But I don’t even get the chance to ask for help.

This beast of a man is wrapping his angry arms around my waist and carrying me through the woods, my half-naked body rubbing against his as he carries me to his home.

He says it’s to keep me safe.

Then why do I suddenly feel like his prey?


Chapter One

Chastity

This is beyond eff’d up. I haven’t been out here more than two fucking hours and I’m already lost. I must be the dimwit of the universe.

The last time I remember seeing a red trail marker was … shit. When was the last time? It’s been at least half an hour. I turned around and attempted to retrace my steps, but everything looks the same around here. And now I’m not sure if I’m walking in the direction of my car or a giant cliff. And fuck is it hot.

I came out here to get away, to cleanse my mind, to prove to myself that I’m not the failure I’ve always believed myself to be.

“How’s that working out for you?” I mutter, using the bottom of my shirt to wipe a line of sweat away before it drips into my left eye.

I was told by several friends that hiking Whiterock Trail was so easy a toddler could do it blindfolded. Well, a toddler probably could.

I pretty much screw up everything that I touch. It’s sort of my specialty. Whether I’m burning dinner while helping my mom cook or failing out of math for the third time. My own father left not long after I was born, right after holding me in his arms for the first time.

And don’t even get me started on all the times I’ve taken dance class, just to be told I have two left feet. Why couldn’t I at least have two right feet? At least then something on me would be right.

Whatever. Mom says I shouldn’t be so negative all the time, that if I had a better attitude I wouldn’t see myself as a failure.

Which is what led me here.

I was looking for a confidence boost. I mean, it’s hiking. Could it get any simpler?

Hiking = walking = basically impossible to mess up.

I brought my cell phone with me, too, but I’m too far out to get a signal and call someone.

I opened the compass app a few minutes ago, but it doesn’t do me much good when I don’t know what direction anything is in. I should be scared, but I’m not. I’m just … pissed. And hot and a little tired.

I take a few more steps, staring at the compass as I struggle to make sense of it, when I hear the sound of running water. Okay, I know I would remember if I passed a stream. So I’m definitely going the wrong way. But as I turn around in the direction of the water, I figure a quick dip might help me cool off.

I can see the clearing ahead, and by the time I make it past the woods and onto the sandy shoreline, I’m twisting my hair into a ponytail and dropping my bag to the ground before kicking off my shoes. It’s a small river, calm, probably about twenty feet wide or so. On the other side is a thicket of trees, but I still don’t see any trail markers or other signs of civilization.

I walk several feet out, and the water feels so good on my feet, all I can think about is submerging my entire body. So I back up a few feet and wipe the sweat off my brow, then tug off my t-shirt and shorts, not wanting them to get soaked. I pull off my sports bra and toss it on the ground. Feeling a little grossed out at the prospect of a full skinny dip, I opt to leave on my underwear.

I twist my hair into a bun before going back in the water. The surface slowly tickles up my legs, forcing goose bumps to prick along my flesh. Several rocks at my feet feel slippery, almost making me lose my footing, but I pass those quickly. By the time I’m halfway across the river, the water is at my lower belly.

I sink down to my shoulders, closing my eyes and tickling the sandy base with my fingers. Several slimy plants kiss my hand as the undercurrent whips by. I relax and take several deep breaths, letting my mind forget, for just a moment, that I’m in the middle of nowhere and may not be able to find my way back. It also occurs to me that my mother won’t even notice I’m missing until tomorrow since she’s out of town visiting a friend.

I entertain the thought for a brief second, when the sound of crackling twigs startles me.

“Can I fucking help you?”

My eyes bolt open and I snap my head towards the sound of the man’s voice.

“Excuse me?” I ask, keeping below the surface of the water.

He steps to the edge of the river, a long rifle resting on his shoulder as he winks one eye, blocking the sun.

“I said, can I fucking help you?”

Cold shivers pass through me. He sounds really pissed off. And I have no idea what I’ve done to piss him off.

“I hope so. I’m … kind of lost.”

“You got that right. You also got about ten seconds to get off my property before I take the law into my own hands.”

He cocks his shotgun and the sound echoes across the water, making me freeze. I can’t just … walk out of here, naked.

When he steps past the sandy banks, dunking his boots in the water, I fan my arms, backing up, thinking I may have to swim to the other side and run for it.

“Did you hear what I said?” His voice is growing impatient.

“Yes. I did, but … seriously. I’m lost. I’m sorry. I don’t know where to go to get off your property.”

With an exasperated shake of the head, he sets the rifle on the ground and walks out towards me. My pulse quickens, the dread making my blood run ice cold.

When he gets close enough for me to see his face, I can tell he’s not a happy person. Creases haunt his eyes, and underneath a thick beard he looks to be wearing a scowl. Dark eyes promise something ominous.

I push back further, my feet scooting along the sandy bottom.

“Did you not see the NO TRESSPASSING signs?”

“No. Honestly. I just came out here to hike and somehow got off trail.” I eye my clothes on the bank. “If you’ll just let me get dressed and point me in the right direction, I’d love nothing more than to get back to my car.”

His eyes narrow at me. He must be a paranoiac. I seriously need to get out of here. Fuck waiting for him to point me in the right direction. I’ll point myself.

“Stand up,” he rumbles.

“Excuse me?”

He moves closer to me and flicks his eyes downward. The water licks at his dark slacks.

“I said, stand up.”

Dread weighs heavily on me, and the last thing I want to do is show this larger-than-life psycho my bare chest. But I wouldn’t stand much of a chance against his large frame, even if I knew basic self-defense. Which I don’t.

So, I do what any normal, sane girl would do under the circumstances.

I stand up and hope he isn’t a serial killer on top of being a total prick.


Slade

I don’t have time to mess with this.

Let me clarify. I have plenty of time. It’s patience I’m lacking.

Patience for human fucking beings.

The last time someone came onto my property, they brought their fishing poles and live bait thinking they would help themselves to whatever they wanted. It took all of two seconds for me to scare them away and I doubt it will be any different this time. Seems like whenever this happens, I’m at my most agitated, too.

Not only that, just on the other side of these woods lies the property of the Cuthbert family who has, for a while now, been under suspicion for the disappearance of several women in the area. I don’t like it when those fuckers come near me or my home.

I had seen the intruder, spotted him through the trees while cleaning the tarp for my bike. A quick movement out of the corner of my eye alerted me to the visitor, but I hoped it was a deer. When I got a better look, I saw the culprit.

He was standing on the shore of the river, setting a bag on the sand. I’d gone inside to get my Ruger that never let me down. I then high tailed it across my back yard and to the bank where he was. But by the time I arrived, he had completely submerged himself in the river. And his movements, soft and subtle, clued me in that it wasn’t a male I was dealing with.

The sound of her voice confirmed that.

She claims she got lost hiking along Whiterock Trail, but I think she’s just being nosy. Probably heard the stream and wanted to strip down to her bikini to cool off, brushing right past the multiple signs that announce this is private property and to “stay the fuck away” as diplomatically as a sign can. Typical college-aged, entitled little brat. Pretty stupid for her to be alone, too, given the crazed family living not far from here.

That’s okay. I’ll escort her little ass back to the trail and point her in the right direction with a warning that the next time she shows up, I won’t be so nice.

“Stand up,” I tell her, quickly losing my patience.

“Excuse me?” Her eyes lift, showing fear.

I move closer to her and let my eyes drift below the surface of the water, noticing the pale skin of her shoulders through the ripples.

“I said, stand up.”

She hesitates, sucking her lips into her mouth as she slowly rises from the water.

I blink several times as my gaze runs down her body, realizing she isn’t wearing a bikini after all. Small, pert breasts slope down and out, topped with very small but very hard pink nipples.

Fuck.

My cock gets a surge of blood and it grows stiff in an instant. The edge of the water dances along her hips where a black lacy strap hugs her flesh.

“I—I left my clothes over there,” she stutters, pointing behind me.

“I see that,” I growl, teetering somewhere between wanting to flip her over and fuck her right here and tossing her over the tree line so I don’t succumb to my animalistic urges.

“If I can just go get dressed, I’ll get out of your hair.” She starts to walk past me. I can smell her hesitation, her fear, the way she cowers slightly as she brushes past.

But when I catch a glimpse of her profile, her dark, shiny hair pulled back into a feminine bun and those sexy, pouty red lips, and the way her tits bounce ever so slightly, my cock responds, and I decide right then and there I’m not letting this beauty get away, especially with the dangers that lurk in these woods.

I have no idea how long I will be able to make her stay, but right now, she’s a toy I must have and I must keep safe.

I wrap my arm around her waist and lift her up, tossing her over my shoulder. She lets out a gasp and digs her nails into my back.

“What the fuck?” she shrieks.

Her cry doesn’t deter me.

“Calm down. You’re coming with me.”

I walk to the edge of the water, listening to her grunt, whimper, claw at me, and push up on my shoulders in her struggle for release.

She gives up, falls back down, her hard nipples grazing my shoulder and making my cock stiffen.

“Put me down,” she grumbles. “I know how to walk.”

Once I reach the sandbar, I consider grabbing her things and taking them back with my rifle, but I’m afraid it will diminish the control I have over her. I’ll have to come back for them.

It’s a short walk to my house, maybe 50 yards or so, and the whole way, the girl wriggles, rubbing her smooth skin against mine.

I place my hand on her bottom, my fingers touching the lace of her panties. I want to rip them off, but I also want to show some restraint.

For now.

Until I make her crumble and beg for me.

There’s a part of me that wants to teach her a lesson for trespassing on my property. But she also needs to be within the safety and sanctity of my home.

“Please, please just put me down.”

“I will, once we get to my house.”

“What?” She arches her back and struggles again, her feet kicking up and coming dangerously close to my face. I push them back down just as fast.

“You don’t think I’m going to leave you alone out here, do you? It’s not safe. All kinds of predators in these parts…”

After letting out a huff, her body twists as she struggles harder to get loose.

“I said I was sorry, mister. Please…” she begs, her voice now sounding frantic.

I can’t help but chuckle. Damn, this little part of me is happy she’s fighting. I never knew this side of me existed.

“You got a phone?”

“Yes. It’s in my bag.” There’s a lift in her voice. “And if you’ll just let me go get it, I’ll be on my way.”

I stop dead in my tracks as we approach my back yard, letting my hand sink into the soft flesh of her ass. “And I can’t let you do that. I need to clear the area of danger.”

That quiets her, all the way to my front door. The moment we step inside, she grunts and wiggles again, but I just make a beeline for the basement. It’s the only place I can effectively lock her up.

I drop her on the bed and brush my hands. Her nipples have now softened into small pink dots, but my cock is still hard. She scoots all the way back to the headboard and tucks her feet underneath her bottom.

“Wait here, I’ll be back.”

“You’re just going to leave me here?” she says, her voice high and shrill.

I spin around. “Yes. Believe me. You’re a hell of a lot safer here than you are out there.”

Her eyes follow me as I walk away, up the stairs and to the kitchen to get a chair I can wedge underneath the door handle. I don’t want her to get away before I can decide how to handle this. I make a mental checklist of everything that’s down there, wanting to be sure I haven’t left her alone with a potential weapon she could surprise me with.

Let’s see, there’s the bed and the bedside table with a radio alarm clock. There’s the closet where I keep my winter coats and boots and a few other odds and ends like sheets and pillows. I’ve also got the antique Victrola turntable my mother had before she died along with her collection of Ella Fitzgerald and Nina Simone albums. I suppose if this girl got creative, she could snap one in two and try to cut me with it. Other than that, I don’t think she stands a good chance of getting the upper hand.

After placing the chair under the doorknob, I make my way back to the river to retrieve my rifle and her things, making a quick pass to ensure no one else is around. I then bring her things straight back to the house for a closer inspection. Looks like my little prisoner came to her hike semi prepared. She’s brought along a bandana, sunscreen, two water bottles, one of them partly filled, and a single protein bar. I don’t see a wallet, but her phone is here, just like she said. I press the home button, which displays the time, date, and her name: Chastity.

I wonder if the name fits.

Without wasting a second, I pry out the battery and set it with the phone inside a basket on my bar. I pick up her clothes and give them a sniff. Some perfumed shit hits my nose, so I toss them in the washer. I’ve never been big on women covering up their natural scent. I like to enjoy the scent of whatever naturally pulses out of their flesh. You can tell a lot about a woman by how she smells.

The last woman I chilled with didn’t even wear deodorant. Now that was overkill in my opinion. She was one of those tree-hugging vegan hippie types, but the chick could suck a bowling ball through a paper straw and keep going, so I kept her around for a while.

That was … damn. How long ago was Rhonda? I ended things with her right before moving here after my mom died. That was six years and two months ago. I was just twenty-six years old. Fuck, how time flashes right before our very eyes.

It’s been six years since I buried my cock balls-deep in some pussy, but to be honest, it doesn’t seem that long. Probably because I’ve gotten plenty of blowjobs from women here and there. Not hard in my line of work as a security guard. Plus, I’ve got my porn stash: DVDs, magazines, and every once in a while I’ll check out what’s trending on the internet. But I almost always shoot my load to my favorites on-screen or in the glossy folds of my mag. I’m old school when it comes to cumming. I find what works and I keep using it. Guess I’m loyal like that.

But now, when I think about Chastity’s nipples pricking right in front of me, I feel something stir inside my depths, something stronger than what that superficial bullshit does. I stand still in my kitchen and feast on it for a moment, let my mind play with it, toy with the possibilities. And I realize it’s stirring up a dark part of me. Maybe dangerous, I don’t know.

I do know I wouldn’t hurt her. I’m no psychopath or sadist. I don’t enjoy the thought of being responsible for making a girl experience pain. But I also know that I want to explore her tender body, whether she wants it or not. That’s the part that’s dark, that’s sending rivers of heat through my center.

And I know that I should help her find her way back to her car. But instead, I will keep her here and act on this darkness before the sun sets.


Chapter Two

Chastity

This is my destiny. It must be. I’m being punished for some wrongdoing in another life, maybe. I don’t know.

The first ten minutes that my captor was gone, I’d sat on the bed, wrapped in a blanket and shivering in the cool, dank air as I wondered what was going to happen to me. Then I snapped out of it, realizing I needed to spend my time looking for something I could use as a weapon. After spending several minutes going through the small space, I’ve determined that short of whacking him upside the head with an alarm clock or a record player that looks older than my grandma, I’m pretty well screwed.

I thought about prying the needle off the arm of the record player, but what kind of damage could I do with that?

I tiptoe up the stairs and attempt to open the door. The knob twists; it’s unlocked. But I can’t nudge it open more than a few centimeters, which means he probably jimmied it shut with a chair. For some odd reason, this brings me comfort. I mean, if he were a professional kidnapper, wouldn’t he have a dedicated area for his victims with a kidnapper-grade lock system?

I go downstairs and sit on the bed again, wrapping the blanket tighter around my body. My mom will probably call, wondering where I am when I don’t answer. She’ll track my phone and come looking for me, find my things near the river—if he leaves them there, which he probably won’t. My only hope is that the cops will start questioning the homeowners in the area, if they’re able to ping my phone.

Just as soon as she gets back from her overnight trip tomorrow night.

And, of course, the asshole who brought me here will just lie when the cops show up.

When I hear movement at the door, I pull the blanket tighter, my heart skipping around as his boots come clodding down the stairs. He’s changed into dry clothes—dark jeans and a white undershirt. A roll of silver duct tape hangs from his belt, and my insides go sour as nausea grips me.

With his gaze pointed at my feet, he curls a finger in my direction.

I tighten my grip on the corner of the fabric.

He blows out an impatient breath. “I’m not going to hurt you. Come here.”

I swallow the burn as it crawls up my throat and stand up, moving slowly in his direction.

His gaze shifts to me, trailing from the floor all the way up to my neck, then back down again. It’s almost as if he’s trying to see through the material wrapped around me.

“Get rid of it.”

My breath hitches in my throat. “Get rid of what?”

His eyes meet mine. “The blanket.”

Without allowing me to remove it myself, he closes the two-foot gap between us and pulls open the front, forcing the material from my fingers.

He tosses it aside and I shiver.

I keep my eyes focused on his chest, at the way it rises and falls with each breath. I’m afraid to look at his face.

A low rumble climbs up his throat and fear forces my nipples to prick tightly. At least I think it’s fear. What else could it be?

“How old are you?” he asks, his voice gruff.

“Eighteen,” I answer, suddenly wishing I had lied. Maybe if he thought I was just a kid he would let me go. I think back to my eighteenth birthday party—a surprise, courtesy of mom. She’d invited Will, my school crush who liked me too, I think, but, like me, was too shy to say as much. I’d wanted to give Will my virginity that night, but he left without inviting me anywhere.

That was just three weeks ago.

“Turn around.”

I look up at his face. His beard is a little long, but neatly trimmed, and his eyes, dark but rich like black coffee, show several crow’s feet fanning out, leading me to believe he’s older but not quite old enough to be going through a mid-life crisis. He licks his lips and lifts a brow, making me shudder, before spinning his finger in the air.

With my arms at my sides, I do a one-eighty, my hands growing clammy as I anticipate the unknown.

I feel him move close behind me. He touches my shoulder, runs several fingers down my arm, leans in and sniffs my neck. His beard grazes my skin, and tingles dance along my flesh.

“Your name is Chastity?”

“How did you know?”

“I saw it on your phone.” When I feel him wrap his hands around my waist, I hold my breath, but then, as he moves them across my belly and down the front of my panties, I can’t help but gasp.

“Tell me the truth, Chastity. Why were you on my property?”

The tips of his fingers slowly move up and down, caressing my lower lips and making me flustered. “I … I told you the truth. I got lost. I’m … stupid. Not good at anything I do.”

He freezes, angles his head to look at my profile. I wait for him to respond, but he doesn’t.

His clothes brush my back as he leans into me. His warm breath on my neck makes my heart race. He flattens his palms over the tops of my thighs, squeezes, and I become dizzy.

“Do you know how dangerous it is? Going off trail like that around here?”

I shake my head, thinking of the irony in that statement.

“There are a lot of dangers lurking out there. You should stay here for a while. In the meantime, I think I should bathe you.”

With an arm around my waist, he leads me to the stairs and walks me up to the main floor. At the landing is a hallway, which he leads me down, walking me into the last door on the left.

It has to be the master bedroom because the bed itself is fit for a king. With dark wooden posters as thick as my thighs and that nearly reach the ceiling, his bed makes my jaw drop. As we pass by it, I notice the intricate carvings in the wood. A moss green comforter that looks to be made of suede covers the top. I instinctively reach down to touch it, amazed at how soft it is.

Once we’re in the bathroom, he lowers the toilet seat and sits me down before starting the water in the garden tub. With multiple jets all the way around the lining, it’s obvious this tub was meant for multiple people.

My stomach tenses as he checks the temp of the water before flipping the lever and allowing it to fill. Another curl of the finger and a sharp look, and I stand up, knowing what he’s about to do. I feel more vulnerable than ever as he grips the waist of my panties and peels them down my trembling legs, a sense of repulsion with the fact that I have to hold onto his shoulders as he strips me of the last bit of modesty that remains.

“Get in,” he says, guiding me while holding my hand to keep me steady.

I hug my legs to my chest as the lukewarm water tickles my sides. He removes a wash cloth from the bar on the wall then sits on the edge of the tub, facing me and offering a disdainful look.

“Now, I can’t exactly wash you with you curled in on yourself like that, can I?”

He uses a hand to push my legs down, and my teeth start to chatter.

“Is the water too cold?”

“A little.”

He turns the nozzle and within seconds, I feel the warmth spread my way. After dipping the wash cloth into the water and rolling a bar of soap around, he moves it over my stomach. I watch his hands as they almost lovingly caress my flesh.

He moves over my right leg as it sits half submerged in the water, then over to the left leg before traveling up and back across my stomach. When the material moves over my breasts, I pull my lips inside my mouth and bite down until it hurts.

With laser focus, he keeps his dark eyes pointed at my chest, watching my tender buds turn hard at his touch. Every few seconds, he dunks the cloth in the tub then holds it over my nipples, letting the water drip, drip, drip on my sensitive tissue.

Tingles bounce along my skin, and this familiar feeling of fullness grows in my tummy before spreading between my legs. He tortures me with this for several moments, moving the cloth in soft circles over my breasts until I’m nearly panting. I suddenly realize how hot my face is. Embarrassment, lust, I don’t know.

Why am I letting him do this to me? Humiliate me like this? He can see the way my body is responding, and we both know how wrong it is.

But what’s more wrong is the fact that I’m not putting a stop to it.

When he moves the wash cloth to my face, my body relaxes. I close my eyes and hear him breathe as he leans closer. Then the cloth splashes next to me.

“Give me your hands.”

“Hmm?”

When I open my eyes, he’s tugging the duct tape off his belt.

“Your hands. Let me see them.”

With fear pulsing through me, I hold my hands up in a “surrender” as water drips down to my elbow.

After peeling off one corner, he sets the tape down next to him and uses a hand towel to dry my hands and arms. From there, he encircles my wrists with the sticky silver material. Panic starts to consume me, and I struggle, but he grips my forearm firmly.

“Just let me do this. It will be easier.”

For who? I want to ask.

His focus is sharp as he wraps the tape around my wrists so tight I have to clasp my fingers together in mock prayer. My pulse quickens as he loops one finger under the edge of the tape and pulls my arms above my head, holding it there while he uses something to secure it against the tiled wall behind me.

When he lowers himself, he’s on the floor this time, pointing his gaze at my face, then dragging his eyes down my body again, setting right on my tuft of hair floating above the surface of the water.

And that’s where he moves the wash cloth, nudging his hand against my thighs to force them open.

“I have to wash you everywhere. Be a good girl.”

I instinctively want to clamp my legs shut, but when he places his palm gently on my leg and forces a space there, I know I just have to give in.

I squeeze my eyes closed and let him move the cloth over my crotch, realizing that he is being rather gentle, moving in a circle to get me clean.

But then the pressure intensifies, and he homes in on my clit. I tighten the muscles in my thighs as I feel my body react to his touch. Though, he’s not really touching me. Not exactly. He’s touching me with the cloth. No, washing me.

I don’t know what he’s doing or trying to do, but the more he washes, the tighter that ball in my stomach gets. I wiggle my fingers and try to pull my hands down, feeling tight all over as I realize what’s happening. Everything in me fights it.

I can’t let him make me have an orgasm.

I … I don’t even know him.

And the bastard has brought me here against my will.

So why is my body responding the way it is?

I could tell him to stop, but … oh Jesus. I don’t want to tell him to stop.

God, it’s like, suddenly, I need this. I want this.

I slowly begin to grind my hips upward. Maybe I can have the release I need without him noticing.

The heat builds inside my veins, and it becomes almost painful trying to fight it.

His hand moves to my small breast and he cups it lightly, moving his rough thumb over my nipple and giving it a light pinch. Right as he does, he applies the exact amount of pressure needed between my legs to make me cum.

I let out a soft whimper as the contractions wash over me. I sink my teeth into my lower lip, feeling my nipples prick as a low growl comes from my captor.

“That’s a good girl,” he grumbles, holding the washcloth over my womanhood until the waves wash away.

After pushing the lever down to let out the water, he releases my hands and helps me get up. Wrapping a thick, fluffy towel around my dripping body and patting me dry, he’s making me wonder what he’s got planned next.

He reaches inside a drawer and removes a pair of scissors before making several cuts in the duct tape. And his hands are gentle as he tugs the material from my wrists slowly to avoid hurting my skin. The next thing he does is gently tug the elastic from my hair, causing it to spill down my shoulders.

I watch his face as he does this, noticing how intensely he focuses. When his eyes flick to mine, I could swear I see demons dancing in his irises.


Slade

I just wanted to see her body, to look at her flesh under the water and see if I was right about how perfect she is.

I didn’t really intend to make her cum.

But I did. And the delicious fucking sight of her release with her arms restrained has my blood pumping in all the right places.

“Why are you doing this?” Chastity asks, her voice wavering as she stands before me naked.

My cock twitches but I won’t make her relieve me just yet. So, I wrap the towel around her body and tuck the corner in. “Come on. Let’s get you dressed.”

Chastity follows me back into the bedroom, and I make a beeline for my dresser to find something for her to wear while her clothes finish washing. She stands still, hands clasped delicately, dark hair falling in wisps down the front of her. I locate a white ribbed tank top of mine and a pair of jean shorts Rhonda must have left behind, passing them to Chastity.

“I tend to be a little possessive.”

“Huh?” she lifts a brow at me.

“You asked why I was doing this. Aren’t you aware of the Cuthbert family? That they could be involved in the disappearance of two other women?”

“The Cuthbert family? I have no idea who you’re talking about.”

“Well, when something vulnerable comes onto my property, I want to keep it safe from true predators, and that includes you.” I tug the towel off her body. “Now, why don’t you put these on and make yourself comfortable on my bed. I’ll be back momentarily.”

I walk out and head to the kitchen, leaving Chastity all alone in my room. But I’m not worried that she’ll do anything stupid. After restraining her and bringing her tender little body to orgasm? Fuck. I’ve got her right where I want her. I can see it in her eyes.

I’m starving, so I decide to cook us an early dinner. A few grilled steaks sound perfect, so I head outside and fire up the grill, then come back in and cut up some bread before turning on the oven.

By the time I get back to my bedroom, Chastity is sitting on the edge of my bed, staring at the floor. “You hungry?”

Her eyes float my way. “A little.”

“I’m grilling some steaks. Why don’t you come in the kitchen and sit with me?”

Chastity stands up and I can’t help but get a little stiff again. The shorts are a little big, as is the tank top. But I can see through the white fabric, and the points of her nipples are impossible to miss.

I sit her at the kitchen table and offer her a stack of magazines before bringing the steaks outside, carefully plotting what I’m going to do with my new toy. She seems more sad than scared, which is just downright strange. I wonder what it would take to put a smile on that pretty little face of hers.

While manning the grill, I occasionally peek inside the window at Chastity, her chin resting on her fist as she casually thumbs through a magazine. I recall her body trembling when she came in the tub, her nipples pricking under my fingers, her voice straining to fight the lustful sounds she obviously wanted to make, her cheeks flushing.

I imagine how much better it would have been if I had used my finger instead of a fucking washcloth. Well, the time to experience that is coming, and soon. My balls are quickly filling up, and since I have a warm, sexy participant in my home, there’s no need for me to jerk off.

I set our food on some plates and Chastity looks ravenous as I put her steak down in front of her. I pass her a fork and a steak knife, and she looks at me with wonder before taking it from my hands.

“You … actually trust me with this?”

I nod. “I haven’t given you a reason to run screaming from here just yet, have I?”

It’s true. Honestly, by the time I’m done with her, she’ll be screaming all right. In pleasure. And not long after that, she’ll be begging to stay with me.

She doesn’t answer my question, just cuts into her steak and shoves large hunks in her mouth. Damn, I love a girl who isn’t afraid to eat like a savage. Makes my blood pump hard.

“There’s plenty of bread, if you want some.”

She eyes the basket on the table and takes a piece, ripping a large bite off with her teeth. Fuck, everything about this girl is sexy. I want to learn more.

“Why did you call yourself stupid earlier?”

After picking at her teeth with a fingernail, she sets down her utensils. “I mean, I am stupid. I got lost on a heavily marked, heavily trafficked trail.”

I consider her words. She had insisted she was lost but I hadn’t believed her at the time. The pangs of guilt eat at me, and I make a mental note to make her next orgasm extra delicious.

“You aren’t the only one who’s gotten lost. The trail markers have faded over the years. I’ve come across too many others on my property. And honestly, you shouldn’t have been out there alone in the first place.”

I can’t believe I’m telling her this, given the rage I felt when I initially saw her in the river and assumed she was a man. There’s a tenderness, an innocence about her that’s making me soft.

“How …” she stops and clears her throat. “How many others have there been?”

“Plenty, why?”

I find her question odd. But it suddenly occurs to me that she must assume that I held all of them hostage.

She has no idea how special she is.

“Did you … did they…?”

“Did I bring them here? No. You’re the only one I’ve wanted to keep safe.”

She stabs her lower lip with her teeth and floats her gaze to my mouth.

“My mom will come looking for me, you know. The cops, everybody.”

I can’t help but smile. “So, let them. I’m not forcing you to stay here. Besides, I think we both know … you belong to me.”

She clenches her jaw. “I don’t belong to anyone. I’m a person. Not a … thing.”

I have to hold back the chuckle on that one. Her feistiness is making me hard. “Oh, believe me. I’m well aware of the fact that you are a person—a very warm-blooded female, in fact. That orgasm you gave me a while ago is proof of that. But know this.” I lean forward, inching my face close to hers. “That body of yours, and everything on it, belongs to me as long as you are under my roof. In fact, why don’t you just go ahead and start calling me ‘daddy’ so you can get used to the idea of having a man take care of you in all the ways a man should.”


Chapter Three

Chastity

I should stab this crazy fucking psychopath with the knife I’m holding right now. Expecting me to call him ‘daddy?’

Is he out of his mind?

He must be for thinking he can keep me here and demand that I call him that. It’s bad enough I let myself cum earlier, that I let his hands control that part of me.

And yet…. here I am, feeling those hot ripples of desire swim through my center, making me weak. Making me want it again.

He told me he wouldn’t hurt me. But it seems as though I’m just a pawn to meet his sick, sexual needs. And the thought of that makes my pussy quiver, no matter how much I try to deny it.

Because when it comes down to it, I’m a failure at controlling my own fucking body.

I stare at his rugged face, trying my damnedest to avoid the pull of his stare and the desire brewing within. I think about all the possible ways he might want to “take care of” me—his hands on my body as he demands I refer to him as ‘daddy’—and it makes my sex swell.

No. I refuse to play along. I won’t get sucked into this. He has to let me go at some point. He can’t keep me here forever. I’ll eventually get sick and need to go to the doctor. Or something like that.

“You’re not my daddy so I’m not calling you that,” I say, refocusing my attention on the steak I haven’t finished. “You can forget it.”

“We’ll see,” he chuckles, like this is some kind of game to him.

We finish our meal in silence, which I’m grateful for. He asks if I want dessert afterwards and I start to tell him no, but then the thought of passing up something sweet seems pretty stupid.

“What do you have?” I ask.

“Ice cream. I could make a sundae or a milkshake for us?” The tone of his voice goes up a little, making him seem soft around the edges if only for just a moment.

“I could probably choke down a sundae,” I say.

His mouth curls up in a warm smile. “Good. Why don’t you get the dishes in the dishwasher, and I’ll get our desserts made.”

Feeling my reserves melt away, I clean up as best I can while my captor starts pulling toppings and syrup out of the fridge. Before dropping the knives in the basket, I turn to look at him, his back to me, thinking how easy it would be to put an end to this right now. He’s says he’s not forcing me to stay here, but how do I know that’s true?

I don’t think I could actually kill him, though. As in, stab him in the chest. I could stab him somewhere else, but I honestly don’t know where. I mean, what if I hit a major artery? Or cut the ducts connecting the liver to the intestines?

High school anatomy comes rushing back to me, and I shudder.

That I’m even thinking about this.

That I even have to think about this.

I can’t do it. Not unless he comes at me with the intention of harming me.

I drop the knives in the basket right as he spins my way.

“Chocolate or caramel?”

“Both,” I say, offering a shrug.

He fills two bowls with ice cream, squirting syrup and scraping the sides of the jar as he spoons sticky walnuts on top, followed by whipped cream spraying from the can. I wipe my hands on a towel as he carries the bowls to the table.

“Grab a few spoons, would ya?”

I open several drawers before I find the silverware. When I join him at the table, he’s giving me a look. I don’t know how to describe it but it’s almost as if I’m the sundae and he wants to eat me.

I pass him a spoon and sit down, and I have to admit the sugar makes me momentarily giddy. I keep glancing his way, watching his lips wrap around the spoon and his hands, so rugged and huge against the bowl.

Fuck.

I should be demanding he take me to my car, despite any potential dangers out there. But the truth is, I find myself preoccupied with …him.

“What’s your name?”

He pauses, rolling some caramel on his tongue before answering. “Slade.”

“Slade,” I echo. “I assume you live here alone?”

He flicks his eyes at me. “Yes. Gleefully.”

Great. He’s antisocial. I chew on a walnut with my front teeth for a second. “You don’t … have a girlfriend?”

He belts out a laugh. “No. I don’t have time for that.”

“Time? For a girlfriend?”

He pushes the bowl aside. “Maybe ‘time’ isn’t the right word. I just don’t want to be bothered with a relationship.”

And yet, here I am. He’s bothering himself with me, semi-coercing me to stay. He doesn’t see the disconnect, or maybe he plans to get rid of me soon.

The thought makes me shudder. I try to think of something to say to separate myself from the others that he’s possibly brought here, even though he claims I’m the only one he’s wanted to keep.

That could very well be a lie.

In fact, can I trust anything he says?

He gives me a weary glance, licking his lips as his gaze brushes over my face. “Why do you ask such a personal question? You’re not trying to get inside my head, are you?”

His question surprises me. “No, of course not. I’m just making conversation. That’s all.”

“Well. That’s not your job. I’ll ask the questions. I’ll make the conversation. You do as you’re told.”

He stands from the table, taking our bowls to the sink before leading me back to the basement and closing the door behind me. I stare at it for several seconds, hoping he’ll change his mind. But he doesn’t.

“I’ll be back for you in a while. I need to get washed up.”

I don’t hear him push a chair under the doorknob, but I still make my way downstairs and curl up on the bed with the blanket, angry that I had to be so damned nosy.

***

Several hours later, I hear the twist of the knob, heavy footsteps coming down the stairs. My pulse quickens, and when he reaches the floor, he curls a finger at me.

Taking me by the hand, he leads me upstairs to his room, sitting on the edge of the bed as he pulls me between his legs and runs his rough hands under my shirt, up my sides. My face warms, the heat rippling across my flesh and spreading to every cell in my body. He stares at my breasts, watching as my nipples pucker into hard points.

My breathing quickens as he tugs the shirt up and yanks it over my head. My hair falls down my shoulders, covering my chest. His fingers brush it aside, moving to my back and pulling me closer to him. His lips wrap around one of my buds, and I immediately feel his tongue flick along the sensitive flesh.

I huff and clench my fists as he moves to the other breast, the hairs of his beard poking me like soft needles. Heat floods my insides and the dampness spreads between my legs. Hooking his thumbs inside the waist of my shorts, he slides them down my hips with ease until they fall to my ankles. I’m suddenly aware of how vulnerable I am right now, and the lust in his eyes, the way he’s looking at me makes me feel desired.

I’ve never felt desired. I don’t have sexy curves and huge breasts. I’m just an 18-year-old virgin with flat … everything. But apparently, given the way he’s looking at me, this is what Slade goes for.

He grips the small amount of padding over my hips, giving me a squeeze as he moves down, caressing my outer thigh while pointing his gaze between my legs. My hands naturally float to his shoulders. And even through his thick cotton shirt, I can feel his strength.

I lick my lips, frightened of what he will do. I feel I should tell him I’ve never done anything like this before in the hopes that it will deter him from taking the only bit of innocence I have left. But before any words can escape my lips, he’s pushing me back several feet and undoing his pants, causing me to pull in a rush of air.

My palms break out in a sweat as he tugs down his zipper and releases himself—his shaft a long, hard, throbbing rod of steel. He pulls off his shirt, and I’m breathless at his chest—rippled with muscles and hair.

He reaches out for me, and when I slip my hand in his, he pulls me down to my knees where I’m eye level with his cock. He grips the base and clear fluid pulses out.

“Tell daddy you want to suck his cock.”

Heat courses through my veins, and my stomach tightens. “I … I want to suck your cock,” I mumble, feeling embarrassed.

“I didn’t hear you say the magic word,” he grunts, running his fingers through my hair.

I look up into his piercing brown eyes, and the command within his stare, knowing he won’t back down until I tell him what he wants to hear. I part my lips and dig deep to find the courage to say it. “I want to suck daddy’s cock.”

With a throaty growl, he guides me by the back of the head to his length.

And with a trembling breath, I open my lips and take him in my mouth, tossing my hands up to the tops of his legs. His thick, salty desire smears along my tongue as he pushes my head down, forcing his erection to the back of my throat and eliciting a gag.

His length throbs, grows harder, and he growls above me, the hungry sounds of his voice making me leak with desire and my nipples prick with need.

I have no idea how to suck him off since I’ve never done this before, but as he begins a slow upward thrust, I find my head bobbing in sync with him, my chin bumping into the jeans he’s still wearing. I swirl my tongue around the ridge of tissue at the tip, noticing that each time I come around more salty fluid leaks out. A moan comes up, uncontrollable as it escapes my throat.

His fingers tighten in my hair, tugging until my scalp burns but also pushing me down, forcing him deeper. Saliva pools out past my lips, dripping in a thick string. His shaft grows harder as his voice rumbles deeper. I can feel the spongy veins pulsing as he lengthens. And right as I swirl my tongue along the root, he pulls on my hair, popping the seal I have on him.

Gripping the base of his cock and pumping his fist softly, he shoots out a long whitish-gray stream of fluid that lands on his stomach. I catch my breath as I take in the full sight of his orgasm—the way his lower abs clench and release, his intense growling, the way his length bobs with each spurt of fluid, and as my eyes travel upward, I notice that he’s watching me, feeding off the way I’m looking at him.

My heart hammers inside my chest, my pussy a dripping mess as he angles his manhood in my direction. I lean forward and wrap my lips around his girth, tasting his earthy liquid as one more burst of cum pulses out.

“God,” he groans.

His cock twitches several times as I roll my tongue along the underside, and then I feel as he starts to go soft.

I’m not sure how it happens so fast, but he pulls me up off the floor into a standing position. I watch as he allows his jeans to fall to the floor. Without having a single moment to process what’s happening, he lifts me up and into his arms before sitting back down on the bed, my legs folded at the knees and feet dangling off the edge of the bed.

I feel his cock pulse against the entrance to my pussy, rising as it becomes hard again. He leaves a trail of kisses along my breasts, and my nipples pucker in response again. His tongue seems to worship the hardened buds, leaving me aching from the inside out. I can’t help but dig my nails into the flesh of his shoulders.

His breath hits my flesh as my heart pounds harder, faster, and my pussy swells with desire, leaving me more confused than ever. Why is my body responding to him this way? He’s taking what he wants, and I’m helpless to stop him.

Yet I don’t want to.

Shouldn’t I want to?

Fingers navigate to my sex, softly probing my wet folds. As the tip of his pointer makes a path from my drenched slit to my swollen clit, I gasp right as he vocalizes his arousal—deep and throaty.

His free hand glides up my back and tugs at my hair. “You’re enjoying this as much as I am,” he grumbles, teasing my pearl in agonizing circles.

I bite my lower lip, not wanting to admit how right he is.

“And as much as you try to hide it, I can feel how badly you want this, to cum at the hands of your daddy,” he adds, pushing one of his fingers delicately inside my swollen tunnel.

I groan and roll my hips forward as he wraps his lips around the bud of my left breast. But the second he meets the resistance of my innocence, he freezes, sinking his teeth into my flesh and making me gasp again.

He releases his bite and pulls his finger out, tugging on my hair once more. “You’re a virgin?”

I nod, my cheeks blooming in heat.

A rumble comes from his throat, a low growl that indicates his primal urges. His cock twitches between my legs again, and my breath quickens, not sure how he is going to react at this point, how rough he will get.

He lies on his back and lifts me up by the hips like I’m nothing more than a ragdoll. And I swiftly cross over his abs, his chest, and his beard, where he promptly sets me down. I throw my hands over his for balance, but they slide up my sides, finally settling under my arms as his tongue delves between my folds.

“Oh god,” I moan, feeling dizzy from the intensity of it all.

His beard is scruffy against my lips, and my moans are echoed by his as his tongue comes out and finds my clit.

I purr and lean forward, letting my hands fall to a pile of pillows directly above his head. I can feel his nose buried in my tuft of hair, and for a moment, I wonder if he can breathe. But with the noises he’s making, I don’t think he’s having any trouble.

My god, it feels so good that I can’t help but tremble as he licks me, bringing me to the edge of orgasm in no time. But before I can cum, he sinks his fingers into the flesh of my hips and lifts me up ever so slightly, sinking his teeth softly into my labia and distracting me from cumming too soon.

“Mmmmm,” I moan, feeling my body ride that wave.

I arch my back and slowly start to grind my hips as his hands caress my bottom. He returns to my clitoris, flicking rapidly as his hands move over my skin. I grind and thrust, rolling my pelvis in smooth circles as he brings me to the edge again, only to withdraw his touch and give me a quick but hard slap on the ass.

I yelp and tighten my grip on one of the pillows, the sting making my nipples tighten and my pussy throb.

“Please,” I beg, feeling like I will lose my mind if he doesn’t allow me the release.

He only offers a throaty laugh before returning to the delicious torture of bringing me the burning pleasure of his tongue.

He torments me like this for a while, licking and delicately sucking my most tender, swollen bump until I get right there, only to stop and either bite my thigh or slap the globes of my ass, until finally …finally … he allows me to soar off that cliff.

I sit up and arch my back, reaching around to my lower back for his hands because I just need to feel his roughness laced against my fingers when my body erupts. His fingers press into my flesh, and I am throttled over the edge, my veins filled with flames of lust as I scream out in pleasure.

“Fuck!” I buck my hips, grinding my pussy on his beard as I am rocked from head to toe, the orgasm so intense I feel like I could almost lose consciousness.

I close my eyes, but all I can see are bright colors bursting through the darkness. His hands roam my body, holding me as I convulse and shiver. He finally settles on my breasts, sucking my clit past his lips for that final moment of torture as my orgasm begins to subside.

When I am nearly out of breath, he lifts me up slightly, forcing me to dismount his face. He then sits up and wraps an arm around my waist before pulling me into his arms to lie down.

And all I can think is what the hell just happened?


Slade

I hold Chastity’s body close to mine, feeling the warmth flow between us. Her rhythmic breathing makes me wonder if she’s fallen asleep, but when she stirs and turns her head in my direction, I realize she’s just that relaxed.

I don’t say anything, but I do nudge my pelvis against her bottom as my cock begins to stir. She arches her back, and I hug her tighter, letting my hand move to her breast and pressing my fingertips along her nipple.

It hardens at my touch, forcing my vocal cords to rumble uncontrollably. “Arch that back a little more and you will surely awaken the beast.”

“I thought I had already done that,” she says, her voice low and soft.

My lips pull apart in a smile that she can’t see. I catch a whiff of her scent—sweet and a little musky from sweating.

“Are you thirsty?”

She offers a nod, and I tell her to stay put so I can get us some water. Making sure she’s covered with a sheet, I leave the room, stopping to turn the thermostat down before heading to the kitchen. It has gotten awfully hot in here.

By the time I make it back to my room, Chastity has kicked the covers off, giving me a full view of her back as she lies on her side. The swell of her hip’s curve makes me want to do bad things, but my cock needs a little more time to recharge.

I get back in bed and pass her the water bottle.

“Thank you,” she says, sitting up and bunching the pillows behind her before twisting the cap.

I can’t help but stare at her perfect form, her small, pert breasts topped with cherry-red nipples, and her angelic little face. It makes my chest swell—something I haven’t felt in a long fucking time.

I recall how hesitant she was to call me ‘daddy’ earlier, but also how hard it made me to hear her say that word. I was half-joking when I told her at dinner tonight to call me that, but when the word slipped from my lips, it stirred up another dark part of me that I’ve been craving to unleash.

And now I have someone to unleash it with. I suddenly feel as though I need to reward her in some way.

“You may ask me a question now, if you like.”

She rubs her lips together, all plump and pink, and lifts her eyes ever so slightly. “Just one?”

I chuckle. “We’ll see. Let’s start with one and see where it goes.”

After setting her water bottle on the bedside table, she folds her hands in her lap and twists her body in my direction. “Do you have a job?”

“Not a traditional 9-5 job, but yes, I work.”

Her eyes flicker like diamonds in curiosity. “What do you do?”

“I work as a security guard.”

“At what? Like, a strip club?”

“No. I contract at major events like gun shows, training emporiums, kink festivals, that sort of thing.”

Her teeth bite into her lower lip as her eyes travel over me. “Do you … enjoy that?”

“Yes. And I only have to work about once a week.”

“Wow. You must have women falling all over you.”

I shrug. “Sometimes. I mostly ignore them.”

She narrows her eyes. “Why?”

“Because it’s very rare that one catches my attention.”

Her eyes float around my face for a moment. “But I did?” she asks, pressing a pointer to her chest.

“Fuck yes you did.”

“What was it about me? Besides the fact that I was intruding on your property.”

I glance at her chest at those hard, little pink points staring right at me, recalling in vivid detail how she’d looked when she stood up out of the water in the river. I let my gaze navigate back up to her angelic face. “Everything about you screams that you are innocent, right down to your name, and I wanted to wreck it, to make a mess of it, to fucking own it.”

Watching her cheeks turn a heated shade of red lets me know she wants me to wreck that virgin pussy just as much as I do. While I wasn’t at all surprised to find out she’d never had sex, I was rather stunned to feel her tight little cherry when I fingered her earlier. Which means nothing, and I mean nothing, has ever been inside of her.

I glance at her throat, wanting desperately to wrap my hands around it and feel her pulse underneath my fingers.

“You want my virginity? That’s all?”

Fuck.

I’ll have that in due time.

“You make it sound as though it’s not much when, trust me, it is everything to a man like me. And by the way … your blowjob was the best I’ve ever had.”

I can see her working hard to hold back a smile. “But what happens after that? Once my virginity is gone? Then, you’ll let me go?”

Something tightens around my chest. The thought of letting her go…

“I think the question is … will you want to go?”

Her chest rises and falls as she seems to entertain the question. I don’t want her to answer me. I just want her to think about it.

“What if I do?”

I wouldn’t hold her hostage here if she wanted to leave. I’ve already made that clear.

But the thought of being taken by a monstrous beast like myself and giving her pleasure in the process is making her wet. I have no doubts about that.

And I plan to keep on giving her pleasure as long as she stays.

“You won’t. Trust me.”


Chapter Four

Chastity

I don’t know how long I lie awake thinking about what Slade said.

Will I want to leave after he takes my virginity?

And I know it sounds absolutely nuts, but when he told me I had given him the best blowjob he’d ever had, hundreds of warm butterflies fluttered through my stomach, making me think … finally, I’ve done something right.

The darkness of the night closes in around us, but I’m not scared. I feel, I don’t know, sort of like I’ve been reborn.

I also think about my mom and how worried she will be, if she isn’t already. She’s staying with a girlfriend tonight who lives an hour away to celebrate her fortieth birthday, and mom said they’d probably be drinking. I don’t know if she’s tried to call me, but if she has, and I haven’t responded, she must be out of her head with worry. I glance to my left and catch the moonlight as it reflects on the side of Slade’s face and I wonder if he will let me call her tomorrow.

But then I think … he must have a phone here … somewhere.

I quietly get out of bed and make my way to his side of the room. His pants are folded on a chair in the corner, so I tiptoe over and feel around the pockets. When I feel something, I reach inside and pull out a cell phone. It’s a slightly outdated android, but it works.

And unbelievably, it isn’t password protected.

Jesus Christ. I could call my mom right now and let her know what’s going on, get the fuck out of here.

I could call 9-1-1 and get the fuck out of here.

I walk to the bathroom so the light from the phone won’t wake up Slade. Once inside, I push the door closed but then immediately have second thoughts about that. If he stirs, I want to be able to put the phone back before he notices I’m gone. So, I keep the door open and one eye on Slade as I locate the message app, deciding I’ll send a text to my mom so I can erase it after.

He’ll never even know I sent her a message.

I enter her number and feel my heart racing as I figure out what to say, tapping my fingers along the keyboard at a frantic pace.

Mom, it’s Chastity, I’ve been taken by a lunatic. His cabin is in the woods across the river along Whiterock Trail. I’m okay but send help asap.

I read the message, feeling my insides start to cringe a little as my finger hovers over the send arrow.

I glance up at Slade, at how peaceful he looks lying there, his enormously chiseled chest exposed, one leg outside of the sheets and the other tucked underneath. I can still feel his tongue snaking around my throbbing pussy as he held me over his face, his cock twitching angrily as I called him ‘daddy,’ and the way his arms felt wrapped around me.

I remember him saying he wouldn’t force me to stay, that I could leave if I wanted.

And I can’t do it.

I can’t send this message.

Fuck.

I want more of what he’s doing to me.

I must be crazy.

I erase the message and compose a new one.

Hey mom, it’s Chastity. Sorry it’s so late but I went hiking today and lost my phone. Just wanted to touch base in case you’ve tried to call. I. You can reach me at this number if you need me before tomorrow (it’s a friend’s phone). Right now, I’m going to bed. Love you!

He’ll know I messaged my mother, but that’s a chance I’m willing to take.

I leave the bathroom and walk back to where his pants are, sliding the phone back inside the pocket. I then slink back under the covers and curl up next to Slade where I drift to sleep in minutes.

***

I wake up the next morning with a sudden panic, momentarily confused about where I am. But then the memory comes rushing back.

Slade lifting me up out of the river and tossing me over his shoulder.

Locking me downstairs.

Feeding me dinner and dessert.

Forcing his cock in my mouth.

Forcing me to straddle his face until I was a quivering, orgasmic mess.

Slade rolls over and groans as he wraps an arm around me, pulling us into a spooning position, and I fully awaken, my pussy an instant furnace as his hands begin to glide over my skin.

“Good morning, beautiful,” he grumbles in my ear. “Daddy needs you right now.”

I pull in a rush of air as his hand goes between my legs. His erection bounces against my lower back as he palms my thigh, lifting my leg up and making me easily accessible.

After kicking away the sheet that’s covering us, he angles his cock between my folds then pushes my leg back down, effectively trapping his erection between my swollen lips.

Low, hungry growling fills my ear as he begins to rock his hips, sliding his thick cock through my wetness without penetrating me. “Fuck, baby. Your wet little pussy is gonna make daddy cum mighty damn fast.”

I moan and arch my back as his hand comes back around to the front of me, sliding a finger through my tuft of hair and finding my clit.

“Oh, daddy,” I purr as he slowly and sensually rubs my aching pearl with the tip of his finger.

His growling increases in intensity. “Yes, baby. Daddy is going to make you cum, too.”

He sinks his teeth into the flesh of my shoulder, making me tremble. Heat builds inside of me, that ball of tension growing as I am throttled towards orgasm.

I don’t even have to focus or work for it like I do when I masturbate. Slade’s thick manhood rubbing through my slit combined with his finger diddling my clit brings me the edge so fast I hardly know what’s hit me.

“Mmm,” I moan, feeling my insides quake.

“That’s good, sweetheart. Cum for daddy … give it to me so I can mark you between your legs.”

I completely lose it at that moment, my body feeling as though it’s erupting like a volcano as I cum.

I dig my nails into his forearm as I hold onto him, crying out in pleasure as I feel his hot seed burst out on my thigh. He growls and sinks his teeth further into my flesh, making me feel alive, devoured. He could be drawing blood and I wouldn’t care. That’s how lost I am in this moment.

He continues pumping his hips as he circles my clitoris, my pussy a dripping mess as he spurts another load. I move my hand down there and catch some with my fingers before bringing it to my lips to taste.

“Oh fuck,” he groans, giving one more push as he watches me clean him from my fingers. “You want to taste daddy’s juice, baby girl?”

I huff and nod, giving my finger a good suck as he rolls his hips into mine.

“You’re so fucking sexy…”

I reach behind me and snake my fingers through his hair, holding onto him as he slowly goes soft. I can’t believe I’m letting him do this to me. But it feels as though I need it as much as he does.

Slade glides his hand over my body—my leg and my hip, then my tummy and up to my small breasts. He cups them, letting his fingers softly explore my nipples, making them pucker at his touch.

“That was just an appetizer, baby. After breakfast, I’m devouring you again.”

I tingle all over as he kisses me on the cheek before getting up. My stomach growls and I realize how starved I am.

“Why don’t you stay in bed while I cook us some eggs and sausage?”

“Sounds perfect,” I answer, rolling over and pulling the sheet over me. I stare at his perfect form, his sculpted ass and huge, muscular legs as he reaches for his pants and slides them on.

And I suddenly remember the text I sent my mom last night as he pulls his phone from the pocket.

“What the hell?” he says after swiping the screen.

Oh shit.

His eyes scan what must be her reply before he looks my way.

“You messaged your mother? From my phone?” He actually doesn’t sound or look angry. Just a little disappointed.

I lick my lips nervously and tuck my legs to my chest. “I didn’t want her to worry about me. Read my original message, please, before you get angry.”

“I’m not angry,” he replies, swiping the screen several more times and reading quietly, his face relaxing before slowly looking back in my direction. He sits down on the edge of the bed, passing me the phone so I can read her reply that came in not long after I’d sent the her the first one.

My darling Chastity … I’m so glad you’re ok. I called a while ago and got a little worried when you didn’t answer but I figured you were lost in a movie. I’ll be home by dinnertime tomorrow. We can order a pizza or something. Love you!

I flick my eyes at him, smiling, glad that she didn’t freak out and come home. “Can I send a reply?”

“Of course,” he answers.

Sounds great! Be careful driving home.

I press send and hand him the phone. His eyes are boring a hole in me. “Are you shocked I didn’t call 9-1-1?”

He pulls the sheet down, exposing my chest. “Not really.” His fingers brush across my buds, making them prick and tingle.

“Why is that?” I ask, fighting the desire building once again between my legs.

“Because. You already love what I do to you.”

Leaning forward, he wraps his lips around one of my nipples and flicks his tongue over the surface, making me suck in a rush of air.

“Daddy,” I whisper, knowing he’s right.

My ripe but virginal body craves this man’s touch. In less than one day, I’ve become addicted.

He looks up at me, smiling, then offers a wink before disappearing from the room.

“I’ll be back soon with breakfast.”

And I sink down in a pit of disappointment, knowing I’ll have to be home by dinner.


Slade

I make a full spread for the two of us to eat, thinking of the many ways I can devour her from head to toe before she has to leave. And the thought of that makes me stifle an angry growl.

It did cross my mind to force her to stay, but deep down, I know she’ll come back to me. The fact that she found my phone and didn’t call the cops or tell her mother that she had been taken against her will speaks volumes about how she feels. She wants me to own her, to fuck her tight little pussy and make her cum over and over in the process.

And I will claim that pussy as mine soon.

For now, I’m enjoying the tease, getting to know her body, what makes her quiver and squirm and moan. And every little thing she does makes my dick rock hard.

I’ve always loved being outside. Maybe I’ll take her through the woods and fuck her in the forest.

“After we eat, get dressed so we can go out.”

“Okay. Where are we going?” She licks her fingers clean, making me throb.

“You’ll see.”

I get up and retrieve her clothes from the dryer then bring them back to her. She’s carrying both plates down the hallway, saying she’ll load the dishwasher. And watching her prance around my house without any clothes on is awakening the beast once again.

I decide then and there I will make Chastity mine. All mine.

For fucking ever.

I’d be a fool to let this sexy, gorgeous, sweet virgin walk out of my life.

I can’t resist watching Chastity load the dishwasher, my cock turning to steel every time she bends down to slide a plate or glass or piece of silverware in the appropriate spot. I rub myself through my pants, and when she’s done, she lifts the door shut and turns around, a startled look on her face when she sees me standing there.

“Oh. Hi.” Her eyes navigate down, stopping midway, and she clamps her lower lip. Her nipples harden on the spot, making a growl form in the back of my throat.

God, she really is a horny thing. I can only imagine how much honey is dripping past her delicious cherry right now.

Fuck, I don’t know how I can be so hard after cumming all over her sweet pussy just a while ago. But damn … what this girl does to me.

“Your clothes are on my bed. Get dressed and meet me outside.”

I turn on my heels and walk out the front door. The sun is already a bright force, beating down on my skin and making me thirsty. But not for water.

There’s something about the outdoors that makes me feel wild. And I’ve never been with a woman who was willing to fuck in the wild. But I can tell that Chastity is open to whatever I want. We feed off each other’s energy, and if I want to lay claim to her surrounded by trees and creatures, I motherfucking will, and she’ll motherfucking enjoy it.

By the time Chastity is outside, I’m ravenous for her. I hear the door close behind me, and when I turn around, I see her standing there in her sexy short shorts and her t-shirt.

Without the bra.

Oh fuck.

I can see the outline of her nipples through the material, thanks to the sunlight hitting the front of her, and I know my sweet virgin did this on purpose.

“Do I look okay, daddy?”

A groan rumbles up my throat as I eye her from head to toe—her creamy skin and long dark hair make her look like a porcelain beauty. “Yes, baby. You look perfect. Let’s go.”

I take her by the hand and lead her down the slope of my yard, heading along a trail that winds through the woods and along the river. I’ve walked this trail many times, and it eventually connects to Whiterock Trail—the one that Chastity was on before she got turned around.

“How long have you lived here?” she asks.

“About six years. But my mother lived here before she died. Bought it after her husband was killed in a car accident fifteen years ago.”

She looks up at me. “She wasn’t married to your dad?”

“No. I never knew my real dad.”

“Mm. Me either.” Her voice lowers, and I can tell this hurts her. I squeeze her hand. “How did your mom die?”

“Stroke. Took her instantly. I miss her every damn day, but I’m glad she didn’t suffer when she passed.”

“That’s sad, though. I’d miss my mom if something happened to her.”

I snake my arm around her waist and pull her closer. “You’re still young. Your mom will be around for a long time.”

“How old are you?” Our walk slows down and she rests her head against me.

“How old do you think I am?”

I stop and turn to face her, watching her face pull into a smile. She sucks the lower part of her lip past her teeth, and I swear I want to bite her.

“Thirty something?”

“Thirty-two,” I answer, staring at her lips as my cock twitches.

“That’s not so old.” A breeze picks up, moving over my skin and making me hungry to taste her.

“Glad you think so.” I cup her face and watch her eyes blaze with desire as I slide my hands down the front of her chest, cupping her tiny titties and softly pinching her nipples through the cotton.

She parts her lips and gasps, and I have the delight of watching her face turn red. I wiggle my hand down the front of her shorts and she tosses her hands on my arms, her nails digging into my flesh. Chastity’s folds are swollen and wet and, as a consequence, pull a growl from my throat.

“You need daddy’s mouth on those lips,” I grumble.

“Yes … please…” she purrs.

I pull her shirt over her head and tug down her shorts. Chastity leaves her white sneakers on as she kicks everything aside, and I must say there is nothing sexier than a girl wearing nothing but pristinely clean shoes. I’m instantly hard as steel as I pick her up and lift her in the air by the buttocks, walking several feet over to a birch tree with smooth bark where she can lean back. I hold her dripping pussy over my mouth as I snake my tongue inside her folds.

“Oh god!” she cries out, her fingers cinching my hair as her body leans against the trunk behind her.

I growl and groan as her honey drips into my mouth. I taste every inch of her before moving my tongue to her clit and flicking softly. Her hips rock slowly, grinding her pussy against me as I bring her to orgasm.

“Nggnnn … daddy…”

I flick my eyes up and catch her pretty little tits with their sexy little nipples poking out, making my cock leak inside my pants. The sun beats down on her skin, the canopy above us casting shadows in the shapes of leaves on her belly. She’s sinking her teeth into her lower lip, and I can tell she’s close to release.

I dig my fingertips into the flesh of her ass and suck gently on her quickly hardening pearl, feeling her juices dribble into my beard as she cums. Her clit bounces softly, making me groan uncontrollably as my dick becomes painfully stiff.

“I’m cumming, daddy,” she huffs. “I’m cumming.”

The way her pelvis is slowly circling drives me crazy with lust. I can’t wait until she’s lying beneath me, my cock buried to the root inside her tight tunnel as she does the same dance, milking daddy’s cock to completion.

But for now, I’m enjoying the fuck out of her orgasm.

When she’s clearly done, and her breathing has slowed, I lower her to the ground, and without hesitation, she drops to her knees.

“I want that hard cock, daddy. Shove it down my throat.”

I growl and fist the top of her head as I unzip my pants. With an eagerness that takes me by surprise, Chastity sticks her hand inside the opening and wraps her fingers around my cock, releasing me from the denim prison.

Her sweet, angelic eyes look up at me as she opens her mouth, ever so slightly, a wicked smile playing there that drives me wild with lust.

“Lick your lips, baby.”

She drags her tongue over the plump flesh as I fist her hair tighter. I angle her head up a little more and push my cock past her lips, driving all the way to the back of her throat.

“Is this what you wanted?”

Her eyes grow wide, and I can see her straining to gag. It makes my length pulse, pre-cum seeping from the tip of my dick.

“It’s okay. Daddy doesn’t expect an answer from his girl. Just a good, deep swallow.”

Chastity lets out a whimper, and I pump my hips, moving in and out of her warmth until my balls are lightly tapping her chin. Her eyes flutter closed, and her hands move to my quads where she grips me through my jeans.

Fuck, she feels so good wrapped around my meat, the way her tongue is moving along the underside and flitting up and down. She’s working hard to make her daddy cum.

And it’s fucking working.

My balls grow heavier by the second, especially as I allow my gaze to float over her body kneeling on the ground and the way her sexy ass juts out just a little as she sucks me.

I hear a rustling on the ground behind me, but I assume it’s just a bird. I’m completely lost in the moment, and right as I get ready to spurt my seed down Chastity’s throat, I feel a presence.

“Fuck, I’ll take a turn with the slut when you’re done…”

Chastity pushes against my legs as I spin around to see who the fuck is calling my baby a slut. Some fucking asshole in camouflage, a rifle tossed over his shoulder. I glance down to see he’s already removed his cock and is stroking his shaft. He looks like he’s quite a bit older than me and half my size, so I don’t hesitate to tell him to fuck off.

“I don’t know who the fuck you think you are, but you can just walk the fuck away, right fucking now, before I toss your skinny ass in the fucking river.”

He laughs and slowly slides the rifle down his shoulder as I tuck myself back in my pants. Chastity stands up behind me, her arms moving to my waist and her body pressed against my backside as she hides.

“It’s a free country, man, last I checked. I don’t have to go nowhere. ‘Specially since there’s fresh meat to be had.”

I feel the rage build from the deepest part of my core, and as Chastity grips my shirt tightly and whispers “daddy,” my rage only intensifies for this sonofabitch scaring my girl.

“If it’s a free country, then come over here and just try to take a piece of what doesn’t belong to you.” I clench my fists and stand my ground. “I fucking dare you.”

The little peckerhead actually lifts an eyebrow at me, and I pull Chastity’s arms off my waist before subtly pushing her back so she doesn’t get hurt.

“Go ahead,” I growl. “Bring it.”

He laughs as he lifts the rifle strap over his shoulder. But before he can point the barrel in my direction, I step his way and grab it right from his hands, spinning it to the side and butting him in the face with the stock.

The look of shock and pain on his face is fucking priceless as he falls to the ground.

“Grab your clothes and start walking to the house,” I tell Chastity. “I’m right behind you.”

“Daddy,” she says.

“Just do it, baby.”

She does as I ask, and I keep a watch on her out of the corner of my eye as she walks back up the trail, tugging the shirt over her head.

The fuckwad who tried to ruin my fucking day is rolling around on the ground, holding his face. No doubt he’s a Cuthbert. I put a boot on his stomach, and he grips my ankle with a groan. As a reminder, I place the stock on his chest and apply pressure. I can see the blood trickling below his eye, a nice big red spot there that will no doubt be black and blue by tomorrow.

“So help me God, if I ever catch you around here on my property again, I will not hesitate to blow your head right off your shoulders.” I lead forward and spit on his face, holding back the laugh as he grimaces. “Now get the fuck out of here before I change my mind about letting you live.”


Chapter Five

Chastity

Daddy holds me as we sit on his couch, kissing my head and running his hands up and down my arms.

“Are you sure you’re okay, baby?”

“I’m still a little shaken up, but I’m all right.”

I’m not that shaken up, really. I never doubted that Slade would put that guy in his place. But the rifle did make me nervous. I’m just reveling in the way his hands feel on my body. And I don’t want it to stop.

I find it strange that he’s comforting me like this when just twenty-four hours ago he was slinging me over his shoulder and locking me in his basement, even if it was “for my own safety.” I didn’t believe him at the time, when he told me it was dangerous to be alone in the woods.

But now I do.

There really are predators around here.

“Daddy wants to keep you locked up all the time now. You know that, right?”

I can’t help but smile. I have to admit, I like the fact that he wants to keep me safe. Especially when a large part of keeping me safe will be using my body for his pleasure, and mine. But it isn’t realistic.

“How about you keep me licked up instead.”

I hear the low rumble of a growl as his hand navigates between my legs. “Don’t tempt me, baby. Daddy will lick that sweet pussy whenever you want.”

I look up at him and cup the side of his face with my hand. “How about later tonight? After I have dinner with my mom?”

Slade pulls me on his lap and cups my ass. “Only if I can pick you up and meet her.”

“You want to meet my mom? This soon?”

“Seeing as you belong to me now, yes. She needs to meet the man who’s going to take care of her daughter’s every need from here on out.”

Those dark eyes of his are making me melt.

“Take care of my every need? You really want that responsibility?”

He grabs the back of my head and pulls me to him for a kiss. His lips press against mine and his tongue slithers inside my mouth, warm, wet, and sultry.

Fuck, no one has ever kissed me like this. Sparks shoot all the way down to my toes. My pussy swells as I imagine his tongue darting inside my folds, just like this.

He groans and I feel him grow stiff as our tongues dance with one another. I grind my pussy on him, making him kiss me with more hunger, more passion, more lust.

I run my hands up his chest and squeeze his pecks, right as he breaks the kiss. “Let’s get you to your car so you can go home and get some rest.”

“Do I look tired?” I ask, grinding my hips on him a little harder and feeling his cock twitch.

“No. But I’m going to keep you up all night fucking that virgin pussy. So you’re going to need all the rest you can get.”

***

Slade takes me back to my car and follows me home, telling me he’ll pick me and my mom up at six o’clock so he can take us out to dinner. I’m nervous because I don’t have any idea how my mom will react to a stranger taking us out to eat.

But by the time she gets home and I tell her the story of how Slade saved me from a man who was about to assault me, she’s anxious to meet him.

“Is that how you lost your phone?”

Shit. “Well, kind of, in a roundabout way. The good news is that we looked for it today and found it.”

“I so glad you weren’t hurt, honey.” Mom pulls me into a tight hug, and I hit her with the next news.

“I kind of like this guy, mom.”

She gives me a look of surprise. “As in … like him, like him? Or is it just a little crush?”

“As in … I’m crazy about him. And, he’s taking us to dinner tonight.”

“Tonight? Oh my god, I’m a wreck.”

I laugh as my mom bolts down the hallway, saying that she’s going to jump in the shower. Meanwhile, I do just what Slade asked me to do, which is get some rest. But I can hardly sleep because every time I drift off, I think about his hands, his kiss, his lips and mouth, and what they do to me.

By the time he shows up at my house, I’m more nervous than I’ve ever been, seeing as I haven’t ever really had a date. But Slade looks so good in his dark jeans and dress shirt that all my fears melt away.

“Holy Christ, you look amazing,” he says, pressing his hands to the small of my back and pulling me to him.

“Thank you, daddy.” I can’t help but smile as my head rests against his chest. I had chosen to wear a simple light blue sundress, and he obviously loves it.

When my mom walks in, she introduces herself right away, giving Slade a hug that takes us both by surprise. “I can’t thank you enough for saving Chastity. She told me what happened.”

Slade chuckles as he hugs her back. “It’s nice to meet you, Michelle. And I’m just so glad I was there to help. Your daughter is a wonderful girl.”

Fortunately, I had texted Slade to let him know in detail what I’d told my mother. I sort of made it sound like the deranged hunter had made his appearance yesterday, but she doesn’t need to know all the details, that I was down on my knees, sucking him off after having slept the night wrapped in his arms.

Slade saved me, pure and simple.

And tonight, he’s going to take my innocence as his reward.


Slade

I like Chastity’s mom. A lot. She’s just as sweet as her daughter. And she seems to approve of me, too. I can honestly say this is the first time I’ve enjoyed someone’s company in a long fucking time. I’ve spent too many years hating the world, when all I needed was my sweet and sexy baby girl to help me melt all that anger away.

I stare at her all throughout dinner as we chat about everything from the weather to stories of Chastity’s childhood. I love learning everything there is to know about my baby, but by the time the check comes around, my cock is aching to be buried inside of her.

“Michelle, if you don’t mind, I’d like to steal your daughter away for a while.”

“I don’t mind. You kids have fun,” she answers, giving Chastity a quick hug in the parking lot. Michelle had driven here separately because she’s planning to meet some friends downtown.

“Don’t wait up, mom,” Chastity says, her voice low and soft but with a little evil lift at the end.

I notice her mom gives me a look, and I know what she’s thinking.

And she’s right.

Somehow, I don’t think she’d be okay with any other guy taking her daughter like this after just having met him, especially given our age difference of fourteen years. And if she knew that I had laid claim to her tender body as she lay restrained in my bathtub yesterday, I’m sure she’d want to knock me out.

But Chastity needed that release, needed me to lay claim to her, as evidenced by her trembling orgasm.

Fuck.

Just thinking about it is making me stiffer by the minute.

“Let’s go, daddy,” she says, taking me by the hand as we walk to my car. And that smile on her face says it all.

I let my hands wander on the drive over, running my rough fingers up her smooth, creamy thighs. Chastity purrs and tugs the bottom of her dress up, slow and sensual as she reveals her sexy little crotch that’s barely covered by a small swatch of fabric.

“Are you wet for daddy?” I ask, running the tip of my finger over the spot where her clit should be.

“Of course, I am,” she murmurs. “Can’t you tell?”

She parts her thighs a little wider, and I feel the sticky heat, the bump of her clit, and it makes my cock leak into my boxers.

“Oh yes, my baby girl. I can tell.”

I give her thigh a firm squeeze because if I slide a finger inside her panties right at this very fucking moment I might spontaneously combust. And that’s just what I’m about to do by the time we get back to my house.

But at the same time, as desperate as I am to bury myself to the hilt, I want to take my time, savor every second of taking her innocence and ruining her for any and every other man. I want to smell her scent and savor every flavor. I want to watch her as she cums, and I want to see the look of pained ecstasy taking over her face as I slide into her tight, wet channel.

As we stand there in my bedroom, I pull her to me for a kiss, feeling her body melt into mine as our tongues intertwine. My hands begin to roam, and all I want is her flesh on mine.

I break the kiss to remove her dress, watching Chastity’s eyes as she keeps her attention on me, the eagerness easy to see in her stare. By the time the blue fabric hits the floor, I’m mesmerized by her pert little breasts and nipples poking out like red hot bullets.

“Are you ready to be devoured by your daddy beast?” I ask.

She runs her hands up my chest, underneath my shirt. Fuck, her fingers feel so good on me. “I’m aching to be devoured by you, daddy. It’s all I’ve thought about, all day.”

“Mmm, good.” I grow harder, feeling the strain of my erection underneath my pants as I brush my thumbs over her hard buds. “I won’t leave a single inch of you untouched tonight.”

She huffs as I lean forward and tug her nipple past my lips. Her fingers slide through my hair as I pinch her other nipple. My tongue swirls over the sensitive flesh, and a moan escapes her lips, making my cock twitch. My balls are getting heavier by the second, so I get undressed, anxious to bring my baby girl her first orgasm so I can have my own release.

I lift her up and set her down on the top of my chest of drawers, and she lets out a giggle. “What are you going to do to me up here, daddy?”

I lift her feet up and slide off her jeweled sandals before tossing them to the floor. “Worship every inch of you that I can.”

I press my lips to the arch of her feet, amazed at how sweet she smells. I plant kisses along each toe as she purrs and writhes. I glide my hands up her legs, giving attention to her ankles, her shins, and even her sexy knees.

“Daddy … that feels so good…”

When I glance upward, I can see how hard her nipples are, and it makes my dick throb angrily. I stand upright and grab her ass and pull her forward until her pussy is right at the edge. She instinctively places her feet on my shoulders and white-knuckle grips the edge of the chest.

After sliding the crotch of her panties aside, I press my nose to her pussy and pull in her scent, forcing a growl to erupt from my throat. I slide my tongue out and flick her folds teasingly, and she bucks her hips.

“Mmm, yessss,” she hisses.

Allowing her knees to fall open even wider, Chastity is obviously eager to have me eat her out. And my hunger is insatiable.

With another growl, I spread her pussy lips apart and slather my tongue around her pretty little pearl.

I suck and I softly bite.

While pushing my index finger inside her opening just to the first knuckle, I blow on her clit, feeling her walls clamp down on me.

My cock grows harder, longer, stiffer, as it leaks pre-cum. God, I don’t know how much longer I can hold out.

I pump my finger in and out in soft rhythms while flicking her little bundle of nerves, feeling it grow hard as she gets closer to cumming. And when I reach up with my free hand to tease her pert nipples, she tumbles down that ridge, her pussy clamping on my finger in rhythmic contractions as her clit bounces on my tongue.

“Oh fuck, daddy!” she cries out.

Even her toes dig into my flesh as she rocks her hips up and down, and I can’t help but groan at her pleasure. But the amount of fluid leaking from my cock is proof that I won’t hold out much longer.


Chapter Six

Chastity

My entire body shivers uncontrollably as I come down from my orgasm. Watching Slade use that sexy mouth of his to go to town on my pussy fills me up with so much lust I can hardly take it. And even though I’ve just cum, I’m still dying for another release.

He slides me off the chest of drawers and lays me on his bed before joining me, hugging my body to his before kissing me passionately. I feel his cock slide between my legs as I toss my leg over his hip, and it makes both of us groan with need.

“I need you. Now,” he says, his voice throaty with lust.

“I need you too, daddy.”

I sit up and straddle his waist, his cock bouncing into my lower back. His big hands grope my small breasts and he releases a growl as my nipples grow hard.

I suddenly want him in my mouth.

So, I shimmy down between his legs and get a grip on his hardness as his voice grumbles above me.

“Fuck, baby. Give me those lips.”

I tighten my fingers around the base of his shaft, watching his length turn dark red. It’s so sexy to me, the way he responds to my touch. I flick the underside of his crown with my tongue, then bring it upward and lick away the clear, sweet fluid.

“Jesus,” he whispers, making my pussy clench.

I wrap my lips around the tip and bob my head up and down, feeling his veins pulse and his length throb. More pre-cum seeps into my mouth, and it makes me swollen with need to feel him inside of me.

Daddy growls, “Get up here,” and I don’t waste one second.

I know how badly he needs to fuck me because I need it just as badly.

I straddle his waist again and stare into his eyes as he places his hands on my hips, feeling a blend of nervousness and excitement. But mostly I feel deeply connected to him in a way that I never would have expected.

He lifts me up and I feel the tip of his cock tease at my entrance. This look washes over his face as he lowers me, but my pussy is leaking uncontrollably. His head spears my pussy, and the ache intensifies as he lowers me, the pressure building by the second.

“Daddy,” I purr, leaning forward and digging my nails into his pecs.

“Baby girl… fuuuuck. You’re so tight…”

A rumble comes from deep in his chest, and as he drops me over his length, I feel the rush of the sting as he breaks through my hymen.

I gasp and close my eyes as he begins to drive his cock in and out of me.

“Oh god,” I moan, feeling this intense pressure building up inside of me.

Slade continues to fuck me while keeping a tight grip on my sides, slamming me up and down with force. I huff and buck my hips with wild abandon as I feel him turn to steel inside of me.

“Ah, shit, baby. You’re gonna make me cum right away…”

I bounce up and down as the heat builds inside of me, a new kind of orgasm about to explode from my body.

“Me too, daddy.”

I feel my toes curl as his cock drills my pussy, and my walls tighten around his girth as I cum again.

I let out a squeal and daddy buries himself to the root before splashing my walls with his semen. My cunt throbs in rhythmic contractions as his voice fills the air around us. The sensation ripples through me, making my skin tingle and my nipples prick in ecstasy.

“Holy fuck!” he roars, pumping load after load of his cum inside of me.

I feel his seed dribbling out with each thrust of his hips, making me wish there was some way I could hold him inside of me forever.

I grind my hips against him, forcing his dick to rub against my cervix, and I secretly fantasize about him making me pregnant so I can be connected to him forever. The thought of him planting his seed inside of my womb makes me so fucking hot.

I fall forward and press my lips to his neck, giving him soft kisses as he moans into my ear. His hands fist a chunk of my hair as his movements shift to a slow grind.

Our bodies mesh together so well, and even though we’re both covered in sweat, I don’t want to move. So we lie there for a while, his cock still buried inside of me.

“Seems like that was over too quickly,” I mutter.

His fingers glide down my back and he kisses me on the head. “I know, my baby. Next time I’ll last longer. It’s just that you’ve been driving me wild.”

I laugh softly and run my fingers up his chest. He laces his fingers in mine and brings them to his lips to plant kisses along my knuckles, one at a time.

“You’re going to stay the night with me.” He says it as a statement, not as a question.

I angle my head up at him and smile. “Yes, daddy. I’m yours all night.”

Little does he know, I’m his forever.


Slade

Chastity and I stay awake half the night, just lying there on top of the sheets and touching one another. I let my inner beast rest for a while because once I’ve caught some sleep and I’m fully charged, I’m taking her again, and roughly.

The next morning when I wake up, I glance over at her lying there. The sun is just starting to come through the window curtains, casting a little bit of light all around her.

Fuck, she’s beautiful. Perfect in every way. Her soft curves and long dark hair make my heart practically sputter. I never thought I’d fall this hard for someone, if at all.

But Chastity is everything I want in this world.

I stare at her beauty, and my cock was already hard but it’s getting stiffer by the second. Her rhythmic breathing lets me know she’s still asleep. But she won’t be for long.

I gently roll her over so that she’s lying on her side, and then I slide my hand between her legs, listening to her soft moans as she awakens.

My cock throbs and leaks as I glide my fingers over her pussy lips, discovering that she’s already wet for me.

“Mmmm… daddy…” she purrs, arching her back to me.

I slip a finger inside her swollen folds and find her clit, dipping the tip of my pointer inside her opening to get it lubed up first.

She huffs and backs her ass up against me, making my dick twitch. I grind my hips, forcing my length to rub along her drenched slit as I delicately tease her girl bump, feeling it swell under the pad of my finger.

“Ooooh,” she moans, rolling her hips in a little circle as I diddle her.

“You need to cum for daddy.” I growl in her ear, I thrust my hips, and I quicken my movements, forcing her to explode in a matter of minutes.

“Fuck!” she cries out, digging her fingers into the flesh of my forearm.

“That’s my girl,” I edge out before sinking my teeth into her neck. I can feel her pussy gushing out on my cock as she cums, her small clit bouncing up and down. I press the pads of my fingers over it and massage gently as her sounds become calmer.

But my dick is anything but calm.

I get up and flip her on her hands and knees, forcing her ass to bloom before me.

“Fuck me, daddy,” she begs. “Fuck me good and hard.”

Good and hard? I let out this chuckle-growl because if she thought I would do it any differently, she thought wrong.

Getting a firm grip on her soft hips, I nudge my cock at her entrance, watching her little bottom pucker as I sink further in. My balls fill up with cum as I plunge all the way in, forcing a long exhale to slip from her lips.

I don’t waste one second plowing into her cunt, my sack hitting her pussy lips with each thrust. Heat rushes through my veins as I move in and out of her. Chastity vocalizes her pleasure in soft whimpers that make me insane.

I watch the pale flesh of her ass move in waves as I pummel her, feeling her walls grip me tighter and tighter with each thrust. But I don’t dare let myself cum this fast.

I take my time with her, moving slowly as I feel her get ready to release, then quickening my pace as the need passes. I want to edge her as long as I possibly can, until I can’t hold back myself.

So that’s just what I do. I memorize every sound she makes, every inch of her tight, wet pussy as it grips me. And when the weight of my balls becomes unbearable and I feel as though I’m about to burst, I ram into her with force, reaching over to tug her hair in the process.

I expect her to start screaming. But she doesn’t. She only cries out in sheer pleasure as she begs me not to stop. I do my best to hold back as her cunt clamps down around my girth, her orgasm literally milking the seed from my ball sack.

“Damnit, baby,” I growl, erupting inside of her with so much intensity, half of my jizz comes spilling out, dripping to the sheets below as I fuck her relentlessly.

“Daddy!” Her voice is filled with ache as she continues to cum around my cock, each burst of my seed going deeper inside of her.

I bury myself to the root and grind my hips until every last drop comes out, thinking about my cum making her pregnant.

It’s crazy, I know. But the thought of Chastity being fertile right now and growing my baby inside of her belly makes me feel wilder than ever.

And I know that this girl owns me just as much as I own her.

By some miracle, I stay hard after I cum, and Chastity mounts me in a sixty-nine position to suck me off while I lick her cute little bean.

By the time we are spent, we’re also starving. So, she and I make breakfast together, finally sitting down to eat around noon.

“I don’t even want to go home today,” she says, looking a little forlorn.

I reach across the table, taking her hand in mine. “Go home and spend some time with your mom, then come back here. We’ll have another sleepover.”

Her face lights up. “You won’t get sick of me?”

“Fuck, baby. I could never get sick of you. I want you here all the time.”

“All the time?”

I get up from the table and carry her to the sofa, pulling her into my lap. “Yes, baby girl. I want you here all the time. You belong to me.”

“And you belong to me,” she says with a smile, placing her hand on the side of my face.

“You’re damn right I do,” I say, planting a kiss on her lips.

And I’ve never been happier about anything in my life.


Daddy’s Friends
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Sweet, innocent 18-year-old Angel has wanted her daddy’s best friends for a while now. When her daddy leaves town for the night, Angel concocts the perfect plan to get Matt and John over so she can have them all to herself and give them both a special gift she knows they won’t refuse.


Angel stared at the pictures of Matt and John on the mantel, wishing her stepdaddy would hurry up and leave town already! She had big plans to give her virginity to his two best friends, and she was becoming increasingly frustrated as well as growing steadily tired with having to wait.

She wasn’t a slut or anything like that. In fact, she was eighteen years old and still a virgin. And with her long blond hair, bouncy butt, and double-D boobs, it’s not like guys hadn’t tried to get in her pants before. But she was holding out and was pretty sure that Matt and John wanted her untouched body as much as she wanted their hard ones.

Matt and John had been a part of her life for as long as she could remember. They went to college with her stepdaddy, making them nearly forty years old. And she’d been nuts about them since meeting them all those years ago. When Angel turned eighteen last month, she noticed them looking at her differently too.

Matt had a few too many beers one night and tried to get her to sit in his lap for “just a second while your daddy is in the bathroom.”

Those had been his words, and lord how she’d wanted to plant her little ass right on his thick, muscular leg and grind her horny body on his cock.

But she also loved the way he’d groaned when she lifted her skirt and flashed her panties, saying she couldn’t because she had to go pee. In that respect, Angel supposed she was a tease. She’d cum so hard that night, masturbating to thoughts of Matt jerking off.

And John wasn’t far behind, “accidentally” brushing his arm across her huge boobs at a cookout last week, making sure he looked at her chest to see if those nipples of hers had gotten hard through her tight tank top, which they had.

Visually, they were perfect. Matt had mussy black hair, dark skin, and chiseled abs that made Angel quiver with need every time he came over. And John, don’t even get her started on this blue-eyed, brown-haired stud machine.

But it wasn’t just their looks. They had great personalities too. Both of them were super protective. They even offered to kick this guy’s butt who tried to get all handsy with her at the senior prom. And, when they found out her stepdaddy was leaving town for an overnight work convention, they made Angel promise to call if she needed anything.

Angel was about to need them really bad, just as soon as her daddy left and it got nice and dark outside.

“Sweetheart? I’m about to head out. You have everything you need?”

Finally.

“Yes, Daddy. The emergency cash is under the mattress, and the spare keys are in the basket. There are leftovers for dinner, and I’m meeting Heather for breakfast. After that we’ll probably go shopping and hang out until you get back home.”

Heather was Angel’s best friend, but she didn’t have plans to have breakfast with her at all because she planned to be cooking breakfast for her two men.

Angel’s daddy gave her a weary look. “You know I’m going to worry about you, Angel.”

She stood up on her tip toes and gave him a kiss on the cheek. “I’m eighteen, and this isn’t my first time sleeping alone, Daddy. I’ll be fine.”

He shook a stern finger at her. “You be sure to call Matt or John if you need anything. They’re on standby, and they will be here in a flash if you call.”

Her little pussy tingled. “Oh, I know, Daddy. I’ll call them if I need anything. Don’t you worry.”

If she needs her pussy licked, or her ass pounded. Whatever. She would call them.

He smiled and seemed to relax a little. “All right, punkin.’ I’ll call when I get to the hotel.”

“Um, okay. If I don’t answer, it’s probably because I’m in the shower. Just text me and I’ll text back.”

“Okay. Be good.” He gave his stepdaughter a quick hug and finally left.

And she darted to the bathroom to prepare herself. Angel couldn’t wait for Matt and John to cover her body in kisses and enjoy her satiny smooth, hairless skin.

********

Several hours later, it was almost dark. Daddy had called to let her know he’d gotten there safe and sound, and Angel fibbed and told him she was going to bed early so he wouldn’t try to call again. He blew kisses over the phone which Angel thought was sweet.

Dressed in her sleepwear from several years ago—before she had bloomed into a woman—Angel admired the way she looked in the mirror. A sheer top with pictures of kittens hugged her upper body, forcing her large breasts to be accentuated. Angel could even see the dark outline of her areolas. Her shorts were equally tight, forcing the bottoms of her cheeks to hang from the lower part.

She then went outside and pushed the trash can over before heading back in and waiting for it to get just a little bit darker.

At 9:05, Angel decided it was late enough. So she grabbed her phone and called Matt first.

“Hey there, babygirl. What’s going on? You okay?”

She took a deep breath. “I hope so. But I heard a noise outside a while ago. I didn’t think anything of it at first. But, then I heard it again, like a loud crashing sound—”

“I’ll be right over. Sit tight.”

“Thank you, Matt,” She breathed into the phone with a big ol’ smile.

Angel then waited about five minutes before calling John and telling him the same thing. “Matt should have been here by now. Can you come over? I’m really scared.”

“Oh babydoll, don’t you worry about a thing. I’m on my way.”

Angel worried that John’s feeling would be hurt that she didn’t call him first, but he didn’t seem to be bothered by it. She loved them both equally, but she couldn’t tell them that just yet.

When Matt showed up five minutes later, Angel opened the door and noticed his eyes flick over her chest. She gave him this brief moment to savor how sexy she looked before throwing her body against his and pressing her ample chest tightly against his hard muscles. “Oh Matt, I’m so glad you’re here.”

He cupped her face softly. “You wait here while I look around outside.”

Angel nodded and sat on the couch while Matt walked through the French doors that led to the back yard. She heard him replacing the lid of the metal trash can before coming back inside moments later.

He stood at the sink and washed his hands as Angel quietly approached.

“Well? Did you see anything?”

He pulled a face. “The trash can was knocked over. Could have been a stray animal, but just to be safe, I think you should come home with me.”

Angel didn’t want to leave. She wanted her first time to take place in her plush bed so that every night, when she went to sleep, she would remember Matt and John taking turns fucking her.

“Why don’t you just stay here with me instead? John is coming over, too. And … and … if the jerk shows back up, you two can kick his ass.”

Matt chuckled and rubbed his forehead. “I suppose that would be fine. Just curious, though, why is John coming over?”

“Well…” Angel leaned back against the table and pushed out her chest. Matt’s eyes immediately went there, and her pussy clenched, watching him lick his lips. “I called him after I called you. I was worried that it would take you too long to get here.”

He stepped closer to her. “It didn’t take me that long.”

Angel bit her lip, feeling like she was caught between a rock and a hard place. The wrong kind of hard place. What if Matt knew what she was trying to pull? “I guess I was just really extra scared, Matt.”

Pulling a guilt-ridden face, Matt came over and brought her in for a hug, running his big, strong hands down her back. “It’s okay, babygirl. I’m sorry you were so scared.”

He stood there caressing her, and Angel inched her hips closer to his, wondering if he was getting hard. His fingertips glided softly up and down her spine, coming dangerously close to the swell of her bottom.

Just then, a knock at the door startled them.

“That must be John. I’ll get it.”

Angel loved that he took charge like this, not even letting her answer the door to her own home.

When John came inside, he shook hands with Matt, then quickly shifted his attention to Angel.

“I got here as quickly as I could. Is everything alright?”

“Seems to be,” Matt answered. “Her trash can was knocked over, but I didn’t see anyone out there. But we’ve decided that I should stay here to keep an eye on things.”

John nodded and flicked his gaze in Angel’s direction. She swiftly moved to him and took him by the hands. “I want you to stay, too, John. It’ll be just like a big slumber party.”

John and Matt both let out a nervous laugh, and Angel was fairly certain they gave each other a look.

“Are you sure you need us both?”

Worried that he would back out or feel like a third wheel, Angel pressed her soft body to his. She heard a low rumble come up his throat that made her flesh heat.

“Of course I need you both. What if I hear something, but Matt is asleep? Or … what if you go outside and have to punch the intruder? I’ll need someone to stand guard and call the cops, right? I think it would be best if my two favorite, strongest men in the world are right here with me aallll night.”

“Favorite men?” Matt asked, brushing some of her hair aside.

Angel batted her eyes, feeling her cheeks blush. “Yes, my favorite men in the whole world. Aside from Daddy, of course.”

“Well, I guess it’s settled then,” John said, offering a shrug. “We’ll stay here with you and keep our babydoll safe.”

Angel jumped up and down, feeling her heavy jugs bounce and wiggle as John and Matt watched with hungry gazes. Finally, she had these two all to herself.

“Oh, but don’t tell Daddy. He’ll just worry and come straight home. And I don’t want to ruin his business trip.”

Now Matt and John definitely gave one another a look. But it just made Angel that much more excited.

Now it was time to move on to the next phase.

********

“I just know I’m not going to be able to sleep. We should eat some popcorn and watch a movie.” Angel opened the door to her fridge and bent over to retrieve the butter, showing off her round bottom and exposed cheeks to Matt and John.

She heard one of them whisper “fuck” and smiled to herself.

“I’ll pop the corn if you melt the butter, babygirl,” Matt said.

“And I’ll get the drinks.”

Angel got the butter melted and set it on the counter next to the stove where John was heating up the oil. “I’ll just be in the living room picking a movie.”

She grabbed a handful of napkins on the way and got comfy on the couch, listening to Matt and John chat in the kitchen. Their voices were awful low, she thought, and Angel wondered if they were talking about her.

After selecting a sweet romance to watch, the men joined her on the couch, Matt on her right and John on her left. But they seemed so far away.

“Come closer, you two. You’re supposed to be protecting me,” Angel sighed, hugging the tub of popcorn close as she took a few bites.

They both moved in, Matt clearing his throat and John squirming a little.

Angel took a few bites of popcorn, feeling waves of nervousness and doubt ripple through her. She wasn’t sure how she was supposed to seduce two grown men, but she sure didn’t think it would be this difficult. In her fantasy, both men, by this point, had been pawing at her tender, horny, virgin body. But so far, they were acting like priests, and she was having none of it!

She set the popcorn on the table and decided to take the bull—or the bulls, as it were—by the horns. Reaching behind her for the quilted blanket, Angel pulled it down and fluffed it around her, then spread her legs wide, tossing one each to Matt and John’s lap.

“There. This is much better,” she said, squirming her bottom down into the cushion.

Matt turned to look at her. “Are you cold, babygirl?”

“A little. I need some body heat.” She reached under the blanket and pulled Matt’s hand to her soft thigh. And he pulled in a breath and softly squeezed her tender flesh, making her tingle with excitement.

“You can put your hand on my leg, too, John. The more hands I have on me, the warmer I’ll stay.”

He swallowed hard as he looked over at Matt, but Angel knew she had won when she felt his fingers dance along her flesh. It caused her nipples to prick against her tight shirt. “I didn’t know you were chilly, babydoll. I’m happy to help Matt keep you warm.”

Angel smiled and leaned up to kiss him on the cheek, then turned to Matt and did the same. She heard John growl again, this time a little louder.

Angel tried focusing on the movie, but it was really hard with the two men she was so horny for touching her thigh at the same time.

And that’s when she felt John’s fingers move up her leg. Her body went hot all over as he squeezed and stroked her aching flesh.

Matt quickly joined in, sneaking his pinky all the way up to the lower swell of her pussy lips. He released a soft moan, and Angel couldn’t help thrusting her hips upward.

Suddenly, she was overcome with heat and wanted to move the blanket, but she was afraid that they might stop if she did.

When she felt John’s fingers dip inside the leg of her shorts, she purred.

Her pussy was soaked and throbbing, and she was desperate to feel their fingers probe her tight entrance.

As if reading her mind, both the men’s fingers slipped inside her shorts, and she knew that they must have been able to feel each other at that point. But they sure didn’t seem anxious to acknowledge that.

Matt tugged her shorts roughly to the side as Angel spread her legs wider. Her heart hammered in her chest as he dipped inside her entrance to the first knuckle. She decided now would be a good time to start feeling her way to the men, so she put her hands on their legs and dug her fingers into their hard muscles.

“Is this what you want, babygirl? For me and John to make you cum?”

“Yes, oh yes, please,” she begged, feeling her heart hammer like crazy inside her chest.

Both men growled and Angel closed her eyes while Matt circled her clit and John probed her tiny little entrance. She was slick with her own sweet nectar, and her walls felt like they had become so swollen with need.

Her heavy breasts heaved as she panted, and without thinking, she lifted her shirt so that the men could see her huge jugs.

“Oh fuck,” John muttered. “I’ve wanted to see those spectacular things for a while now.”

“Well,” Angel said, squeezing his thigh. “Now you can see them and touch them.”

He leaned down and tugged her nipple past his lips, and Matt did the same. Their tongues flicked over the sensitive tissue as Matt quickened his movements over her hard little pearl.

With one thrust of her hips, she came, stars exploding in her field of vision as her two lovers suckled her mounds.

“Now look what you’ve done, babygirl,” Matt said, pulling Angel’s hand to the crotch of his jeans.

She felt his hard erection, heat circling her fingers as she teased him by rubbing him nice and hard. “Mm, I love you both so much. Please, I want you to have my virginity. Tonight.”

“Well fuck,” John said. “I think it’s time we show our little babydoll just how much we love her too. What do you say, Matt?”

“Couldn’t have said it better myself.”

Matt and John lead the way down the hall and went straight to Angel’s bedroom. They sat on the bed next to each other and pulled her between them. John slid her shorts down her waist and then Matt tugged up her shirt so she could pull it over her head.

John then stood up and kissed Angel, his tongue hungry as it danced in her mouth. Meanwhile, Matt’s hands groped her heavy breasts, lightly teasing her nipples with soft pinches here and there.

John stepped aside to get undressed and Matt took the opportunity to kiss Angel then, moaning into her throat when she started undoing his pants.

She smiled as they hit the floor, and before she knew it, John was on his knees, stroking his thick meaty cock with one hand and curling his finger at her with the other.

Matt laid down next to him, his hard erection throbbing as it bobbed in the air and pointed to the ceiling.

“Come sit on my face, babygirl. Let me taste that sweet cunt of yours.”

Angel giggled, her pussy dripping with desire as she crawled along the bed. She eagerly mounted Matt’s face and felt his tongue tease her labia as she turned her attention to John who was right there next to her.

“Be a good little doll and suck my cock, sweetheart.”

Angel looked into his warm blue eyes before smiling and bending forward. She gasped as Matt’s tongue flicked her hard clit.

She wrapped her lips around John’s throbbing shaft and started sucking. His salty pre-cum swirled around her tongue, and she found herself moaning at the deliciousness of it.

Angel bobbed her head as John gripped her hair with a fist, and as Matt groped her large bottom, she bucked her hips, cumming again with incredible force as she sucked John’s cock.

Being innocent, and worried that she wasn’t doing a good job, she paused and looked up at John once the shudders of her orgasm had dissipated. “Am I doing good?”

“Yes, babydoll. You’re perfect.”

With a smile, she went back to sucking, slathering his thick erection with her tongue so much that her saliva began to drip down.

Matt continued to lick her hot little pussy, bringing her another earth-shattering orgasm as John’s manhood turned to steel.

“Oh fuck!” he growled.

Hot seed burst into her mouth, the length of his shaft throbbing with each pulse of cum. He pushed in as deep as he could, making Angel choke and cough.

Her entire body was alive with lust, and as John and Matt got off the bed, she laid down and spread her legs. “Now for what I’ve been waiting for. Both of you to penetrate me and take my virginity.”

Matt caressed her leg. “We can’t both take your virginity, babygirl. So which one of us gets it?”

With an innocent smile, Angel flipped back over, onto her hands and knees, displaying her rear end to them both.

She heard them growl, then hands moved across the soft flesh of her ass. “I have two holes. And neither one of them have ever been touched. Except for what you two did on the couch. One of you gets my ass and the other my tight pussy.”

Angel wasn’t concerned with the logistics of how they would fuck her at once, nor did she have strong feelings about who got her tight rose and who got her cherry. She just wanted them both inside of her.

At once.

“Are you sure, babydoll? You want us both? At the same time?”

“Yes. Please, do it now. Make me yours.”

Angel could feel a long string of fluid dribbling from her needy snatch. Her insides were aching to be fucked. She needed it like she needed air.

“Whatever you want, babygirl.”

She closed her eyes and felt the head of one cock gently nudge at the opening to her pussy. Her walls tightened, and her nipples puckered at the delightful sensation. Pressure intensified, and as hands tightly gripped her hips, there was a quick thrust that popped her little cherry in one push.

Heavy breathing and grunting filled the air as a blissful feeling rushed through her tender body. But then, right after one of them kicked a leg up on the bed, she felt his cock teasing her tight rose.

The sensation was odd, and her heart began to race as she feared it would hurt. But after warm spit landed on her quivering sphincter, his large erection speared her tight little ass. Angel groaned loudly as two cocks stuffed her tiny holes.

They both began drilling in and out of her, the sounds of moaning and growling filling the room.

Her body rocked back and forth as they fucked her hard, her heavy breasts swaying and her nipples brushing the soft pink comforter. An orgasm built inside of her, growing like a big ball that felt like it would explode.

“Oh fuck, her ass feels so good,” John grunted.

“Yeah? Her tight little pussy here is about to empty my balls,” Matt echoed.

She fisted the sheets as her walls grew tighter.

“Oh yeahhhh,” she moaned. “I’m gonna cum…”

John spanked her round bottom and forced his cock in her so deep she could almost feel it in her throat. And when Matt did the same, drilling her with so much force she felt his balls slapping her labia, she came.

Angel’s ass quivered uncontrollably, and she thinks it milked the cum from John’s balls because seconds later, he grunted and his thick meat turned to steel in her dirty hole. Hot fluid shot inside her bowels, spilling from her like a river soon thereafter.

Just then, Matt released a loud grunt as his manhood twitched inside her pussy. The seed of both men spilled from her swollen entrances, drizzling down to the bed as they slipped from the warmth of her holes.

They both laid down next to her, nuzzling against her soft curves.

“Now be honest,” Matt said. “Did you really hear a noise outside tonight?”

Angel giggled. “No, but be honest. Do you care that I lied?”

Both men burst into laughter. And the laughter quickly morphed into them fondling her breasts and getting hard once again.

Angel was happy for the first time in her life, being taken by the two men she adored: her daddy’s best friends.

And she knew this was just the beginning of a very special arrangement.


Milked and Plugged
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Don’s friend’s younger sister has a problem. And he is the only one around with the right attitude and equipment to help her with the creamy problem.


I figured today would be like any other Sunday on the ranch. The start of the week was always slow, and everyone had the day off.

I’d given up dairy farming and gotten into the sunflower business last year. It was more lucrative in today’s health-conscious society. Everyone was cutting out milk and cheese, and many farms were going under. Me? I decided to keep up with the latest trends and demands, find a way to make a profit.

I still had my milking equipment, though, and I was in the process of shifting things around and preparing it for storage. That’s when Carrie showed up, wearing tight white jean shorts and a tank top, uncertainty in her eyes that made me stop what I was doing on a dime.

“Don? I … I need your help.”

“What’s wrong, Carrie? Did something happen to Darren?”

Darren was her older brother, my best friend.

She shook her head. “No. He’s fine. It’s … me.”

I pushed the machinery aside and walked her way, feeling my cock grow stiff from just being in her presence. With long hair, curvy hips, and a nice set of tits that, oddly, looked suddenly huge, she’d been making me hard for some time now.

Carrie had just turned nineteen a few months ago. But I was ten years older than her, so I never bothered to ask her out. Plus, as my best friend’s kid sister, she was off limits to me.

But now, here she was, all alone at my ranch and asking for my help. And damn, had she had a boob job since I last saw her?

“What’s going on?”

She pursed her lips and clasped her hands in front of her. “It’s so embarrassing, I don’t know…”

Damn, she was really struggling with this. I could see that she was struggling. The front of her shirt was wet, like she had been crying the whole way here.

“You can trust me, sweetheart. I’m like family.”

Carrie licked her lips and looked down. “Promise you won’t tell anyone?”

“Pinky promise.” I lifted my pinky and waved it in the air, desperate to know what was going on.

She sniffed and grabbed the bottom of her shirt. My heart raced as I watched her lift it up, exposing her fucking magnificent jugs. They were indeed huge. As in, engorged like water balloons. Her nipples appeared dwarfed, but they were still hard and pink.

Blood rushed through my ten-inch cock—yes, I was quite big—and I held back a groan, mentally scratching my head to figure out what the problem was.

“What, uhh,” I said, clearing my throat and trying not to sound like an idiot. “What am I looking at here?”

Her mouth fell open. “You can’t tell? I’m leaking.”

I wrinkled my brow and looked closer. Sure enough, there on the tip of her delicious hard little nipple was a drop of white fluid.

“Is that what I think it is?”

She sniffed and rubbed her nose. “Yeah, it’s milk. And I need it out.”

My cock twitched as it grew stiffer. I didn’t know how or why Carrie’s tits were making milk. I just knew that I wanted to remove it with my hungry mouth.

“You need me to, uh, pump your breasts?” I asked.

She nodded shyly as I continued to stare at her mounds of beauty. “You have the right equipment. That’s why I came here. Will you please help me?” she asked, stepping close and taking me by the hands.

Carrie looked at me with pleading eyes and pouty lips. I tried to maintain eye contact with her but fuck. Droplets of milk began to trickle out of both nipples and stream down the underswell of her tits, and it was driving me nuts. My balls grew heavier by the second.

“I’d love to help, sweetheart. But it would take me hours to get one of these things put back together.”

“I don’t have that long,” she begged, jutting her milky tits forward so hard that a stream of white quickly spurted out and sprayed my shirt.

God. I was doomed.

“I need an immediate solution,” she continued. “Can’t you do it by hand or something?”

Well, fuck. Miracles did exist.

Precum leaked from my dick but I tried not to get too hopeful. Then again…

If Carrie was as desperate as she claimed, I could probably tell her my hands were out of commission, and that I would have to use my…

“To be honest, I’ve never been very good at hand pumping the cows. I’m all thumbs, really. If you need immediate relief, I can offer an alternate, non-traditional solution. If you’re open-minded, that is.”

“My mind is wide open, Don. Just … please help me. They hurt so much.”

Damn, my mouth was already watering. “Yeah, sure, sweetie. Come on, follow me.”

I led Carrie into the barn’s office where my desk was. I also had a rather comfortable couch where the ranch hands used to hang out and rest on their lunch hour.

And now, it would be used for me to nurse my best friend’s kid sister.

I sat on the sofa and tapped the top of my legs. Carrie bit her lip, then tugged her shirt completely over her head before tossing it aside.

“What exactly are you going to do?” she asked, straddling my lap a little more eagerly than I expected.”

Oh, I think she knew what I was going to do. I swallowed hard as her tits were thrust in my face.

“You’ll see. The important part is that you’ll be feeling much better.”

I wrapped my large hands around her pillowy mounds, feeling how warm they were to the touch. Beads of white liquid trickled out as I pulled her nipple to my mouth and started sucking.

Carrie sucked in a rush of breath and arched her back. “Ooooh, Don. You’ve got the right idea,” she purred.

I wanted to tell her that her idea of coming here for my help was the right idea, but my mouth was full and my lips were busy.

Fuck, her milk was so sweet, so delicious. Her cream filled my mouth with each hard suck, spraying from her tits in a hard stream that tickled the roof of my mouth.

I found myself so aroused, kneading her other breast and forcing the milk to spill around my fingers. My cock grew stiffer, straining at the zipper to be released from my jeans.

“Mmm, yessss, I’m feeling better already,” Carrie sighed.

Shit, I was too. Except for my dick that was throbbing angrily.

I tugged on her nipple, using every part of my mouth to empty her teat as her other one was no doubt eagerly waiting for the same treatment.

I flicked her hard little nipple with my tongue, feeling the tissue grow hard as she hissed.

I suckled it again, pulling out more sweet liquid.

Then I massaged her bud by pressing it to the roof of my mouth with my tongue until her breast had significantly shrunk in size.

I popped my lips off her nipple and looked up at her before fisting her long hair and pulling her to me for a kiss. I forced my tongue past her lips and kissed her hungrily, listening to her soft moans of pleasure for several long moments.

Fuck, my dream had come true.

“Do you like the way I taste?” she asked, sensually turning her other breast in my direction.

“Oh fuck yes. Baby, I could drink your milk all day.”

She giggled, but it came to an abrupt halt as I latched onto her other full breast and nursed, this time a little more slowly, taking my time and enjoying the way her tits felt in my hands as I groped them like a perverted older man.

I noticed then that Carrie started inching forward on my lap, forcing my cock to seep out even more precum than before. As her tasty milk flowed down my throat, her pussy slid closer to my erection, forcing a groan from my throat.

I couldn’t resist. I wanted—no, needed—to feel her sweet pussy. With my hands and my cock.

I inched my fingers to her crotch and rubbed them teasingly over the seam, noticing right away the heat and the dampness there. Carrie purred and thrust her hips forward, making my cock bounce.

As I sucked her tit dry, I allowed my fingers to slide inside of her shorts and was met with her slick fluids right away.

My dick twitched angrily, and I immediately started unbuttoning her shorts. But before I could get very far, Carrie stood up and finished for me, tugging down the zipper, then turning around and sliding them down her hips, giving me a view of her sexy round ass.

“Damn, sweetheart. You are so, so sexy.” I grabbed my crotch, feeling my erection become hard as steel.

“You like my ass, do you?” she asked, spreading her cheeks wide and giving me a sinful view of her tight but puckered rose.

“Holy fuck,” I answered, unzipping my own pants to release my monster. “Are you asking me to stick something in that tight hole? Because I have just the thing.”

She straightened up and turned around, tossed her hands on her hips. Her nipples were a dark red from having been sucked, and her sweet little pussy was one puffy bald gash, as if she had just shaved right before coming here.

Good lord. How did I get so lucky?

“Is the thing you want to stick in my hole long and hard and filled with its own cream?”

“Oh, I have that, too. But I think you need to get warmed up first so I don’t split you in two.”

I stood and walked to my desk, opening a drawer and removing one of the butt plugs. I had put them in here just a few months ago for a project that had nothing to do with asses but they were much cheaper than what the original project called for.

And now, well, one of them was about to be used for something much more fun.

I tore open the plastic and walked to Carrie who was already on my couch on her hands and knees, ass up and back arched. I, of course, was looking at her from the side, her large breasts hanging low and swaying slightly.

“Jesus…” I muttered.

She giggled and wiggled her hips back and forth to tease me. I stepped out of my clothes and watched as Carrie’s eyes grew wide and her mouth dropped open. She was visibly shocked at my size.

“Don’t look so scared. You know you’re aching to be filled.”

“Yeah, but … I’m a virgin. And that thing is…”

I growled at her admission, gripping the side of her hips as I got on the couch behind her, one foot on the cushion and one foot on the floor. “You’re a virgin, and you want me to fuck your ass? You know I’m taking your pussy, too, right?”

“Oh, I was hoping you would,” she said, lowering her head to the cushion and forcing her ass up higher.

I felt a rumbling in my chest as I spread her cheeks, baring her quivering asshole to me. The horny beast in me wanted to plow right into it. My balls were aching to feel her tight little sphincter gripping my huge girth.

But I was a patient man.

I spat on the butt plug and slid it slowly into her forbidden hole as she moaned and egged me on by whispering “yes” repeatedly.

Once the plug was in, I slid my finger in the loop and gave it a gentle tug, which made Carrie arch her back even further.

I cupped her pussy and felt her slicky wetness. She purred and undulated her hips in slow circles that made my cock bounce.

I probed her cunt with my finger, feeling her warm, wet walls squeeze me tightly.

“Jesus,” I whispered, pumping that finger in and out very slowly, listening to her soft moans.

Her juices flowed out around my index finger, making me leak an inordinate amount of precum from the tip of my slit, so I twisted my hand and pushed a second finger in, allowing my ring finger to softly brush her clitoris on the way.

At that point, her ass swayed in my direction, and her pussy began to contract around my fingers.

“Oh fuck! I’m cumming!” she squealed.

More of her slick juices coated my fingers, sliding down the palm of my hand as she had an orgasm. I used my other hand to flick her clit as she writhed on the sofa, hips bucking and thighs trembling.

Christ, my cock was so hard and my balls so heavy, it was like cock-and-ball torture watching her cum like this, so fucking sexy and free.

I couldn’t wait another second.

While she was mid-contraction around my fingers, I slid my cock inside of her pussy, letting it fully engulf my length.

“Oh gaaaaahhhd,” she moaned, backing her ass up and forcing her tight cunt all the way down to the root of my dick.

“Carrie, you’re so tight … fuuuuuck,” I groaned, gripping her hips tightly as her pussy clenched my cock.

“Fuck me hard, Don. Make me cum again…”

I held her tightly and rammed her good, watching her hair fly this way and that as I pumped her hard and fast with all ten inches of my shaft. Carrie’s fingers gripped a pillow close to her head, and I felt her cum again.

My balls shot a hard jet of cum up and out of my cock, making my blood run icy hot for several seconds as I forced my seed in her sweet pussy. And yet it still wasn’t enough to make me quit.

With her pussy still contracting, I slipped a finger in the loop of the plug and gently tugged it several times, hoping to intensify her orgasm. It seemed to work, at least based on the way her rose quivered uncontrollably.

“Yesssss,” she purred, confirming my suspicions.

I withdrew my cock from the confines of her warm, tight tunnel and pulled the plug out completely. As her asshole winked at me, I slid my cock inside, forcing a deep, throaty groan to escape both of our mouths.

“Oh Don… fuck my ass like you own me…”

With a growl and tight grip on her waist, I began fucking her, moving slow at first then picking up my pace after several minutes.

I had never known heaven until I fucked my best friend’s sister in the asshole.

I used her good, plowing her tender rose like I owned every inch of her. It wasn’t long before I came again, spraying her bowels with my hot seed.

And I was still hard.

“My … my tits are leaking again, Don. You need to—"

“I know what I need to do,” I said, walking toward the milking machine.

I got it set up in record time while Carrie waited on the couch, holding her breasts with her hands. I glanced at her a few times, noticing light rivers of milk seeping through her fingers.

Once the machine was ready to go, I wheeled it to the couch and switched it on before placing the suctioning teat cups on her breasts. As I centered them over her nipples, they were instantly pulled into the grip of the machine, her buds elongating into long, red tube-like structures.

I watched her as I cleaned my cock with a spare washcloth and warm water, getting hard as a rock again at her beautiful sight.

“Oh god,” she purred, writhing on the couch and moving her hands between her legs.

“That’s my job,” I told her, settling between her legs and lifting them high in the air.

Carrie’s eyes rolled back in her head as I pushed my cock inside her pussy. It was such a turn on watching her tits get tortured by the machine. I’d placed my hand over it a time or two to test the strength of the suctioning power, and it was fierce.

Milk sprayed the tubing and shot down into the glass holding tank as Carrie visibly went to a blissful place. Her breasts bounced softly with the hum of the motor, and I fucked her as hard as I could without knocking her off the couch.

When she came, milk spurted from her nipples in harder pulses that intensified my orgasm, just from the sight of it alone.

I held her hips steady as my cock twitched, shooting a hard jet of seed inside her belly.

“Fuck, Carrie, I hope you’re on birth control,” I said, more as a silent wish but honestly not really caring all that much.

“I’m not!” she squealed, running her hands up and down her belly.

Shit. Whatever. It was worth the risk.

Carrie and I spent the rest of the day together, and I ended up moving her in with me so we could be together whenever we wanted. She regularly asked to be plugged while I nursed her, and she would straddle my lap and ride my cock while I emptied her gorgeous jugs.

I guess you could say … we had the perfect life on the ranch.


Daddy Takes Me to Church

Copyright © 2019 Daisy Luke

Beth has done something …unforgivable in Kirk’s eyes. He takes her to church so the priest can lecture her on acting like a lady.


“I’m sorry. It … it won’t happen again,” I said, pulling the couch blanket around my exposed flesh.

“Really. That’s what you said the last time.” Kirk barked.

I had just been caught masturbating in the living room while watching some exceptionally kinky porn on the television. Kirk had come home early (ok, by five minutes, but still) and walked in, totally busting me with my legs spread wide and my finger furiously rubbing one out.

“I know. I mean it this time. I’ll … take care of my needs in my own room.”

I stood up and flipped off the TV, putting an end to the soft moans and heated groans that were spilling from the speakers. God, how I wanted to experience that. I was nineteen years of age and still a virgin. My body was dying slowly from unmet needs.

I barged off, feeling my face heat from slight embarrassment, and yeah, a little anger too. I didn’t know why Kirk had to be such a jerk about all this. You’d think a grown man would understand the need to rub one out. But the first time Kirk caught me rubbing my wet little pussy late one night when I thought he was asleep, he told me I should be doing it in private.

Um, hello. This is my house, too. I even give him a little money for rent, now that I work full-time. I should be able to masturbate wherever I want if he’s not around.

Kirk really pissed me off sometimes. He was my mom’s boyfriend before she died a few years ago. They never married, but he had promised my mom he’d take care of me if anything happened to her.

I was heartbroken when she passed, but relieved that her boyfriend was willing to help me out, give me a place to stay.

But then, around my eighteenth birthday, he sort of changed, telling me I needed to live by his rules if I wanted to remain under his roof, one of those rules being calling him “daddy.”

I try not to address him at all because he’s not my dad. And calling him that just seems … weird. He also gives me a curfew and basically tells me I need to do what he says. Sometimes, honestly, I hate him. I can’t wait to move out. As soon as I have enough money saved I’m out the fucking door.

I chill out in my room, the mood totally killed. And a while later, I come out to find something to make for dinner. Kirk is on the phone in the living room, and I can hear his voice as I open the fridge door.

“Yes, Father. But things have gotten worse, to say the least. I can’t even describe the visceral reaction I had at what I saw today. Can you see us this evening?”

My ears prick. Why is he talking to Father Antonio? And who is this us?

“Oh, that’s perfect. We’ll be there shortly.”

In a total state of denial, I pull some chicken from the fridge, hoping that Kirk is referring to someone other than me that he plans to take to church. He makes me go every Sunday, but I draw the line at anything beyond that.

“Beth? Stop what you’re doing and get your jacket. We’re running a few errands.”

“What? Why?” I ask, still holding the meat.

Kirk walks over, takes them from my hands, and slides them back where I got them. “We’re having a little consultation with Father Antonio. I want him to help us solve this little dilemma, teach you how to be a lady.”

“What dilemma?” I practically screech at him. “I told you it wouldn’t happen again. Can’t we just move past this already?”

Kirk very calmly placed his hands on my arms. “Beth. The damage is done and now we need to fix it. This isn’t up for negotiations. My house, my rules. Now let’s get going.”

I gritted my teeth because I knew I couldn’t argue with him. And what was all this “the damage is done” crap? Oh well, might as well just get this over with. I barged to the coat closet and grunted some obscenities under my breath, and we left the house right away.

By the time we got to the church, Father Antonio was waiting for us at the rectory right behind the church. I had never been inside here, but right away I noticed how dark it was, and how cozy.

Father Antonio shook hands with Kirk and gave me a look with a somewhat hard gaze. It bothered me especially because I’d always found my priest to be an extremely attractive man and actually had a teeny tiny crush on him. He was in his thirties and had tanned skin and broad shoulders. His face was rugged and masculine.

“Good evening, Beth. Please, come in and have a seat.”

He took my jacket and placed it on the coat rack by the door. I was so embarrassed by all of this. I didn’t even want to be here. But I did my best to make myself comfy on his couch as he sat in the chair across from me. Kirk sat next to me, and I just wanted to fold in on myself.

Father Antonio clasped his hands in his lap and crossed his legs, focusing his attention on me. “So, your dad tells me that you’re having trouble keeping your hands away from unholy places.”

“You mean he caught me masturbating.” I would not let myself feel embarrassed about something that everyone does, even if it is considered a sin.

Father Antonio gave a quick nod.

“Well, yeah. It’s a pretty normal thing to do. I don’t see what the big deal is. Like both of you haven’t done it.”

Father looked at Kirk, and Kirk shifted in place on the sofa.

“Beth, we’re not here to discuss our proclivities behind closed doors. You openly displayed yourself in a common area, forcing your dad to bear witness to your body as you gave yourself pleasure. It’s really more about the fact that you disobeyed a simple request that he gave, to take care of your needs privately.”

I tried not to roll my eyes. “Yes, I know, Father. And I apologized and promised not to let it happen again.”

“You made that promise once before and broke it.” Jeez. Kirk was beginning to sound like a broken record.

Father Antonio pulled in a deep breath and rubbed his chin as if deep in thought. “Your dad makes a valid point. And it makes me wonder if these acts are intentional.”

I pulled a face. “Intentional? Uhm, yes. I am intentionally touching myself.”

Father shook his head. “No. what I mean is that you are intentionally masturbating in the living room in the hopes that your dad will catch you. Perhaps you secretly … desire him.”

Okay, my mouth dropped open so hard it almost hurt. “Secretly desire? Is this some kind of joke? If so, I’m out of here.”

I started to stand up, but Kirk put a hand on my leg. “You’re not going anywhere until we get this resolved.”

I shot him an evil look because I thought this was just getting downright ridiculous.

“Kirk, why don’t you step outside, let me and Beth have a moment of privacy.”

“Sure, all right,” Kirk said, jumping up quickly. I had the feeling he didn’t really want to hear what Father Antonio had to say anyway.

Once the door was closed, I had to admit I felt a little more relaxed. I fiddled with a loose string on my jeans as my priest lightly tapped the armrest of his chair.

“Beth, I want to explain this in a way that may help you understand. You see, this situation has put your dad in a somewhat uncomfortable position. But it’s not your fault.” I looked into his eyes as he continued, feeling like maybe he would understand me and not be so critical. “Men tend to react when they see a naked woman. Add to that the act of spread legs, putting yourself in a willing, submissive position, and he’s going to react further.”

I narrowed my brow, not really sure if I was understanding him correctly. “Are you telling me that he got … that he…” I couldn’t finish the sentence. It was too weird. This was my mother’s boyfriend. He should not be getting turned on by me.

“Yes,” Father Antonio said, shifting in place. “Your dad got an erection.”

My face heated. “Oh.”

“Right. So, surely you can see that taking care of your needs in private is the best for everyone.”

I nodded, feeling a slight stirring in my core at the thought of Kirk getting hard at the sight of my body. “Yeah, I get it. I didn’t know.”

“Good. You’re a good girl, and I feel confident that you and your boyfriend are practicing abstinence. But, I’m sure that heavy kissing and petting can lead to some rather intense frustration. Perhaps you should always make sure that you two are supervised in order to prevent the temptation to explore such behavior.”

Hearing him call me a good girl made my insides ignite and my pulse quicken. “I don’t have a boyfriend, Father. I’m actually a virgin. I’ve kissed, but that’s it. Never done any heavy kissing or petting, or anything like that.”

This look washed over Father’s face, and he cleared his throat as he shifted in place once more. “You’ve never indulged in desires of the flesh with another boy? Never had sexual intercourse?”

I shook my head.

“That’s wonderful, Beth. I’m proud of you for guarding your virginity.”

“Thank you,” I said, offering a wide smile. Finally, something good was coming out of this visit. Or so it seemed.

He rubbed his chin again, and I thought he was going to say I could leave. But he wasn’t quite done with me it seemed.

“You know, I’m still not quite sure that you didn’t subconsciously want to be seen like that. Maybe you don’t necessarily have a crush on your dad, but, at your age, you probably have tremendous urges that race through your veins, leave your panties wet, your body…aching for release.”

My pussy clenched at his words, and my lips parted. I should have been mortified at what he just said, but instead, I was deliriously turned on. Not just at his frankness but also his ability to be inside my head, to understand.

“Yes, Father. It’s incredibly frustrating. I … I think about it a lot.”

He raised a brow. “It? As in, sex?”

I licked my lips, feeling the first little pulse of desire seep from my gash. “Yes. That.”

He stared at me for several long moments, and then he let his gaze sort of travel over my body. It was intense. Palpable. “You need an outlet, my child. A safe one. I believe I can help with that.”

My insides did a bunch of flip-flops, wondering what in the world he was suggesting. “What do you propose?”

He didn’t answer me, just simply stood up and walked my way, extending me a hand. “Come with me, and I’ll show you.”

I gave him my hand and he helped me up. I followed him down the hallway of the rectory, tossing a quick look over my shoulder, wondering if we should let Kirk know what was going on.

But hell, even I didn’t know what was going on. I found out mighty damn fast, though, when he led me inside his bedroom, and I couldn’t help but stare at his magnificent king-sized bed.

“I want you to give me something, Beth.”

“Anything.” I said, gulping.

“An offering.” He walked close to me and brushed my cheek with the back of his hand. “Of your delicious, innocent body. Let me see how you touch yourself, give you the audience you crave.”

Oh god, how my pussy throbbed when he said that. And his touch made all this heat rush through my core, spilling into my veins and running through my body like a wildfire. I should have told him no. He was my priest for crying out loud. But the thought of showing him my body, well, it made me consumed with lust. Maybe he was right. Maybe I did secretly long for Kirk to see me.

Father didn’t wait for an answer. His hands gripped the bottom of my sweater, and he pulled it up, baring my chest. My heart pounded and my breathing increased as he walked behind me and unclasped my bra before letting his hands glide up my shoulders, forcing my nipples to pucker. His touch was so intoxicating.

He walked to the chair that was across from the bed and sat down. “Please, Beth, finish getting undressed. Let your hands explore.”

I bit my lip as I opened my jeans and stepped out of them, kicking my shoes aside. I stood there in a pair of white satin panties, the little pink bow at the top feeling like an odd reflection of my innocence. Heat crept over my flesh, the small buds atop my breasts curling into painful points as Father Antonio watched me with a hand over his crotch.

“Take the panties off. Let me see that beautiful, innocent mound of yours.”

My heart skipped a few beats as I hooked my thumbs inside of them and pulled them down, the crotch sticking to my lips from how much had leaked out.

Father’s eyes grew wide when he looked between my legs. I was sure he expected to see a full bush, but I shaved my bikini line nice and slim, leaving nothing more than a narrow track of dark hair directly over my slit.

“Mmm,” he moaned, licking his lips. “Beautiful. It’s no wonder you touch yourself with such a pretty little pussy. I’d have a hard time resisting myself.”

Lust shot through me, and my walls clenched again. More juices seeped from me, this time with nothing to catch them. I sat down on the edge of the bed, feeling as though I just wanted him to come and take me.

“Part your legs, Beth. Slip a finger inside and then show me.”

I did as he asked, moving my knees apart and pushing a middle finger into my swollen folds, slick with hot desire. When I pulled it out, a long string came with it, indicating the level of lust I was experiencing.

“My goodness,” he whispered, gripping his crotch with a tight fist. “Touch your clit. Circle it nice and slowly.”

I looked down and spread my lips apart, giving him a full shot of my swollen goodies, then began making circles over my bundle of nerves. I huffed at the intense pleasure of it all, even more thrilled to know that he was probably getting aroused at the sight of me, of what I was doing to my own body.

I got lost in the sensations, wondering if I’d always been a little exhibitionist. All those times Kirk walked in on me I was more irritated that he got angry. Maybe I wanted him to get hard and fuck the shit out of me.

Oh god, just the thought of it nearly sent me over the edge. My thighs began to tremble, I was about ready to cum. When all of a sudden, movement startled me, and I opened my eyes, only to see Kirk standing before me with his cock out, hard as steel and bobbing softly.

My eyes drifted upward, and his gaze was pointed at my face. “Fuck. I always knew this was what you wanted. Take Daddy’s cock in your mouth, baby.”

My body hummed with lust as I parted my lips, and Father Antonio made his way over, just as I wrapped my lips around Daddy’s crown. I was heady with lust, knowing it was absolutely insane to be doing this, and yet not really caring. Just wanting to lose myself completely in this desire.

I tugged Daddy all the way in my mouth, feeling his slick fluids leaking out. He groaned and fisted my hair, then began thrusting his hips, moving his turgid cock in and out of my mouth.

I could sense Father moving between my legs, felt his hands on my thighs, pushing me wider as his mouth pressed against my pussy and planted several soft kisses. His tongue probed my opening, very softly but enough to make me tremble, then came back out and started circling my clit.

My pulse raced as the room filled with our moans of pleasure.

“Mm, baby, you suck Daddy’s dick so good.” He fisted my hair tighter as I swirled my tongue over his length, sucking and tasting him.

His cock throbbed and he pushed himself deeper in my mouth as Father flicked my hard little clit. I purred and moaned, rocking my hips up and down as I approached orgasm.

And then when he probed my slick pussy with one finger and sucked my clit past his lips, I toppled over the edge, my body shaking violently as my daddy erupted inside my mouth.

Hot cum shot to the back of my throat as I came on Father Antonio’s tongue, feeling like a beautiful little slut for these two men. I swallowed every bit of it down, too. Wanting more.

Well, I was about to get more.

Kirk tugged my hair, pulling me off of him. He angled my head in his direction. “Let Daddy have what he wants, little girl.”

My nipples grew hard as Father Antonio blurted out my truth. “She’s innocent, Kirk. Go easy on that delicate pussy while I have a go at her mouth.”

Tingles rippled through me as Daddy stood me up and laid me on my back along the width of the bed so that my head was hanging off the edge. I had no idea why he did this until I saw Father approach from above, his manhood proudly pointed upward.

He gently held the back of my head as his cock probed my lips, and I released a groan as I began sucking him.

Daddy moved swiftly between my legs, pointing his cock at my entrance. I willingly spread my legs for him, dying to feel him enter me, take me, bring me to climax once again.

“Oh fuck, baby. You’re so tight.”

I groaned as he plunged all the way in, hooking my ankles behind his back as he began to thrust in and out of my aching pussy.

Father Antonio moved his hips back and forth, fucking my mouth as he leaned forward on the bed and planted his fists to the mattress on either side of me.

Being taken at both ends was pure heaven.

I tightened my lips around Father’s girth as his thrusts became more urgent. He growled and grew harder as Daddy pummeled me. My body was rocking back and forth as he claimed my innocence.

“Shit. You’re going to make Daddy cum again, baby. Looking at you like this, being used like a toy…”

I thrust upward against him, my walls growing tighter. And right as Father burst his seed down my throat, I was catapulted off the edge of that cliff, cumming around my daddy’s dick with a vengeance.

“Fuuuuckk…” Daddy growled, holding my hips as he impaled me one last time and came all inside me.

I was their little slut, drinking my priest’s cum and taking Daddy’s seed in my belly like a good girl.

My walls clenched over and over as Daddy sprayed my insides, and I felt the tears streaming down my face as I choked on Father Antonio’s cum.

After that, Daddy and Father switched places, and Daddy made me clean his cock as I was taken by my priest. Daddy didn’t cum again, but he softly stroked my face and held my tired head up while Father deposited his seed in my belly.

I was filled up completely, and as he pulled out of me, I felt the copious amounts of cum seeping from my slit and onto the bed below.

And when they were done, they laid on either side of me, holding me tight as I floated on that cloud.

Daddy stroked my hair as Father ran his fingers over my back. “Did you plan this the whole time?” I asked him.

He smiled coyly and pressed his lips to mine. “That shall forever remain a mystery, baby.”

I was okay with that.


My Two Rough Daddies

Copyright © 2019 Daisy Luke

Joanne loves the two men she lives with. They’ve always been loving and gentle. Until they catch her at a topless beach. And then all bets are off.


Today is the day.

The day I let it all hang out.

I’m meeting my friend Sally at the beach—more specifically a topless beach I’ve been dying to go to ever since I turned eighteen last year. I have nice tits, or so I’ve been told by Sally. Not like any guys have ever seen them. But that’s okay. I’m proud of my virginity.

Anyway, I’m not going for the sole purpose of showing off my tits or anything stupid like that. I just need to feel … liberated. Free. And life is too short to feel anything other than that. And okay, maybe I do need to be stared and smiled at a little.

I grab my beach bag and head out, stopping to say goodbye to Nick and Paul. They’re the two men I live with. As old college buddies and best friends, they don’t want to have to deal with cooking and cleaning, so I do that for them and in exchange they let me live here for free and feed me. It’s a live-in job you really can’t beat.

When I walk through the kitchen, they’re both at the breakfast table sipping their coffee and scarfing down some eggs and sausage.

“I’m heading out for the day. You two fellas behave.”

I flash them a quick wave and start to open the door when Nick stops me. “Excuse me, princess. Aren’t you forgetting something?”

“Hmm…I don’t know. Am I?”

Nick taps the side of his cheek. “A kiss for your daddy?”

“Oh, right,” I answer, giggling. It’s so cute that they make me call them daddy. I guess I don’t mind it since they do take good care of me.

I walk to Nick and press my lips to his cheek, feeling his morning scruff rub against me.

“Don’t forget about your other daddy, sweetheart,” Paul says, lifting a brow at me and smiling coyly.

“How could I ever forget about you?” I walk his way and kiss his cheek. Paul and Nick both have dark hair and strong rugged features. But Paul keeps a short goatee whereas Nick likes to have the constant stubble thing going on.

I find both of them sexy and often wonder why they aren’t married.

“You going to the beach?” Nick asks.

“Yes, and don’t worry. I’ll be home in time to cook dinner.”

“Have fun and be safe,” Paul says. “And don’t forget the sunscreen.”

“I never do,” I answer with a smile and a wink.

“We’re going to the beach, too. Maybe we’ll see you there.”

“Uh, yeah. Maybe. See ya!”

More like maybe not, I think as I leave the house. Well, they don’t need to know what beach I’m going to. It’s best if they stay in the dark.

I love my two sweet daddies. I sometimes wish I had a daddy like them in real life. Then again, I don’t know why I think like that. Obviously, I have them, even though they aren’t my flesh and blood. I know they would never let any harm come my way.

I stop at the store on the way and pick up a few snacks and drinks to put in my small cooler, and I get to the beach before Sally does. But by the time I arrive, she’s messaged me, claiming she got stuck at work and won’t be able to make it until later. I tell her it’s fine, that I’m happy to wait.

Besides, I’m here early enough that I’ve beaten the crowd, which makes me comfortable enough to slip off my bikini top and let the sun’s rays do their thing.

I untie the strings and pull it over my head, setting it inside my bag. I then slather my body with sunscreen, then top it with some tanning oil because what’s the point of lying out nude if you don’t want to tan your tits?

I slide on my sunglasses, stream some soft music from my phone, and lie back for some much needed R&R. It’s so relaxing that I end up drifting to sleep, listening to the sound of the ocean waves and the seagulls flying above. When I wake up about half an hour later, I can see that more adults have arrived, mostly couples, but there are a couple of women sunning on a towel near me, sitting up on their elbows and eyeing two men who are approaching in the distance.

They appear to be a little older than me, maybe in their thirties, and they both have perfect bodies, perfect tits, glittery tanned skin and shiny hair. Fuck. I wished I looked that good. I mean, I’m working on my tan but it’s not quite there. And I have a few more curves than these girls.

And naturally, the men are walking in their direction, not mine.

Oh well. In an hour or so, this beach will be hopping with single guys, and hopefully Sally will be here by then to help me catch one.

I stare at the two women with envy as the men get closer, thinking that they look an awful lot like Nick and Paul. The guy on the right has a goatee and the other … is built just like Nick. And just as I see the smiles appear on their faces when they get close to the sunbathing sluts, it becomes clear as day that they look like my daddies …

… because they are my daddies!

Oh shit.

My jaw drops as I stare at them talking to the two women, trying like hell to come up with an exit plan. If they see me here I will be so embarrassed. Jesus, they might even fire me.

I scramble around, reaching inside my bag for my bikini top so I can at least cover up if they do happen to look my way. But in my efforts to hide myself, I am noticed. Paul’s head pops up from the women and he looks right at me.

Heat floods my face as the smile fades from his lips, and I know it’s too late. I force a smile and wave in his direction. He nudges Nick, motions in my direction, and Nick bores his gaze into me.

Fuck.

And just like that, they are excusing themselves and marching in my direction.

Paul starts. “What in the world are you doing here, Joanne?”

“Yes. I’d like an explanation please,” Nick echoes.

Surprised that they seem upset, I try once again to pull my bikini top out of my bag but it’s caught on something and won’t budge.

“I’m just hanging out, like everyone else.”

Paul’s eyes are moving back and forth between my chest and my face. Like he can’t decide where he’s supposed to be looking. “You said you were going to the beach. Not a topless beach.”

“So? I’m an adult. I’m allowed to be here,” I grit out, yanking my bikini top so hard that it rips in two.

“Just because you’re allowed to be here doesn’t mean you should be here.” Nick argues. “Do you know the kind of creeps that hang out here, just waiting to pounce on some unsuspecting gorgeous thing like yourself?”

Torn between being angry and feeling flattered, I cross my arms to cover my bare breasts. “Thanks, I think. But this beach seems pretty docile to me. Besides, you two are here, and you’re not creeps.”

They give each other a look as I struggle to understand their frustration with me. God, you’d think they were my daddies in real life as protective as they’re acting.

“Your naivete is endearing, Joanne,” Paul says. “But don’t think for one minute that we’re letting you stay here.”

And with that, he squats down, picks me up, tosses me over his shoulder, and starts marching towards the steps leading to the parking lot.

“Oh my god. Are you serious right now?” I grunt as I struggle to straighten my back and get out of his grip.

“Yes, I’m very serious,” Paul answers in a steady voice.

Nick is picking up my things, shaking the sound out of the towel, and is closely behind us as Paul puts his hand on the back of my thigh. My skin tingles with electricity at the intimate touch.

“This is ridiculous,” I argue. “You’re not the boss of me—”

When I realize the error of my statement, I backtrack. “I mean, you are the boss of me, but not when I’m off-duty.”

Paul chuckles and swats my bottom good, and I yelp as Nick lets out a laugh.

“I think she may have forgotten that little contract she signed when she started working for us, Paul.”

“What about it?” I say, feeling steam come from my ears but also feeling throbby and tingly between the legs at the little spank I just got.

“You don’t remember, sweetheart? You agreed to be on duty twenty-four seven, at our beck and call for whatever we may need.”

Well, crap. I sort of remember that but I didn’t think they’d take it to extremes. “This feels like a trick.”

We get to the car and Paul puts me in the back seat as Nick slides in next to me from the other side. His eyes float to my chest, and I realize that I like this sudden attention.

“It’s no trick,” Nick says. “We’re just making sure you know that we basically get to tell you what to do.”

“That’s right,” Paul says, starting the car. “We are the boss of you, and we’re going to take you home and punish you so that you don’t forget it.”

I pull in a quick breath, wondering why they would punish me for something so seemingly ridiculous.

And then my pussy throbs painfully as I imagine all the ways I would love to be punished by them.

But I’m sure they’ll probably just send me to my room, give me some extra chores to do. Really do their best to make me feel guilty for going to a topless beach. Just like a couple of real-life daddies would do.

Maybe they’re right, I think to myself as we head home. Maybe I should be a little more modest. I instinctively cover my chest right before peeking up at the rearview mirror and catching Paul watching me, his gorgeous eyes filled with lust.

“You know,” Nick says, putting his hand over my leg. “If you wanted to show off those beautiful breasts of yours, you should have just come to us. It’s a hell of a lot safer than going to some topless beach alone.”

I can’t believe what he’s saying. But I’d be lying if I said it didn’t turn me the fuck on. “Daddy, I didn’t go to the beach to show off my boobs.”

He strokes the top of my knee, making my flesh hot. “Then why did you go, princess?”

I let out a sigh. “I was just trying to boost my confidence. I’ve … never even been with a man, and I’ve always wondered if it was because I wasn’t sexy enough.”

His eyes grow wide. “You’re kidding, right? Baby, you’re beautiful. Stunning. Fuck. You’re giving me a fucking hard-on right now.”

Desire seeps from my pussy and into the crotch of my bikini and I feel my nipples pucker under my arms.

“I … I am?”

Oh god, what is happening right now?

Paul keeps looking at us in the rearview, and all I’m thinking is he’s probably getting pissed at the way his best friend is talking to me.

“Fuck. Yes.”

He pulls one of my arms down and leads my hand to the crotch of his shorts. Jesus, he’s not joking. It’s hard as steel. I give it a squeeze and it bumps underneath my fingers. And I find myself biting my lip, wondering what it would feel like in my hands…

“You want it, don’t you, princess?”

I huff and nod. And he gently pushes my hand away. “You’ll get it then. But not before we get you home and properly stripped for our consumption.”

We?

My body hums with the anticipation, and when I look up at Paul, at his eyes staring at me in the mirror, I realize … he wants me too.

Both of my daddies do.

My pussy lips swell with need, and my belly aches the last few minutes it takes us to get home. As soon as we pull into the garage, Nick strokes my face softly.

“Go to your bedroom, sweetheart. And wait for your daddies to come to you.”

My breath hitches in my throat as I nod, and I almost trip getting out of the car. It feels weird walking into the house without a top on. My breasts sway from side to side the whole way to my bedroom, and my nipples curl into hard little points.

I sit on the edge of my high bed, my feet dangling down and swinging back and forth, and I get another rush of excitement when I hear the garage door closing. It takes them about ten minutes to get to my bedroom, and by the time they do I’m a nervous ball of energy.

Nick walks right up to me and pulls me to a standing position. His hands cup my breasts, sending shivers of heated lust through my veins.

“Sweetheart, we both need you. In ways you can’t imagine.”

I swallow hard, my heart pounding in my throat. “I … I didn’t know, Daddy.”

Behind him, I can see my other daddy Paul getting undressed, and all of this becomes suddenly real.

Nick pulls my shorts down over my hips, and they fall to the floor, leaving me in nothing but my bikini bottoms and flip-flops. His lips move to mine, and his kiss is demanding, hungry, dominating.

I feel another set of hands on me, coming from behind, and the lust consumes me. I’m being sandwiched between my two daddies, but with Paul, I can feel his erection stabbing me in the back, and it makes my pussy ache.

Nick moves his lips down to my breasts and sucks my nipples into his mouth, taking a turn with each one and languidly licking them until I’m a quivering ball of mess. Paul’s hands glide down the curve of my hips, and he starts kissing my neck, his goatee whiskers tickling my flesh.

I feel like I’m about to lose control in the best possible way.

“Oh Daddy,” I moan, running my fingers through Nick’s hair as Paul’s tongue moves over my neck.

With trembling legs, I feel as though I’m growing weak all over. But I’m not on my feet for long.

Nick leads me to the bed and folds me over, and I’m achingly aware of how handy my high bed is about to become.

“Spread those legs, babygirl. Daddy needs to claim what’s his.” Paul pushes my feet apart on the carpet as his cock presses to my opening.

I fist the comforter as Nick undresses quickly and gets on the bed, spreading his legs on either side of me and offering his hard cock to my face.

“Baby, I know you want this cock, and I want to give it to you. Have for a long while now.” His hands move to the back of my head as I feel Paul move inside my tight pussy, spreading me wide with his thick girth.

“Oh god…” I groan, the pressure nearly excruciating as my daddy pushes against my hymen.

“Take it like a good girl, sweetheart. I know you can,” his deep voice growls.

And in one hard push, Daddy Paul is inside of me, forcing all the air from my lungs as Daddy Nick’s dick enters my mouth.

Paul’s thrusts are rough and forceful. His hips slam into my ass over and over causing my head to bob involuntarily over Nick’s cock. The first few moments are overwhelming, but then we all fall into a rhythm, Paul ramming me from behind and Nick grinding his hips violently, forcing his cock to the back of my throat.

It feels like I’ve lost control. But then I realize I haven’t lost it as much as surrendered it. And the surrender, the handing over of that power, is sheer bliss.

The saltiness of Nick’s precum smearing around my mouth, and my walls tightening around Paul as an orgasm threatens to grip me from head to toe makes me shudder uncontrollably. I don’t even try to hold back, not that I could if I wanted to.

That ball of tension ruptures, and I cum hard, my muscles tightly gripping my daddy’s cock.

“Fuck, baby. Your pussy feels better than I imagined.”

He plows into me harder, his hands pressing into my waist and gripping me firmly as he drills in and out. Meanwhile, my other daddy’s dick turns to steel inside of my mouth, and saliva is flying everywhere as he fucks my face.

I dig my nails into his thighs as he empties in my mouth, white hot cum spraying my tonsils and making me gag as I try to gulp it all down.

“Sorry there’s so much cum, princess,” Nick grunts, tightening his grip in my hair and spurting more of his seed in my mouth. “But seeing those tits of yours on the beach filled your daddy’s balls up so much.”

I cough as one more burst of fluid pulses from his slit, and it’s then I hear Daddy Paul’s hungry growls as he dumps a load of his seed in my belly, the contractions of my fading orgasm milking every little drop he has.

I feel spent, used, and my legs are shaking a little. But then my daddies change positions, and the next thing I know, Paul is forcing his cock past my lips, making me taste my own tangy desire mixed with his earthy cum.

“You’ve got a very special hole here, princess, and this daddy needs to fill it STAT,” Nick says, pushing his cock to my tight little asshole.

I groan, the vibrations of my voice moving through my lips as I suck Paul’s ragingly hard dick. He’s rougher than Nick was, pulling my hair up into a ponytail until my scalp is tingling.

I can hardly breathe as he fucks my mouth hard and fast, but I pull in little rushes of air here and there. And the second I feel Nick pop my ass cherry, I whimper, the pain sharp but heavenly.

And I know I’m instantly hooked on anal.

I grip the comforter, pain and pleasure working the endorphins through my veins as I’m taken roughly at both ends. Daddy Nick slips his hands between my chest and the mattress, getting a grip on my breasts and pinching my nipples so hard I whimper again.

But it sends little daggers of electricity right between my legs. And the next thing I know, I’m cumming, my tight ring of muscles squeezing his shaft over and over.

“Christ, Joanne. You’re trying to make me cum in your ass, aren’t you?”

“She’s about to get it in both holes,” Paul grunts, his cock turning into a solid rod of steel.

My body shakes uncontrollably as I have an orgasm, and my daddies both spurt inside of me, filling me up at both ends. I gulp and gag, shiver and tremble, overcome with the love and lust shared between us.

I can feel Nick’s cock spray my walls, his seed spurting out and dripping down my thighs with each violent thrust. His balls slap my pussy lips as I suck Paul’s meat, swirling my tongue over the length as his pace slows down.

Their voices growl around me, making me feel used and safe and protected.

The way I’ve always wanted to feel.

Once they’ve both finished cumming, they tuck me in bed, and before doing anything else they bring me a bowl of ice cream with chocolate syrup and caramel, as well as three spoons. And we lie in bed sharing it like three lovebirds.

“You two are the best daddies in the world,” I tell them.

With one hand on each of my thighs, they bring back to life the lust inside of me.

“We’ll always be here for you, babygirl,” Paul says.

“As long as you’ll have us,” my other daddy echoes.

I could definitely live like this forever. Maybe I will.
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Part 1: Daddy Robs a Bank for Me

Shana got accepted into the art school of her dreams. But when she doesn’t get approved for the scholarship she applied for, Creed is ready to do whatever it takes to get her the cold, hard cash she needs. And Shana feels compelled to give him her innocent body as a way of showing her gratitude.


“Baby, I’m telling you not to worry about it. I’ve got a solution right here.”

Daddy tapped his hip where he kept his gun. I had no idea what he meant, but I was sure he’d do whatever it took to get me the money I needed to go to school. And I think that’s what made me so nervous.

“Daddy, don’t do anything rash. It’s not that big a deal.”

The man I’d come to know as “Daddy” over the years gave me a bold stare. “Not that big a deal? Shana, you told me you’ve wanted to go to this art school ever since you were a little girl. Don’t tell me it’s not a big deal.”

I sighed and fell on the couch, feeling defeated. He was right. I’d always had a passion for design, and this school could teach me everything I needed to know by the best professors around. But with it being a private, expensive institution, the only way I could afford it was to get a grant or scholarship.

But both of those fell through, and now I had no idea how I would pay for it.

“Baby,” Creed said, sitting next to me and placing a reassuring hand on my leg. “Don’t worry about it. I’ll take care of it.”

I looked into his deep green eyes and his tousled brown hair and knew he meant it. He’d been taking care of me since I was an adolescent, and if it hadn’t been for him, I’d have starved on the streets.

Creed was twenty-five years older than me, making him a sexy, wise 43-year-old man. I turned 18 six months ago, and even though he wasn’t my flesh and blood father, I called him “Daddy” because, well, he just felt like one to me.

“I know you want the best for me, and I appreciate it, but I can’t let you get yourself in debt over my education.”

“Sugar,” he answered, cupping my face. “It’s none of your concern how I help my little girl. You know I’m a fixer, a problem solver. Just know that this school isn’t out of reach. I’ll have you the money you need by the end of the week.”

He kissed me on the cheek, sending butterflies through my tummy. I always loved his kisses, the way his soft lips felt on my cheeks, and the way the scruff of his five o’clock shadow rubbed my flesh.

“Well, unless you plan on robbing a bank, I don’t see how you can come up with over a hundred grand in one week.”

He cocked his head at me and smirked slightly. “Like I said, don’t worry, babygirl.”

I watched him walk off, feeling a little better about things. Maybe he did have a solid plan to help me out. If he did, I would be forever indebted to him.

That night, I thought about what I could do to repay him for this generous gift. Since Creed wasn’t family, he had no obligation to do all the many things he’d done for me over the last few years. But yet he had. I wanted to do something nice. As big a gesture as I could come up with. Something that wouldn’t cost me a lot of money. That night, while talking with my best friend Karla, I ran over some ideas with her.

“I could cook him a nice meal,” I said.

“Mm, that’s a little …”

“Weak?” I said, finishing her sentence. “Yeah, I agree.”

“I mean, I wasn’t going to say it,” she laughed.

“I could cook him a nice meal and take him to see that movie he’s been talking about.”

“That sounds like fun. I’m sure he’d appreciate anything you do, Shana. He’s a pretty awesome guy.”

I thought about it for a moment, but it still didn’t jibe with me. “No, that seems like too much of a date. You know he’s been seeing that wild biker chick Barb, and she always struck me as the jealous type. She might thing I’m encroaching on her turf.”

“She’s such a psycho controlling bitch,” Karla said. “I can’t stand her. What does she think? You’re gonna give him a handy in the movie theater? Or let him take you home and fuck your brains out? You’re like the daughter Creed never had. Hell, I wish he was my daddy.”

For some reason, when she joked about giving Creed a handjob, my nipples pricked into hard little points. I had to admit, that sounded pretty hot. Because despite the fact that Creed was like a daddy to me, he was still smoking hot, had a great body, was fiercely protective, gave incredible bear hugs, and yeah. I found myself getting wet for him from time to time over the last few months.

And thinking about him taking me home to fuck my brains out? Well, fuck. That made heat ripple through my insides.

“Yeah, I know, right? If she only knew I was a virgin she’d rethink that whole jealousy part.”

Karla clicked her tongue, then rolled right into her sexy pre-orgasm voice as she imitated something I might say. “Mmm … Daddy. Since you’re paying for my school, it’s only fair I let you pop my cherryyyyy.” Karla giggled, and I echoed her laughter.

But on the inside, I was going up in flames.

Holy shit, letting him pop my cherry was actually a brilliant idea, in theory of course. He would have my head examined if I approached him with such an idea.

Wouldn’t he?

“Well, I better get to sleep. Let me know if you have any other brilliant plans for paying him back.”

“Hell,” Karla said. “Send him my way. I’ll treat him right all night long.”

“Girl,” I argued, feeling a wave of jealousy wash over me. “That’s my daddy you’re talking about.”

“I know, I know. I’m joking. Okay, good night, luv. Talk to you tomorrow.”

Karla blew a few kisses over the phone, and I hung up. I don’t know what had gotten into me, why the thought of my best friend fucking Creed made me feel insecure, but obviously I was having some weird feelings.

I needed to get a grip. After all, he was 43. I was 18. And he was my daddy.

That was just … wrong.

********

The next day, Creed and Barb were at the house when I got home from my part-time job. I could hear Barb woo-hooing all the way down the hall, and all I could do was groan as I passed the master bedroom. But then I heard Barb say something that pricked my ears.

“You can’t tell her, babe. She’s so uptight, she’ll lose her shit.”

“Don’t talk like that about my babygirl, Barb. She’s not uptight. She’s a good girl. And I won’t tell her because she doesn’t need to get caught up in the shit I do for her.”

“Well, she’s a damn lucky girl to have someone like you. And, I’m lucky as shit to have you too, as well as all this cash.”

Barb laughed as I stood outside the door, trying to figure out what in the hell they were talking about.

“Barb, I can’t give you but a couple grand. We talked about this. Shana needs the money for school.”

I heard a hmmph, and the squeak of Creed’s bed, like someone had just fallen on it. “Not fair, babe. Not fair at all, especially since I drove the getaway car.”

“Which is why I’m paying you a couple grand.”

The getaway car? What the …

“Well, I don’t help just anyone rob a bank. I’m beginning to really not like Shana. It’s like I’m always in competition with her.”

I gasped, then immediately threw a hand over my mouth.

Christ.

Creed had … robbed a bank?

For me?

He must have taken what I said yesterday seriously. I was just joking about robbing a bank.

My heart raced, and I got tingles. Like, all over. Part of me was terrified that any minute the SWAT team would show up to have him arrested.

But the other part? God, I couldn’t believe it, but the other part of me was incredibly turned on, despite what Barb the Jealous Bitch had just said about me.

“I didn’t ask you to drive the getaway car. You offered. And I told you that every penny I got was going towards my daughter’s education. So don’t act like this is some great shock to you.”

“Shana is not your daughter. She’s just some young slut you let live with you, that clearly you want to fuck. So whatever. Me and my two grand are out of here. I don’t need this bullshit.”

I darted inside my room right before Barb yanked the bedroom door open and stormed off. I could hear her boots clomping on the hardwood floors, then the sound of her slamming the front door closed as she left.

I sat on my bed, a million thoughts running through my mind. What Creed had done, just for me, risking his freedom for my education, my happiness; his girlfriend getting jealous and accusing me, a virgin of all things, of being a slut he just wanted to fuck.

And how my heart was hammering inside my chest, my pussy aching and throbbing at everything I’d just heard.

Creed knocked on my door, and I mumbled for him to come in, still in shock.

“Hey babydoll. You’re home early. I got a surprise for you.”

I looked up at him, at his smile, blown away at how pleased he was with himself. I wanted to be happy, to celebrate. But there was no way I could let him keep the money, to put me through school with ill-gotten gains.

“You …robbed a bank, Daddy?”

The smile faded from his lips. “You heard.”

“Kinda hard not to.”

He sighed, in a manly sort of way. “Fucking Barb and her big mouth. I didn’t want you to find out, sweetheart.”

He came and sat down next to me, wrapping an arm around my shoulder. “My sweet babygirl. Never let it be said I wouldn’t do anything for you, or that I don’t want the best for you.”

“I know you do, Daddy. That’s why I love you so much. But we can’t keep the money.”

Creed gave me a hard look, lifting an eyebrow as if disappointed.

“Can we?” I added.

“We have to. I can’t exactly take it back and say I changed my mind.”

He had a point. Although, there were other things he could do with the money that would alleviate my guilt about this. “You could donate it to charity anonymously.”

He stood up and ran both hands through his hair, his face turning red as he spoke. “You think I risked everything robbing a bank, just to turn around and donate it to charity? Hell. No. If I have to hypnotize you into forgetting where I got this money I will. You’re using it for school, and that’s final, Shana.”

He spun on his heels and walked out of my room, and I just sat there dumbfounded. He had a point. He had risked it all. I should be thanking him, not getting up in his grill, shaming him for being the best daddy in the world.

I heard his bedroom door close, so I walked across the hall, pushing it open right away. He stood at the window, arms above the sash, looking outside. It was then I realized just how much he meant to me, and I to him.

“I’m sorry, Daddy.” I walked to him and wrapped my arms around his waist. “What you did for me … it means so much.”

He turned around and pulled me into a tight bear hug, pressing his hand to my hair. “I want you to have the best, babygirl. More than I had.”

“I know, Daddy. That’s why instead of asking you to donate it to charity, I want to show my appreciation for what you did. I want to give you something, as a way of saying ‘thank you’.”

I felt a bump against my lower belly, something hard pressing against me. Heat stirred in my core as Daddy’s hands ran down to the small of my back. Oh Christ, my pussy throbbed, ached.

“You don’t have to do that, princess,” he said, his voice sounding gruff.

“I … I want to,” I purred, pressing my body against his, feeling the desire grow stronger. “Don’t you want me?”

With my ear against his chest, I could hear a faint rumble. My nipples tingled as I grew more aroused.

“Baby. You know I want you. Fuck.”

He cupped my ass, and I looked up at him, at that face that I’d fallen in love with but couldn’t admit until now. “Then show me how much you want me, Daddy. And I’ll show you how grateful I am for what you’ve done.”

His hands moved to my face, and his lips pressed to mine. Our tongues explored one another with hunger, and I found myself grinding against him, wanting to feel his erection twitch, wanting to make him more turned on.

He groaned in my mouth and grabbed my ass again, thrusting against me and making me drench my panties.

“Damn, babygirl. You’re making me stiff as a fucking board.”

I bit my lip and stepped back, tugging at his belt. He watched me with a narrow stare, pulling his shirt up and over his head. Once the belt was undone, he ripped his jeans open and let them fall to the floor.

“I want to taste you, Daddy. I need you in my mouth.”

“Then get on your knees, baby,” he ordered. “Because I’m about to give you what you need.”

I knelt before him, and he kicked his jeans aside. Standing before me in nothing but tight boxer briefs, he was visibly well endowed, his cock straining against the cotton. A wet spot could be seen at the very tip top, and it made me ache for him even more.

His fingers threaded my strawberry blonde hair, and he tightened his grip, steadying my head. “Pull them down, and take me in your mouth, babygirl. Daddy needs to feel those lips.”

I licked my lips as I peeled the elastic downward. His cock sprung forth, looking angry it was so hard. He guided my head close to him, and I wrapped my fingers around the base of his shaft and stroked softly a few times.

“God,” he groaned. “Your touch…”

I flicked my gaze up at him, aroused at the way he was looking at me. I could feel the veins along his length, the heat and the pulse making my pussy clench and tingle.

“Thank you for robbing a bank for me, Daddy.”

He growled as I flicked my tongue along the tip of his crown, tasting his desire for me. “Princess, if you haven’t figured it out by now, I would kill for you.”

Excitement rushed through me. Why was I so turned on by his threat of violence? God, I don’t know, but I couldn’t wait to make him feel as good as I felt in that moment.

I pressed my lips to his crown and sucked him good, just the tip. He twitched against my lips, and I moaned, moving one hand to cup his balls.

“Ah, shit,” he whispered.

I took him deeper inside of my mouth and fondled his sac, moving up and down his length, sucking as I bobbed my head. He still had a good grip on my hair, but he ended up fisting most of it in one hand and using the other to softly cup my chin.

He worked his hips back and forth, pushing himself deeper in my mouth. I moved my tongue all over him, flicking and swirling every single inch. He responded by growing harder, and I noticed his balls rising, getting hotter, harder.

“Mmmm,” I moaned, saliva spilling from my lower lip.

“Oh baby… you’re so fucking good at this. I need to cum in your mouth, fill that belly up with my seed.”

I pulled away from him, a loud popping sound as he was released from the warm, wet confines of my mouth. “Do it, Daddy. I want to drink down every drop you give me.”

“Jesus,” he groaned as I sucked him back inside my mouth. “Get ready, my little princess. I got myself all pumped up robbing that bank, and now you’re going to find out just how much cum I’ve been saving up for you.”

He tightened his fingers in my hair, burning my scalp as his cock grew so hard it was almost like sucking a flesh-covered steel pipe.

And then, his warm seed spurted on my tongue as he released a long growl. His cock pulsed and throbbed with each burst, making my need grow by the second. I swallowed it all, listening to him moan his approval.

“Mm, what a good girl you are. Show me this last little bit. Let me see it before you swallow it.”

With that, another glob of cum pulsed out, and I held it there, opening my mouth and letting him see the puddle of his seed on the tip of my tongue.

“Fuck. Good girl. Now swallow.”

He pushed my jaw shut, and I smiled as he slid down my throat.

He shook his head then tossed a look over his shoulder. “Get up here, babygirl. Daddy’s got some exploring to do.”

I stood up and he got me undressed, his eyes moving back and forth between my body and my eyes. I was dizzy, I wanted him so much.

His hands cupped my breasts, his fingers dragging over my nipples and making them hard. He leaned down and kissed each one, flicking his tongue back and forth over the sensitive flesh.

“Oh Daddy,” I moaned.

He pulled my slacks down over my hips, and I fell back on the bed so he could pull them off my feet.

Daddy wasted no time diving his face between my legs, pushing my ass up and holding it there as he swirled his tongue around my slit. My juices dripped out, and he just lapped it up, quickly moving the tip of his tongue to my clit and flicking rapidly.

“Oh fuck, Daddy.” My head fell back, and I lay there, enjoying his warm breath rolling over my pussy as he ate me out.

He moaned as he licked me, which was such a turn on. I rocked my hips, and when he inserted a finger inside my pussy, I came undone, bucking wildly as I orgasmed.

He pushed a second finger inside as my body rocked, curling his digits downward and massaging the floor of my vagina as he began suckling my clit, his moans becoming louder.

I couldn’t help but toss my feet on his shoulders as my thighs trembled. He brought me to orgasm once again, sucking on my bean and finger-fucking me roughly. He must not have known I was a virgin, but my pussy was no stranger to penetration. I’d fucked myself good and hard with my fingers in the past, but I couldn’t get the angle that Daddy was getting. Or the force.

And holy shit did it feel good.

“Turn over, baby. Daddy wants to lick that ass.”

“Oh!” I cried out as he went to the trouble of actually flipping me over himself, as if I were just a doll.

He then lifted my ass up in the air and started licking me from behind. I felt his tongue move over my slit, then up to my forbidden entrance. He flicked and nibbled, making me shudder in ecstasy all over.

“Mm, you’re so fucking tasty, sweet pea.”

“Daddy. You feel so good to me,” I purred, feeling his hands grip the sides of my hips.

He brought me to orgasm again, probing my pussy with several fingers while licking my quivering asshole. It was so incredible, so intense, I never knew I could cum like this.

After my body stopped shaking, he laid down next to me and pulled me on top of him, grabbing my ass as I kissed him. He tasted sweet and tangy, and I was just humming all over from the experience.

I could feel him start to guide his cock to my entrance. He was looking me in the eyes, I guess wanting to see my facial expression as he entered me, so I felt I should tell him I was a virgin. He deserved to know.

“You’re my first, Daddy. I’ve never fucked anyone before.”

Lust flared across his face. “Are you serious?”

I nodded, then leaned down and planted soft kisses on his neck as I rubbed my pussy on him.

“Your first time should be special, baby. Daddy wants to do this right.”

I smiled broadly. “That’s one of the many things I love about you, Daddy.”

“I love so many things about you, babygirl. So many things.”

We lay there kissing for what seemed like an eternity. My lips became chapped, but I didn’t care.

We had fun playing with each other half the night, taking turns bringing each other to orgasm with our mouths and hands. Then the rest of the night, we finally slept. It was amazing, just feeling my daddy hold me all night long.

It was the next morning, when Daddy and I had just finished eating our breakfast, that he got the call. I was putting the dishes in the dishwasher, thinking about how good it would feel to get a cashier’s check for my first year’s tuition.

“What the hell do you want, Barb?” Daddy said, answering his phone with so much attitude it made me laugh.

I looked over at him, and he just shook his head, which made me laugh even harder.

But then, this look of horror washed over his face, and I knew something was wrong.

“You fucking bitch. You’re joking right?”

His eyes grew wide as I tossed the sponge in the sink.

What is it? I mouthed.

He ended the call and lowered the phone to his side. “Fucking bitch. She called the cops. She said … they’ll probably be here any minute.”

I felt the blood draining from my face. This couldn’t be happening. I couldn’t lose my daddy. It would kill me.

“What the hell are we gonna do, Daddy.”

“We’re gonna take off, go into hiding,” he said, lifting his keys off the table. “Grab your purse, babygirl. We won’t be coming back here for a while.”


Part 2: Daddy Steals a Car for Me

“I can’t fucking believe this.”

Creed futilely tried turning the engine over for the tenth time. His car wouldn’t start, for whatever reason. We were royally screwed.

“What are we gonna do, Daddy? The cops are gonna be here any minute.” I had already called Karla to let her know we were on the way to her house, telling her I would explain everything once we got there. I could have called her back and asked her to come get us, but there was no time.

“Shit,” he whispered, fisting his hair in frustration. “I don’t know, Shana. I think we’re going to have to head out on foot. Maybe walk up to that gas station on the—”

He looked at me with raised brows, and I knew right away what was on his mind.

“Are you thinking what I’m thinking?” I asked.

“The dealership across the street?”

I nodded. “It’s risky, though. You know they have cameras everywhere.”

“Don’t matter. Grab the ski masks from the hall closet, and I’ll get my tools.”

We had to run back inside the house for several minutes, which made me so nervous. But Creed got what he needed, carrying a canvas tote down the hall as I waited on him with the ski masks.

He pressed his hands to my face and kissed me, slithering his tongue in my mouth quickly and making me melt on the spot. “There’s no time for this, Daddy. We’ve got to go.”

“I know, sweetheart. I just love you so damn much. Why don’t you stay here, tell the cops I took off? I don’t want you to get dragged into this drama.”

I grabbed his shirt, adrenaline rushing through my veins at the thought of him leaving me behind. “Hell no. Not gonna happen. We’re in this together now.”

I tugged him by the shirt, practically dragging him behind me as he let out a somber chuckle. “Okay, okay, baby. There’s no need to be forceful. You can come.”

Daddy stuffed the stolen cash that was in the back seat of his car in the same bag with his tools. Good thing he thought of it because I would have totally forgotten it was back there.

After cutting through the backyard and weaving between a few houses, we finally made it to the main street. We waited until the car dealership was in view before pulling on our ski masks. Thankfully, it was early Sunday morning and not a lot of traffic was around. Plus, this was a used car lot, and they weren’t open on Sundays. So no one would pester us the second we walked in.

I followed Creed to one of the cars close to the entrance. “Go over there and lay low, baby.”

I stooped down by the passenger side to hopefully stay out of the cameras’ view as much as possible, scratching my face that was itching from the mask. It took him about two minutes to open the doors, and my heart was beating like a jackhammer the whole time.

“I fucking hope this works,” he grumbled, inserting a drill into the keyhole.

“You and me both.”

To me, it looked like he was dismantling the entire steering column, but within a few minutes, I heard the engine start with a purr. Creed burst into laughter, and I echoed him, gripping the handle above me as he sped out of the lot. I pulled off my ski mask once we were on the road, and Creed did the same.

“You did it, Daddy!” I leaned over and kissed him on the cheek, adrenaline once again making me high. “Holy shit. I can’t believe you just stole a car. We just stole a car together.”

“I stole a car. Far as I’m concerned, babydoll, you’re an innocent bystander.”

He put his hand on my thigh, pressing his fingers into my flesh, making me so hot for him. “Damn, Daddy. I want to fuck you so badly right now.”

He turned those gorgeous green eyes in my direction, and darted his gaze at my cleavage spilling out of the tight little tank top I had slept in. Yeah, we hadn’t even bothered to change clothes before leaving the house.

“You could give me a little road head in this stolen vehicle,” he said, groping my breast and pinching the nipple.

I hissed and lifted the lower half of my top, allowing my cherry tipped boobs to be on full display.

“Aw, fuck,” he said, giving me a few glances as he undid his jeans and tugged his zipper down. “You know those tits make me hard as fuck, princess.”

“Well, showing them to you while you take your cock out makes me wet as fuck, Daddy.”

He growled softly as his erection sprang forth. He fisted it and got it a little harder as I turned to face him, toying with my nipples as he tried to focus on driving and watching me. It was dangerous, but thankfully traffic wasn’t bad. And we had at least a fifteen-minute drive to Karla’s house.

“Damn, what you do to me …” he breathed, squeezing the base of his shaft and forcing a clear drop of precum to seep out of the slit.

I could almost taste him. I purred as I got into position on my knees. Creed tossed his arm aside and gripped my hair as I leaned down and took his cock past my lips.

“Fuuuuuuck,” he groaned. “Oh baby … your mouth…”

I started sucking the head while tightly squeezing the root with my fingers. I licked all around his crown, feeling my pussy throb from the sudden need. I don’t know why or how I was so turned on in the midst of this crisis. All I knew was that this criminal activity of ours was making me want the man I called daddy so much.

And why shouldn’t I? He wasn’t my real dad, and we weren’t related at all. He was just a man who had been taking care of me for a few years. I was eighteen now, a legal adult. My body had matured, and I had blossomed into a woman under his watch. And the love we had for each other had also blossomed, but into one of intense lust and desire.

I couldn’t imagine my life without him, and I was willing to do whatever it took to be a part of his life. Even if I had to commit crimes with him.

“Deeper, baby. Deeper…” Daddy pleaded, pushing on the back of my head.

My lips slid down the length of his shaft until they touched my fingers that were gripping him. His crown rubbed along my tonsils, and he tugged my hair slightly before cumming. Every twitch of his cock brought another burst of seed, and I used my tongue to massage every drop out.

“Fuck … you’re my good girl,” he said, blowing out a breath as he pulled me off of him.

I sat up and wiped my mouth with the back of my hand as I put my seatbelt on. “Did stealing that car turn you on as much as it did me?”

“Sweet pea, you could be taking a nap and it would turn me on. Seriously.”

I couldn’t help but laugh. I could identify with it because just looking at him turned me on these days.

We got to Karla’s a few minutes later, and Daddy was smart enough to park the car in front of a house several doors down. I thought it was overkill but better safe than sorry.

Thankfully, Karla’s parents were at church so we could talk freely. She poured us both a cup of coffee and we sat around the kitchen table as I explained what had happened, listening quietly, until her gaze slowly moved to Creed.

“You actually stole money from a bank? For Shana’s education?”

He leaned back in his chair and crossed his arms. “You’re goddamn right I did. And I’d do it again, too.”

“Damn, that’s … hot as fuck.”

I burst into laughter. “That’s my daddy. I just hope I haven’t totally fucked it all up by, you know, committing the crime of grand theft auto.”

“You haven’t, babydoll. That’s a motherfucking promise.” He took my hand in his and brought it to his lips, kissing each one of my knuckles right there in front of Karla. Her jaw slowly dropped as her eyes moved back and forth between us.

I pulled my hand away because I didn’t want her to know what was going on just yet. “Daddy, you’re being so dramatic. Now, we should probably come up with a game plan, huh?”

“I know, I know,” he replied, rubbing his temples. “I was thinking, I’ve got this buddy with connections. I think he can help me out with a new name, a new identity, so to speak. And we can find a nice little secluded place to live in Freemon.”

Freemon. The city where the art school was, two hundred miles away.

My insides twisted. This had suddenly become a huge deal. We were in deep waters. I just hoped our life raft didn’t sink. “What about work, Daddy? How will you find a job?”

He shrugged as Karla took a sip of coffee, quietly listening. “I’ll find something. I’m resourceful. Besides, if I get us a place there, you won’t have to pay for on-campus housing. That will save us a bundle. Hell, I’ve got enough to pay our bills for at least a year, and then some. We’ll be fine.”

He stood up and walked to the coffee pot for a refill.

“Sounds like he’s got it all worked out. But fuck, I’m gonna miss you, girl. Miss both of you.”

“I’m going to miss you, too. I wish you could come with us.”

Before, I wasn’t so sad about leaving for college, but that was only because I knew I could come home for weekend visits and holidays. Now, Daddy and I would have to lay low. I wasn’t sure if I’d ever be able to show my face around here again.

“Well, shit,” Karla said. “Maybe I will join you too. Why the hell not?”

Daddy seemed to perk up about as much as I did. “What do you think, Daddy? Can you handle having two women on your hands?”

“Pfft,” he chuckled. “You two are easy. Of course I can handle you.”

Karla lifted her brows and twisted her face at me. “Did he just call us easy?” she asked, tossing a thumb over her shoulder.

“I think he did.”

“I say we prove him wrong.”

“Let’s do it, then.” I bit my lip and Daddy winked at me, stirring up my insides once again. Knowing I was in a partnership with my best friend to give him a hard time made this experience way better. “So, what are you going to tell your parents?”

“I’ll tell them … you’re going to school and I’m going with you. What the hell, I’m eighteen now, and you only live once, right? I’m not letting my best friend disappear on me.”

I glanced in the kitchen and Daddy was leaning against the counter, keeping his eyes on us, a serious look on his face. I was picking up on a vibe. He was quietly turned on, knowing Karla and I were about to become his responsibility. I’d be willing to bet he was getting a little stiff. And surprisingly, I wasn’t jealous. Not this time. In fact, I decided to actively encourage Karla to flirt with him, make him that much harder when he did finally strip me of my virginity once and for all and fuck my brains out.

“You better go pack a bag, girl. We’ll hit the road in the next hour so we can get there before dark. And don’t worry. We’ll come back here next weekend. Shana and I still need to get a few things from the house.”

“Yes, sir.” Karla jumped from the table, and I went over to Daddy to give him a hug. I don’t think he ever felt as good as he did in that moment.

“Will it be safe to come back here, Daddy? Because I do have a few things I don’t want to leave behind. Like my books, and my laptop.”

“Yeah, sugar. I’ll have my buddy go ahead of time and pack some things up. I got a few things I need to get, too.”

I was somewhat relieved, but still nervous that we weren’t out of the woods just yet.

********

We used the registration plate from Karla’s truck and put it on the stolen car, then washed the sticker prices off the windows before leaving, hoping her parents wouldn’t notice before we could get back next weekend that her plates were gone. If they did, they would report them stolen, which would complicate things even more than they already were.

Karla and I also looked up homes for rent on the way to Freemon, and we found three. Daddy said to bookmark them and he would give the owners a call as soon as he had his new identification. Until then, we would stay in a hotel using some of the cash and hope the cops wouldn’t find us.

Karla didn’t have the nerve to tell her parents she was actually leaving, so she just told them Creed and I were moving and she was spending the week helping us out. I thought it was alright. When it all shook out, she would probably end up going back home. And I couldn’t blame her there.

Daddy got one room, which surprised me. I thought he would get one for himself and one for me and Karla, but nope. He surprised me once again. We just kind of looked at each other, Karla licking her lips and smiling. I was pretty sure I knew what she was thinking. I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t thinking it either.

“So, Creed. Which bed should we sleep in?” Karla asked, lying down on one of the queens and stretching her arms above her head.

“Um…” he answered, shifting his gaze to me as he pulled some clothes out of his duffel bag. “Pick a bed, darlin’. Any bed.”

Heat bloomed between my legs. I went and laid down next to her, scooching really close and crossing my hands behind my head. “This bed feels pretty good, and it looks like there’s plenty of room for a third warm body.” I patted the mattress next to me, fantasizing about the three of us sleeping together, Daddy beside me, Karla on the other side of him. But also slightly regretting the fact that I hadn’t told Karla that Creed and I were a thing. I didn’t want her to think she could have him all to herself.

Karla rolled on her side and tossed an arm over my belly. “Ohh yeah, I’d have to agree there. Plenty of room for three in this bed. And you did say you could handle us both, that we were—what was the word, Shana? Easy?”

“That was the word,” I agreed, the desire getting stronger, tugging at my tummy.

He leaned against the dresser and crossed his ankles together. The growing bulge in his jeans was unmistakable. “You girls sure are making it hard for me to be a gentleman.”

“I don’t think anyone in this room wants you to be a gentleman, Daddy.”

“I echo that sentiment,” Karla purred.

“Well, in that case, make room for Daddy,” he said, strolling toward the bed as he pulled off his shirt. Excitement erupted inside of me as he slid onto the bed, knee first, making his way between me and my best friend.

“Gladly,” Karla said.

Nervous flutters swarmed through me, wondering where Daddy would choose to go. Sharp little pangs of jealousy hit me as I feared he would land on Karla’s side of the bed first, but luckily for me—and for him—he placed his fists on the mattress next to me and leaned down, a lust-filled smile pulling his lips apart as he kissed me.

I could feel Karla moving on the bed, and Daddy’s moans of pleasure, which I wasn’t sure if they were from our kiss or her touch. And the mystery drove me wild, making my kiss with him even more forceful.

He tugged at the bottom of my shirt, ultimately sitting up so I could pull it all the way off. Karla got up on her knees and ran her hands seductively up the front of Daddy’s chest. He placed his hands on her wrists and pulled them over his shoulders, and I got to watch the two of them kiss.

What should have made me angry with jealousy, didn’t. It was so erotic, watching his hands wander to her ass, cupping her cheeks as their tongues lustfully explored each other.

Once my shirt was off, I undid my bra and tossed it aside, then started rubbing Daddy’s cock through his jeans as he and Karla kissed. He groaned as his cock twitched, so I unzipped his pants and fished around for it, feeling my pussy grow hotter and wetter by the second.

“Mm, let me help you with that,” Karla said after I accidentally bumped into her.

“Fuck, you two girls are so fucking sexy,” Daddy said, fisting our hair and giving a firm but gentle pull, forcing our eyes up at him.

“You’re sexy too, Daddy. But, I think I proved that last night, just how sexy I think you are.”

“Yes, you did, my babygirl.”

I could feel Karla’s stare move in my direction. “I knew something happened between you two.”

I smiled and looked up at Daddy again. “Yep. And this man is the best thing that ever happened to me.”

“Well, do you mind if I have a sample?” she asked, rubbing his hard dick through the denim.

Daddy moaned and looked at me, as if waiting for my approval. “Long as I can watch and join in. And I think my daddy here agrees, don’t you?” I asked, joining Karla in rubbing his erection.

“Oh, fuck yes.”

We both laughed softly, then popped open his jeans, forcing his cock to spring forward. Daddy reached down and fondled my exposed tits as I took him in my mouth first, sucking on the tip like I had done as he drove the stolen car.

“Aw, shit, baby.”

Karla stirred next to me, pulling off her top. I angled my gaze at her and noticed that Daddy moved his other hand to her ample chest, teasing her nipples as he groaned. Karla got up on her knees again and I could hear their sloppy kiss as I sucked Daddy’s dick.

I pumped my fist up and down his length as I moved my lips and worked my tongue along his frenulum, swiping away the salty-sweet precum that pulsed out every few seconds. God, I was already growing addicted to giving him a blowjob. I loved the way it responded to everything I did. And knowing that my friend was keeping him aroused by making out with him while he enjoyed her body against his made my flesh sear with lust.

“Christ, babydoll, you’re going to make me cum so hard if you keep that up. I think it’s time I took part in a little oral pleasure myself.”

“If you insist,” I said, lying back and working my jeans down over my hips.

He hopped off the bed and got undressed as Karla and I did the same. And surprisingly, she snuggled up next to me, her naked flesh warm and electrifying.

“You wanna make out or something?” she asked, running her hand over my exposed hip.

All of my inhibitions went out the window, and what was once my best friend was now my best friend and lover, ready to let my daddy bring us both a little pleasure.

“Sounds like the perfect way to pass the time,” I answered, cupping her breast and feeling how soft it was, how sexy and full.

She smiled softly and brought her lips to mine, and I could hear Daddy making noises in the background, saying he couldn’t wait to eat us out.

Karla and I naturally ended up on our sides, facing each other as our tongues hungrily explored one another’s mouth, darting in and out. I tossed a leg over her hip and felt her lift her leg up, her hairless mound sensually touching mine.

“Oh, hell yes, this right here is perfect,” Daddy said, settling between our legs. “I can lick you both at the same time.”

Her fingers lightly pinched my hard little bud as her breathing increased, and when I felt Daddy’s tongue on my pussy I gave a good, hard thrust.

“Oh gahhhhhd,” Karla groaned, rolling her hips and causing her pussy to rub against mine.

She and I both rolled into uncontrollable moaning, groping each other’s breasts and kissing like two oversexed girls as Daddy licked our pussies. Fuck, I could feel his tongue brushing my clit, his scruff scratching my inner thighs for a few seconds before stopping to lick Karla’s pussy. Then he would come back and quickly flick his tongue back and forth over my swollen bundle of nerves, making me tingle and shudder.

“Oh fuck, I … I think I’m gonna cum,” Karla purred.

Knowing that she was about to orgasm as a direct result of my daddy’s efforts made my walls throb and clench. He teased me with a lick and a soft bite, making me huff as Karla moved her mouth to my neck.

I could hear her groans as she came, her soft, bare pussy rubbing against mine and stimulating my clit as Daddy licked her all the way through her orgasm, being the attentive man that he was. Her body rocked and shook, and she dug her nails into my back, making my lust surge.

When she quieted a little several minutes later, Daddy resumed licking my pussy, his tongue like a drilling machine as he probed my virgin entrance, then came out and swirled all over my swollen bean.

It felt so good I couldn’t help but cum so hard, liquid pulsing from my pussy in hard bursts as these intense contractions swept over me. My moans rolled to the back of Karla’s throat as we made out all the way through my orgasm.

When I was finished cumming, Daddy stood at the end of the bed and ordered me to suck his cock while lying on my belly. He spread his legs really wide to lower his body and make it easier for me to reach his full length.

“Karla, put that sexy of mouth of yours to good use and lick my daughter’s ass.”

While fisting my hair tightly, Daddy shoved his dick in my mouth, forcing himself to the back of my throat as Karla’s hands spread my cheeks apart.

“Gotta admit, I’ve always wanted to eat you out, Shana.”

I purred as her tongue slathered all over my puckered rose, moving down to my slit, and then my clit as I sucked Daddy’s cock. His groans grew more heated, and his cock turned to steel. I could tell he was about to cum, so he grunted and tugged me off of his length, gripping the base of his shaft with a tight squeeze as he took a few deep breaths.

“I’m going to need to cum, soon, babygirl. You know which hole I want.”

I dragged my tongue over his balls, arching my back as Karla continued to lick me. I wanted Daddy to fuck me, but I did want to save my cherry for when we were alone.

“I think you should fuck my best friend’s ass while she eats me out.”

He groaned and softly slapped the side of my face with his cock. “Fuck, princess. That turns me on so fucking much.”

“It turns me on too, Daddy.”

“You going to offer up that sweet ass for me to fuck, Karla?”

“Oh god yessss,” she said, scooting across the bed with lightning speed.

I pushed up on all fours then laid down, lust-fueled flutters running all through me as I spread my legs for my best friend.

Daddy kept his eyes on me as Karla stuck her ass in the air, burying her face in my pussy as he gripped her hips. He then dunked inside her pussy once, forcing the air from her lungs as she licked my clit. My legs started quaking right away as I watched him slide out of her, then poke at her asshole.

A little squeak escaped her lips, but I knew for a fact that Karla had performed anal sex on herself with her massive dildo. It was one of her favorite ways to cum. So Daddy’s thick cock would be a welcome intrusion.

In fact, she actually arched her back into his entry, right about the time that her tongue went wild on my clit.

I rolled my hips, keeping my eyes locked on Daddy as his fingers dug into the flesh of her ass, forcing the skin underneath to turn ghostly white.

“Uh yuh,” she muttered as he began thrusting.

His face morphed into one of sheer ecstasy as he picked up the pace, drilling in and out of her so hard and fast her hair swooshed over my legs.

I sat up on my elbows, gyrating my hips up and down as I got closer to cumming for a second time.

“Uh! Uh! Uh! Uh!” Karla sounded as Daddy ass-fucked her, his mouth twisting up as he got ready to erupt.

“Cum in her ass, Daddy,” I mewed, egging him on.

“Oh fuck,” he grunted, slamming into her even harder.

The way her ass rippled, coupled with the way he was watching her, sent me over the edge. That faucet inside of me erupted, and I ended up cumming so hard my head fell back, almost giving me whiplash.

I lifted it right away though, my nipples tingling and hardening into hard little rocks as I had the pleasure of seeing my daddy’s face morph as he came.

“Ahhhhhhh,” he groaned, giving one hard thrust and burying himself balls deep inside of my best friend’s asshole.

“Shhhhhit,” Karla murmured. I could see her rocking her pelvis, and I figured she was cumming too.

But she didn’t stop licking my dripping pussy for one second. I was impressed.

Daddy’s chest rose and fell for several minutes before he stepped away from Karla. “Fucking hell, that was …”

“Amazing,” Karla said, finishing his sentence.

I fell back on the bed, experiencing a mixture of feelings about what had just happened. I think I needed some time with Daddy, just to feel a little reassured that he didn’t like her better than me.

“Amazing is one word for it,” Daddy said.

“Well, I need to jump in the shower, if you’ll excuse me.” Karla bowed down and gave me a quick peck on the lips. I kissed her back, tasting my juices before she smiled at me and disappeared inside the bathroom.

Daddy immediately laid down next to me and pulled me into one of his irresistible bear hugs. “Baby, it was amazing, but I can’t wait to fuck your pussy. Just you and me.”

I swear, it’s like he could read my mind sometimes. “That’s what I want too.”

He tossed a look over his shoulder, toward the bathroom. “Now, if only I could get it up right now, but your friend’s ass drained my balls.”

We both laughed, and I wrapped my arms around his shoulders. “We’ll have time later. I’m sure of it.”

“Oh, I’m sure of it too, princess. No doubt in my mind.” He kissed me. Just a sweet but hungry kiss that sent shivers down my entire body.

By the time Karla came out of the bathroom, she was soaking wet and holding her phone. I hadn’t even heard it ring but she was talking when she came out, using her defensive voice.

“All right…” She looked at me and rolled her eyes. “I said all right, Mom. I’ll let them know. And I’ll be home tomorrow.”

After letting out an exhaustive breath, she sat on the edge of the bed.

“What is it?” I asked, not sure if I wanted to know what had gotten her so upset. Worst case scenario, the cops were looking for us, asking around. Daddy tucked his hands behind his head, cool as a cucumber.

“It was my mom. She said Barb showed up at the house, demanding to know where you two were.”

My jaw dropped. Also, I was pretty relieved that’s all it was.

“What did she tell her?” Daddy asked.

If Karla’s mom had told her where we were, we were royally fucked. We’d have to take off again, and I could forget about going to this art school. Well, I could forget about having my daddy here with me.

What the hell were we going to do now?


Part 3: Daddy Gets in a Bar Fight for Me

Things have been a little nuts over the past few weeks, but I think the dust is beginning to settle. Especially after all the excitement from Barb the Bitch showing up at Karla’s house, which thank goodness her mother never told the hateful woman where we were.

But that whole sequence of events did lead to Karla returning home, promising to visit us regularly. I think she knew that uprooting her life and sacrificing her college career wouldn’t be the best choice. I couldn’t disagree.

But the really good news is that Barb never actually called the cops. She was just fucking with Creed to piss him off. Every single day we watch the news, and they have no leads on who robbed the bank. Also, we took the car back home last weekend, leaving it at a gas station near the dealership before finding a different place to buy a new vehicle. We then rented a moving truck and got all of our things out of the house we were renting. Daddy had to pay a penalty for breaking the lease, but he said it was no big deal.

And now, for the last five days, we’ve been working on getting settled in a new house in Freemon, and I’ve been trying to mentally prepare myself for art school which starts in a few months. I still feel guilty for using the money Daddy stole, but I also feel like it’s out of my hands. If I refuse to use it, that means he stole it for nothing. Dumb reasoning, I know. But damn. Don’t the banks have enough money as it is?

I’ve also been waiting anxiously on the arrival of our new bed. Daddy ordered this magnificent four-poster, hand-carved, king-sized bed online, along with a top-of-the-line mattress. And I know it sounds dumb, but I’ve been waiting on this sucker to arrive so Daddy could take my innocence on it.

Well, low and behold if that bed didn’t come today while I was at an orientation session on campus. When I got back home, Daddy was putting it together, his big strong muscles gleaning with sweat as he slid the box springs inside the frame. The pillow-top mattress was leaning against the far wall.

“Oh my god … Daddy…” I said, dropping my purse on the floor as I approached him.

“Surprise! The bed came,” he said, beaming brightly with a huge smile.

“It’s so much more beautiful in person.” I ran my hands over the wood, tracing my fingers over the divots and swirls that had been carved into the surface.

Daddy did the same thing, touching my fingers in a sensual gesture. “I think so too. And I already have the sheets ready to go. They’re in the dryer, if you want to get them.”

His stare pierced me, and I knew what he had in mind. He was ready to fuck me. Right here, right now.

“I’ll be right back,” I said, trying to quell the nervous flutters.

I gathered the sheets, still warm from the tumbling dryer, and carried them to the bedroom. Daddy had the mattress all set up, still shoving it with his knees to get it perfectly aligned.

“I thought we might go out and have some dinner, maybe a little dancing. What do you say, babygirl?”

“Dancing?” I tossed the sheets on the mattress. “I didn’t know you were the dancing type.”

“I used to go out all the time with Barb. But she never really liked it. She would only dance if I loosened her up with a few drinks.”

“Daddy, I’ll dance with you. Anywhere, anytime.”

I ran my hands up his sweaty shirt, and he pressed his lips to mine, giving me a kiss that I felt all the way to my toes.

“Thank you, baby. Let me get showered and see if I can find a place where we can cut loose.”

“I can help, if you want.”

I swatted him on the butt as he walked to the master bathroom, and he just chuckled. After putting the sheets on the bed, I got online to see if I could find a restaurant that had live music and a dance floor, ultimately finding one that looked more like a bar than a restaurant. You had to be eighteen to get in, so I met their criteria as far as that went. And they also had a local band playing there tonight with cheap wings and half off draft beer. Daddy was going to love it.

********

“Babygirl, I think you found my new favorite hangout.”

I couldn’t help but smile as Daddy sucked the hot sauce from his fingers. I was finishing up my French fries and sandwich and sneaking another sip of his beer. Hey, I was only trying to loosen my nerves. I knew what was on the menu for dessert, and even though I shouldn’t have been nervous, I was. How could I not be nervous about giving this man my virginity? A man who, for all intents and purposes, acted like a real father to me when he wasn’t my real father at all. I owed him everything for taking me in when I had nowhere else to go. Not that I felt like I owed him my virginity. I just, wanted to give it to him.

And I knew he wanted it.

“Well, I’m going to go to the restroom. When I get back, I’m taking you out on the dance floor.”

“I’ll be waiting with bells on,” I answered.

While he was gone, I turned my attention to the band. They were pretty good, but I wasn’t a huge fan of grunge. At least it wasn’t too crowded for a Thursday night. I noticed a few couples on the dance floor and figured that once I got out there and moved around a bit I wouldn’t be so nervous about tonight.

“How about a dance, sweet thing?” A man’s voice startled me, and as I turned to look over my shoulder, he brushed some of my hair to the side.

“Um, no thanks,” I told him, jerking away from him.

He was tall and scrawny, and had this long, frizzy beard that he stroked in a creepy kind of way.

“Come on,” he said, angling to look down the front of my shirt. “Just one dance won’t kill ya.”

I looked toward the hall where the bathrooms were, hoping Daddy would come out. “Didn’t say it would kill me. I just don’t want to. Besides, I’m here with someone, so…”

He pulled the chair that Creed had been sitting in next to me and sat down, basically injecting himself into my personal space, reeking of liquor and sweat. “Well, he don’t appear to be here right now, and I got a thing for hot young redheads like yourself. So what say we keep this nice and easy and you accompany me to the dance floor so I can see how you fuck.”

My jaw dropped, and I stood up immediately, intending to make a beeline for the only available stool at the bar.

But this creep had other ideas.

He literally grabbed me by the arm, and when I looked his way, all I could see was this weird, psychopathic smile on his face.

“Dude. Let me go before I scream.”

He smiled even wider. “Do it. I love to hear a girl scream.”

“She said let her go, you piece of shit.”

Daddy. Thank god.

The man’s eyes widened as Daddy jerked him back so hard he nearly tumbled to his ass. Several people spun their heads in our direction as the creeper brushed his hands and huffed out his chest.

“Are you okay, baby?”

I nodded, still feeling shook. “Yeah, just weirded out.”

“Look, you fucking faggot,” the creeper said, pushing Daddy’s shoulder with his pointer. “Nobody asked you to intervene on this slut’s behalf.”

I threw a hand over my mouth, and Creed simply chuckled as a small crowd gathered. My palms grew sweaty, and my pulse quickened. This could get ugly really fast, and I had no idea if this crazy man had a weapon of any kind.

I tugged at Daddy’s shirt. “Let’s just get out of here, he’s not worth it,” I told him, really just wanting to leave at this point.

Daddy glanced at me, very briefly, and then he balled his fist up tight. “I got this.”

“Well,” said the stranger, spreading his arms out. “What you got, punk?”

And with that, Daddy swung his fist so hard and fast, it caught the jackass right on the side of the face. His eyes crossed, and he fell backwards, landing on an empty chair and falling to the floor, completely and totally unconscious.

“That’s what I got, punk,” Daddy said before spitting on him.

Several people started clapping, and honestly I wanted to join in. But mostly I was so turned on I couldn’t think straight.

“Now we can go, sweetheart,” Daddy said, pulling me to his side and leading me to the exit.

I clung to him as we scurried out, knowing we would probably never be able to show our faces there again. Not that I wanted to.

“Daddy, that was incredible,” I said as we walked across the parking lot.

“It felt pretty incredible.” He shook his fist, then looked over his shoulder to be sure no one was following us.

“Are you okay?” I picked up his hand as we got to the car and noticed his knuckles were a little red.

“Yeah, it’s fine. It’ll be sore for a few days but it was worth it.”

I smiled and gripped his shirt, pulling him to me for a kiss.

He groaned and cupped my ass, right there in the moonlight, and damn if I didn’t want to jump his bones right then.

My heart started beating like crazy, and when he broke the kiss, I was seeing stars.

“Baby, let’s hustle home. I got a few things I need to do to you.”

I bit my lip and smiled. “I got a few things I want to do to you myself.”

“Mm, you damn well better.”

The moment we got home, I jumped in the shower. It sounds weird, but I couldn’t stop thinking about that nasty weirdo putting his hand on my arm. Just the thought of it made me shudder.

I hadn’t been standing under the stream of water for more than a couple of minutes when Daddy joined me, his cock half hard, half flaccid.

“You need some assistance,” he said, picking up the washcloth and spinning a bar of soap inside of it.

“Assistance from you is always appreciated.” I turned around and angled my hair under the stream of water, getting it drenched as Daddy lifted the washcloth to my chest.

He pointed those gorgeous green eyes at mine as he gently kneaded my breasts with the cloth, running up to my neck, then down to my tummy. He smoothed it over my arms, even lifting them up to get at my armpits before spinning me back around.

I leaned my hands against the tile as he washed my back, finally setting the washcloth aside to squirt some shampoo in his hands.

“That feels so good, Daddy,” I purred as his hands massaged my scalp.

“It should be clear by now that I love making you feel good, princess.” His arm wrapped around my waist, and his other hand cupped my pussy. “And tonight, Daddy wants to make you feel extra good.”

I huffed as he teased my clit, and as I leaned my shampoo-soaked head against his chest, I reached behind me and stroked his erection, feeling it bounce in my grip. “You’re off to a good start.”

He kissed my neck, leaving a trail of kisses all the way down my shoulder. I had to turn around and rinse out the shampoo because it was trailing down my face. Once that was done, I got another look at his cock, straining in the air as it nodded at me.

Some combination of the steam and the hot water and the absolute in-the-moment lust made me drop to my knees. I felt the water pelt my back as I gripped the base of Daddy’s cock.

“Oh baby…” he groaned, grabbing onto my wet hair.

I took him in my mouth slowly at first, savoring the sounds he was making, the texture of his steely flesh against my lips and the roof of my mouth. I let my tongue move in smooth undulations along the underside of his shaft, and he gripped my hair tighter.

“That’s so good, baby. So good…”

I quickened my pace, bobbing my head a little faster, getting into the rhythm of it all. The faster I sucked, the hotter my flesh felt, and I kept going until the water that was hitting me started to feel cool.

I cupped Daddy’s balls and fondled them in my fingers, and he released a long groan.

“Princess, I need to take you to bed before I burst.”

He attempted to pull me off of him, but I was relentless in my pursuit. I knew he was about to cum, and I wanted us to enjoy a night of pleasure without worrying about … holding back.

So I sort of shook my head and grunted, then gripped his hips and sank my lips to the base of his cock. Right away, he moaned above me as warm, thick fluid erupted from his slit, sliding down my throat in short bursts that made my pussy throb. Making Daddy cum turned me on more than anything he did to me. It was that deep-seated need to serve, to please, that made my motor hum.

“Fuck!” he clipped out, already starting to go soft in my mouth as I gulped down the last of his cum.

I smiled up at him, running my hands up his lower abs. “Don’t worry about it. We have all night, Daddy.”

He chuckled and leaned down to turn off the stream of water. “I know, babygirl. I might need a little time to recover after that one.”

I stood up as Daddy grabbed us a few towels, wrapping the big, fluffy one around my body. “Well, we can watch a movie in our new bed while I tease you.”

“As usual, you’ve come up with the perfect plan, darlin’.”

I smiled and picked up the hair dryer, blowing it through my hair as Daddy slapped me on the butt before walking out. “Take your time in here.”

I looked his way, and he just winked at me. I wasn’t sure if he wanted me to stall for a particular reason or if he just wanted me to feel relaxed. But by the time I was finished and walked into the master bedroom, I saw that he had been busy lighting candles. In fact, he was lighting one as I stood in the doorway. There must have been a dozen of them, all different colors and shapes casting glimmers of light along the walls.

It literally stole my breath.

“Daddy, oh my god.”

He tossed the lighter aside and let his towel drop before pulling down the covers on our new bed. “You like?”

“I’d have to be blind not to.”

He crawled under the sheets and tapped the bed. “Come. Lie next to me.”

I pulled my towel off and set it over the back of one of our chairs before sliding next to him. He turned the television on, but it wasn’t a movie he ended up selecting. He chose one of those radio stations that played a blend of hits.

I lay back on the pillows as he moved his hand to my waist, tracing his fingers over my flesh. He leaned down and took my nipple in his mouth while cupping my breast, sucking and softly biting, forcing me to run my fingers through his hair.

My flesh heated, and I splayed my legs open in an invitation for him. Taking the bait, Daddy moved his fingers there, teasing my labia with gentle strokes that made me tingle all over.

“Daddy…” I purred, slowly rocking my hips up and down as he flicked my nipple.

His breath hit my chest as the tip of his finger brushed over my clit, and I huffed and bucked my hips. Without wasting a minute, Daddy left a trail of kisses down my front as he made his way to my pussy.

Sliding a finger inside of me, Daddy began lapping at my bundle of nerves, pumping that finger in and out and really getting coated in my slick juices. I arched my back to him and grinded my hips in a circle as he became more aggressive with his finger-fucking.

I could feel my walls grow tighter as his attention, his movements, his tongue all worked to bring me to the edge of ecstasy.

“Oh Daddy,” I grunted, fisting his hair between my fingers.

He groaned and pushed a second digit inside of me, rotating his hand to massage the floor of my vagina.

I lost it then, cumming so hard I saw stars.

“Fuck yesss!” I cried out, slamming my thighs against his head so hard he actually grunted.

Daddy sucked my pearl past his lips until I started trembling all over. He then mounted me, lowering his body to mine and poking his cock at my entrance.

“See how quickly you made me hard again, babygirl?”

“It’s because we love each other so much,” I told him, feeling breathless.

I locked my legs behind him as his lips met mine, kissing me with a hunger I’d never felt from him before.

“Baby, I need you,” he said, moving his mouth to my ear as I squirmed beneath him.

“I need you too, Daddy.”

Giving one good push, he was inside of me, and our bodies began to rock synchronously. I dug my nails in his back and let him take me, feeling completely loved and fulfilled for the first time ever.

I let my hands glide up and down his back, cupping his ass and thrusting in time with him. The way his cock felt moving in and out of me was pure bliss.

I ended up cumming several more times before he finally came, filling me up with his seed as he made these animalistic growls in my ear.

“Baby … oh fuck…” he groaned, thrusting deep and hard one last time.

“Fill me up, Daddy,” I purred.

With both hands pressed to the top of my head, he spurted several more times. I could feel his cock twitching inside of me, almost as if it was struggling to stay hard.

We lay there for a while, holding each other until Daddy got hard again. And we fucked several more times, breaking in our new bed the way it should be broken in.

It must have been the middle of the night when Daddy asked me if I was hungry.

“Did you work up an appetite?” I asked, snuggling as close to him as I could.

“You didn’t?”

My stomach growled, and we both laughed. “I guess that answers that.”

We got up and made sandwiches and took them back to bed to eat them.

“One of the many things I love about you, Daddy, is that you let me eat in bed.”

“Babygirl, I’d probably let you do whatever you want. So long as you keep loving me.” He planted a soft kiss on my nose, and I smiled.

“I’ll keep on loving you for the rest of my life,” I answered.

It’s probably not the best thing to be proud of, but Daddy and I never did get busted for our crimes. And I started college that fall, the happiest girl in the world.


THE END
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