
        
            
                
            
        

    
  
    
      DADDY’S PUNISHMENT

    

    
      
        AR TABOO

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Contents

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 1

      

    

    
      
        Read Me Romance

      

      
        AR Taboo

      

    

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2023 by AR Taboo. All rights reserved.

      No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law. For permission requests, email to riley_alexa@aol.com

      http://alexariley.com/

      Publisher’s Note: This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are a product of the author’s imagination. Locales and public names are sometimes used for atmospheric purposes. Any resemblance to actual people, living or dead, or to businesses, companies, events, institutions, or locales is completely coincidental.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

          
            Daddy’s Punishment

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Getting into trouble never felt so good. 
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      I check my gold heart-shaped watch for the time. It’s the one with Minnie Mouse in the center. Daddy got it for me on my last birthday while we were at Disneyland. It was the best birthday ever. Since we've gotten back from the trip, things have changed. Daddy is grumpier, and I always end up in trouble. The worst part is that I've started doing it on purpose.

      As I gather my books, I know that if I leave the library now, I'll still be five minutes late getting home. That will be cause for punishment. My heart gives a flutter, but it’s not in fear. I'm not really sure what it is, but I know that I enjoy it. Otherwise I would have left ten minutes ago so that I was on time and didn't upset Daddy.

      The librarian smiles at me as I walk past her desk, and I give her a small wave. After that, I exit out the front door and down the stairs to the sidewalk. It's only a short walk home, but I know that even if I ran, I would be late.

      This is the only area of town I'm allowed to go to. There’s the library and a few small shops across from it. Those are the places I get to spend the money Daddy gives me for my chores. He still won't allow me to get a real job because he says there are more than enough things for me to be doing at home.

      I smooth out my skirt as I get closer to the front gates, but they swing open before I can even enter the code. Daddy must be watching. When I walk into the house, I see Daddy sitting in the corner chair. He has a glass of whiskey in his hand, and he’s taken off his suit jacket. The sleeves of his dress shirt are rolled up, revealing the tattoo that he hides from the rest of the world.

      "You're late," he snaps, and I watch his hand tighten on the glass.

      "I'm sorry, Daddy. I lost track of time." I hold my books tight to my chest.

      "And you think you're old enough to get a job? To go off to some school? You can't manage to be home at a proper time." His voice is even and calm, but it sends a shiver down my back.

      It's only a little past eight, and everything in town is still open. I'm sure other girls get to stay out later than this. What am I supposed to do, sit at home all alone? Daddy is busier than ever, but maybe that's why he's so dang grumpy all the time. He's the city mayor, so shouldn’t that mean he gets to make a few rules of his own? He used to always be home early or simply work from his office. I don’t know what has changed, but lately he’s been gone more.

      "I was reading and lost track of time." It's a lie. I hadn't lost track of anything. The seconds dragged on while I waited to leave. Daddy is always waiting to make sure I’m home by curfew. And if I’m not, I get punished.

      “You know what this means.” Daddy raises his glass, taking down the rest of the brown liquor in one gulp.

      I press my thighs together and nod. I do know what this means, and I try to hide my excitement. This is supposed to be a punishment, and I don’t want him to know how much I like it. If Daddy found out how much I enjoyed it, he might not do it anymore.

      “Yes, Daddy, I know.”

      He shakes his head and stands. “Unless there’s something you want to tell me.”

      “I wasn't with any boys, I swear!” I tell him. It’s the same thing I have to tell him every time I’m late.

      “I'm not sure I can believe you. You’re breaking one rule, why not all of them?” He walks over and stands in front of me and cups my cheek. “This is for your own good. It’s my job to make sure you’re not doing things you shouldn’t.” His thumb swipes across my bottom lip. “Go get ready. I’ll be in shortly,” he says and then steps back to allow me to go upstairs.

      I don’t hesitate as I rush to my bedroom and switch on my bedside lamp. The pink walls glow as I hurry to kick off my shoes and face plant onto the bed. I apologize to my stuffed animals as they go flying every which way. Then I wiggle my panties down my thighs and make sure I flip my skirt up. My eyes go to my stand-up mirror, where I see myself dangling over the side of the bed.

      The position is perfect, and I have to bite the inside of my cheek so that I don’t smile. I moved it this morning so I could watch, and I’m not sure if Daddy will notice or not. I want to see him as he gives me my punishment. He’s always so quick to leave after it’s over, and I can never tell if he’s still angry or not.

      My stomach tightens when I hear his heavy footsteps, then he mutters something under his breath when he enters my room. I watch in the mirror as he moves closer, and he’s standing there staring at me for a long moment. His hand goes to the front of his pants, and he rubs his crotch up and down a few times. He does that a lot but mostly when he’s punishing me.

      "My little girl," he whispers, stepping even closer. Then his hand comes down on my bottom, giving me a light caress. "Why do you make me do these things to you?"

      "I'm sorry, Daddy."

      "I'm not sure I believe you." I start to say I’m sorry again, but before I can, his palm smacks against my ass, and I suck in a deep breath. “Little one?” Daddy says in warning.

      “One,” I say, squeezing my thighs together.

      “Don’t you dare.” His hand comes down on the back of my leg, and he makes me spread them apart. Then I feel his hand slip up the inside of my thigh before he cups my sex. His thumb strokes over the bare skin of my pussy lips. “Good girl.” Daddy ordered me to keep it this way so that I would remain his little girl and not grow up too quickly.

      “Count the rest,” he orders as he takes his hand away.

      “Two!” I cry out when his hand comes down on my bottom again. Over and over, I count each one out loud until we get to the last. By the time I shout ten, I’m sniffling.

      “I’m sorry, little one, but Daddy had no choice.” He gently rubs away any stinging sensation that remains. “Now I have to check to make sure you didn’t let any boys touch you.”

      “Okay.” I sniffle again, but I let him push my knee up on the bed beside me so that I’m spread wide.

      “Why are you so upset?” Daddy asks while he parts the lips of my sex and strokes his fingers between them.

      “I don’t know.” I can’t explain it because I don’t have the words.

      “I think you do.” Daddy’s voice is deep and shaky as he pushes one of his thick, callused fingers inside of me. I gasp at the sensation as he hums appreciatively “You know I have to do this when you’re home late. I have to check to make sure you haven’t been a little slut.”

      “I’m not, Daddy!”

      “Only a slut would get wet at getting spanked.” I sink my teeth into my lower lip because what can I say? He’s right. “You should be ashamed.” His finger slowly slides in and out of me, and I have to fight not to moan. “At least you’re still a virgin.”

      When he takes his finger away, I can’t stop my whine at the loss. Then I glance up in the mirror and watch as he brings his finger to his mouth and sucks it clean.

      “Daddy,” I whimper, unable to control myself. “I’m sorry, I can’t stop it. It hurts.” I squeeze my together as the throb becomes unbearable.

      “Let me see.” I don’t get a chance to respond before Daddy turns me over onto my back. He gets to his knees between my legs, and he’s staring at my pussy. “Show me where.”

      “You said I’m not allowed to touch it.”

      “Here?” Daddy presses his thumb on my little button, and my whole body jerks.

      “Yes,” I whine.

      “It’s hurting you?”

      “Yes,” I say again and try to move closer to him.

      “Then maybe I should kiss it better.” Before I know what’s happening, he leans forward and puts his mouth on my clit.

      Needing something to hold on to, I grab my blue bear and squeeze it. Daddy’s tongue strokes back and forth on my little button, and I feel hot and sweaty all at once.

      “Daddy!” I call out because I’m scared of what’s happening. He doesn’t respond or stop. Instead, he sucks harder, and then an explosion hits me. I scream as my body floods with magic. At least, that’s the only way I can describe it.

      It takes me a second to catch my breath, and when I open my eyes Daddy is standing over me. He’s staring down at me, and this time he’s breathing heavily too.

      “Are you still mad at me?” I ask while I try to sit up.

      “Go to bed,” he orders.

      “But—”

      “Now,” he snaps, making me jump. “Or I’ll do something you won’t enjoy,” Daddy warns before he storms out of my room.

      I’m not sure I believe him because I love my punishments. Even if they do make me a slut.
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      She’s late again. This is the second night in a row, and I know she’s testing me. I’ve tried to stay away and keep my hands off her, but she pushes me. My little girl tests my resolve, and as much as I try not to touch her, she forces me.

      Last night, I licked her pretty little pussy until she came on my face. How am I supposed to stop now? All day I kept thinking about tonight and hoping I’d have a chance to punish her again. I was going to make something up if she was on time, but as the clock chimes, my cock gets harder.

      The front door opens, and she looks up at me through her lashes. There’s an apology on her tongue, but I hold my hand up to stop it.

      “I don’t want to hear excuses.” My dick is aching as I stand up and finish the last of my whiskey. “Go to your room.”

      “Yes, Daddy.” I see the slight smile at the corner of her lips, and I clench my fists at my side.

      I take the stairs slowly to give her time to get in position, and when I reach her door, I push it open. She’s bent over the side of her bed with her bare ass ready for me. Her legs are spread, and I can see her pussy is already wet. My mouth waters with the memory of last night as I go closer.

      She wiggles against the bed like she’s begging for it, and I get angry. Ever since her last birthday, she’s been teasing me, and I’ve had enough. I’m a man, and I have needs. How does she expect me to keep her safe from other men if this is how she acts?

      “Your punishments are working,” I tell her as I walk over and use my foot to kick her legs open wider. “So tonight you’re going to get what you’ve been begging for.”

      “But Daddy, it is working.” She looks over her shoulder at me, and I shake my head.

      “You’re a brat,” I say, and her cheeks flush. “You’re supposed to be my sweet innocent little girl, but you’re purposely acting out so that you can get attention.”

      “That’s not it.” Her words come out softly, and we both know what I’m saying is true.

      I pop her on the ass, and she cries out then grinds against the mattress. Fuck, how is she always so horny? I’ve tried spanking her, but all it does is make her needy.

      “I’ve thought about it, and there’s only one thing that’s going to get you to listen.” I reach for the front of my pants and unbuckle my belt. “I want you to get on your knees, princess.”

      “But Daddy, what about my spanking?”

      “If you do a good job, then I’ll think about it. Right now, you need a cock in your mouth so you learn how to be a good girl.” Her eyes widen as she gets on her knees in front of me and I unzip my pants. “You’ve made me do this. Do you understand? You’ve pushed me into disciplining your mouth. I didn’t want to do this, but I don’t have a choice.”

      She licks her lips as she looks up at me through her lashes. “I understand, Daddy.”

      “Open your mouth,” I order as I hold the base of my cock with one hand and use the other to fist the hair at the back of her head. “I want you to wrap your lips around the head and suck. There you go, just like that.”

      Her full pink lips surround the fat tip of my dick, and I watch as she kisses it. Then a bead of cum appears on the tip, and she hurries to lick it off as another appears. The more she licks, the more cum leaks out of my cock, and it throbs in my hand.

      “You can take more,” I tell her as I push past her lips, and her eyes widen in shock. “This is for your own good.” She whimpers as I push in more and grip her hair tighter. “You’re making me do this, princess. Show Daddy what a good girl you can be.”

      Her hands reach up to hold my cock as I push in and out of her mouth. She’s eager to lap up my cum as it leaks out and then sucks when I thrust to the back of her throat.

      “You’re going to be a good girl, aren’t you?” She nods and then whines around my dick. “And you’re going to let Daddy cum in your mouth.” It’s not a question, but when her eyes lock with mine, she nods again.

      I grunt as my shaft swells and begins to throb. Cum spurts out of my cock and into her mouth so hard and fast that she can’t keep up with it. Some gets on her chin and face as she tries to drink it down, but I’ve wanted this for so long that I keep cumming. She swallows most of it, but I smear it across her cheek because I like the way it looks. I like marking my little princess.

      Her skirt has fallen down so I didn’t notice it at first but I can see her hand under it and between her legs. When I scowl at it, she’s quick to take her hand away and apologize.

      “I’m so sorry, Daddy. I just got caught up in what I was doing, and I forgot.”

      “You forgot?” I say as I shake my head. “I’ve told you that good girls don’t do that.” Reaching down, I pick her up off the floor and set her on the edge of the bed. “Does it hurt again?” When she nods, I sigh heavily. “Then I’ll kiss it better.”

      “Thank you, Daddy.”

      Eating my daughter's pussy after she’s sucked me off is somehow sweeter. She’s soaking wet from having my cock in her mouth, and it only takes a few licks to get her off. I savor the taste as she cums on my face and rubs her pretty cunt on my tongue.

      Once I’m done, I stand up, and my cock is painfully hard. I look down at her soft pussy and think about all the things I want to do to it. She’s my daughter, my princess. Shouldn’t I be able to lay claim to whatever I want? Isn’t what’s between her legs mine? There’s no way I’m going to sit by and let someone else come along and claim it.
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      Daddy stares at me for a long moment, but his expression is unreadable. “Get ready for bed, and then meet me in my office. There are things we need to discuss.”

      I sit up and stare at him. “Am I still in trouble?”

      “We’ll have to see about that.” I watch as Daddy fixes his clothes and gives me one last long look before he leaves my bedroom.

      When I lick my lips, I still taste him there. Is he upset that I forced his hand tonight? That I’d given him no choice but to put his thing in my mouth? I remember one time when I was sitting on Daddy's lap and we were watching a movie. I felt it get hard, and he explained that sometimes it happens to men and I should ignore it. I asked if it was painful when he got hard because oftentimes he would move my hips to rock my bottom across it like a massage. He told me it could be and that he would take care of it later. I kept asking questions because I wanted to know more, but Daddy said only a wife was allowed to ever touch a man there. Tonight I got to because I made him.

      Not wanting to upset Daddy any more, I hurriedly get ready for bed. I toss my clothes into the hamper before getting a new pair of panties and slipping into my favorite My Little Pony shirt. I tug on the bottom, but it’s gotten tight over the years, and I refuse to get rid of it.

      The large double wooden doors into Daddy’s office are slightly cracked, and I knock lightly before poking my head in. Daddy waves me over, and I see he has a fire going. It’s the only light in the room.

      “Come sit here.” He pushes back from his desk to make room for me and then pats his thigh.

      “Really?” I practically bounce over toward him. It’s been months since I’ve gotten to sit on his lap. “I’m allowed to sit in your lap again?”

      He helps me get up and then stares pointedly at me. “Some things around here are going to change,” he tells me before looking down at my lap. “You’re not wearing pants, princess?”

      “I always just wear the shirt to bed.” It’s the truth, and I’ve been doing it for years.

      “Hmm,” he responds before his hand slips under my shirt. He cups one of my breasts, feeling the weight of it in his palm. “I suppose since these are coming in, it makes the shirt fit differently.”

      “Daddy?” My voice is shaky when his thumb brushes across my nipple. The sensation forces me to wiggle in his lap.

      “Are you cold? They’re hard.”

      “No, it feels tingly.” I let out a low breath, and my skin heats all over.

      "That's because your body is changing. You've gone from my little girl to—" He tugs on my nipple, making me gasp. "My special girl."

      "You said no one should touch me there," I remind him even though I don’t want him to stop.

      "I'm your daddy. I can touch you anywhere I like," he says firmly. "Now tell me you love me."

      "I love you, Daddy." I say it without hesitation.

      "And that you'll be my special girl."

      "Of course I’ll be your special girl." Daddy's hand slides down my stomach and into my panties.

      "Well, now that you're my special girl, things will be different. Your household responsibilities will change."

      "More chores?" I want to complain, but then I feel his fingers between the folds of my sex.

      "If that’s what you want to call it. But I think it will be a good solution for when you’re out tempting boys.”

      "Daddy, I swear—” His glare is so sharp that I stop talking and press my lips together tightly.

      “When you come home with a wet pussy, what am I supposed to think?”

      “I don’t know.” I shrug my shoulders. “I can’t help it.”

      “Something must be putting you into heat.”

      “Heat?” I scrunch up my nose, trying to understand what he means.

      “You want a cock inside you. Right here.” Daddy thrusts a finger inside me, and I gasp. "Look at you, princess. Even now you’re practically begging for it." He pumps his finger slowly in and out, and I whimper. “With how needy you are, it reminds me of how long it’s been since I’ve had my own release.”

      “But you said that was for married people.” I grip the front of Daddy's shirt because I’m desperate to hold on to something.

      “I’m a man, princess. I have needs. I’ve spent years ignoring it because my only focus is you. Any time I'm not working, I put it into you. Now it's time for you to return the favor.”

      “You want to do that to me?” I peek up at him through my lashes, feeling shy all of a sudden.

      “I suppose I could go out and find⁠—”

      “Daddy!” I snap at him. The idea of my daddy with another woman makes me angry.

      “I wouldn’t bring her home.”

      “I don’t like it,” I say firmly, and he cocks his head to the side to appraise me.

      “Well, I guess I have this fresh pussy right here. And it needs attention.”

      “Is it okay for us to do that?” I whisper.

      “This is my house, and you’re my daughter. I can do anything to you I want.” Daddy pulls his hand out from my panties and brings his finger to his mouth, sucking it clean. "Damn, you taste good.” He inhales, and his eyes are hooded. “You smell sweet too.”

      “Really?”

      “I’ll show you, princess.” When his lips come down on mine, he thrusts his tongue into my mouth. It’s the same way as when he kissed between my legs. “Kiss me back,” Daddy orders. “Lick my tongue back.”

      I do as I’m told, and he lets out a deep groan that sounds painful.

      “Daddy, are you okay?”

      He ignores the question and pulls me over both his legs so that I’m straddling him.

      "Take my cock out. It’s time you learned how to take care of me.”
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      “Wait, Daddy, what are you doing?”

      “Shhh,” I tell her soothingly as I reach between us and pull my cock out. “This is your job now.”

      “But I don’t know what to do.” She sounds nervous, but she’s the one that’s made me take it this far. It’s her fault I’m so worked up, and now she needs to do something about it.

      “Don’t worry, I’m going to teach you.” Once my pants are open, my cock springs between us, standing straight up. “Now pull your panties to the side for me. Yes, I can see how wet they are. They’re sticking to you, aren’t they?” She nods her head as I position the tip of my cock between her pussy lips.

      Fuck, she’s so wet and hot, and I already know she’s going to feel so good wrapped around me. This sweet innocent little girl is all mine, and I’m going to use her like a doll. I tried not to, but the more she’s grown, the harder she’s been to resist. Seeing her like this in her little cartoon shirt and her white panties pulled to the side in invitation, how could I not fuck her?

      “I don’t think it’s going to fit,” she tells me as I push in a little.

      “Don’t fight me,” I say a little sharper than I mean to, but I’m on a razor's edge right now. “Stop trying to get away.”

      She shakes her head and whines. “No, it’s too big, don't do it.”

      “I said don’t fight me.” I wrap my arm around her waist to keep her from pulling away, and she has no choice but to sink onto my cock. “That’s it.” I feel my eyes rolling back in my head as her tight little cunt sheaths me inch by inch.

      “It hurts!” She pushes at my chest, and then I feel her hit my arm, but I don’t stop.

      “Let me in, princess.” I groan as I pull her down the rest of the way. Her body tenses, and she lets out a scream, but all I do is hold her tighter. “Be good, give Daddy what he needs.”

      “No, no, no, no.” She claws at my arm, but I kiss her neck and cheek.

      “Yes, baby girl. Yes.” I ignore her protests and grind against her, loving the feel of her on my cock. “That’s Daddy’s cherry now. It’s all mine.”

      “Daddy, it hurts. Please stop.”

      “Relax. Breathe, princess.” I bring one hand up to cup her cheek and make her look at me. “Keep your eyes on me. All right?”

      She sniffs and then nods slightly. “It’s just so big inside me. I don’t like this as much as when you kissed me down there.”

      “It’s your first time. It’s going to hurt a little.” I pull out just a little and rock back inside. “But remember, you’re my special girl now. It’s your job to take care of me. You don’t want me to have to find someone else to do this, right?”

      “Right.” She nods, and I feel her body begin to relax.

      “There you go, let Daddy all the way in.” I test it again by slowly letting her slide up and down on my cock. “See, it’s not so bad.”

      I keep moving her up and down on my cock until eventually she relaxes enough that she’s riding me. Looking down at where we’re connected, I see the trace of her virginity on me, and my heart swells.

      “I love you, princess.” I tell her as my cherry-covered cock fucks her harder.

      “I love you too, Daddy.” She leans forward and puts her lips on mine. Then she licks my tongue, and I moan with pleasure.

      She wants me to do this. She wants her Daddy to fuck her. Her bratty behavior was a cry for attention, and she needed me inside her. My cock is the only one she’s ever going to know, and from now on, I’m going to make sure when I get hard, she’s there to take care of it.

      “Look at how good you’re taking it.” I tell her as I reach between us and rub my thumb over her clit. “You’re a big girl now.”

      “Am I doing it right, Daddy?” She whimpers, and then I feel her pussy clench around me.

      “Yes you are, princess. Now spread your legs a little wider. You want Daddy to cum inside you, right?”

      She nods and bites her lip. “I want to feel it when you do it.”

      “Hold still,” I say and keep rubbing her clit. She whimpers, and her slippery pussy grinds all the way down on my dick.

      The sight of her on my cock is enough to send me over the edge. My groan is deep as my shaft throbs, and I feel myself cumming. Her eyes widen, and then she clamps down on me as her own orgasm hits. She screams out and rubs her pussy all over me as she cums for what feels like forever. There’s a rush of hot desire between us that leaks out and all over her thighs. My body is tense, and then the release is euphoric.

      “Daddy,” she whispers as her body goes limp and she falls against my chest. She’s struggling to catch her breath as I push the sweaty strands of hair away from her face so I can kiss her forehead.

      “My special girl,” I say and lift her in my arms.

      My legs are a little shaky as I stand, but she sinks farther down my cock as I walk over to the rug in front of the fire.

      “I’m so sleepy.” Her eyes are almost closed as I lay her down and then push her shirt up.

      “It’s all right; you can go to sleep,” I tell her gently as I bend down and suck one of her nipples into my mouth. My cock is still so fucking hard as I thrust in and out. “Daddy needs to go again.”

      “Already?” She tries to wake up, but it’s clear she’s exhausted. “What do you need me to do?”

      “Just pretend to be asleep.” I say as I rip her panties off and fuck her harder. Then I bend down and whisper in her ear, “It will be like old times.”

      Her body stiffens as I lay down on top of her with my weight and pin her to the rug.

      “Daddy?” she asks cautiously. “What do you mean like old times?”

      “That’s enough questions for tonight.” I kiss her forehead and then push her knees apart wider. “Go to sleep, princess.”

      She hesitates but then slowly closes her eyes, and I smile. She looks like an angel when she sleeps. One thing I’ve always been thankful for is that she’s such a sound sleeper. Especially when she has a glass of warm milk before bed. All it takes is a little dash of something extra, and my princess could sleep through anything.

      Even me.
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        Getting into trouble never felt so good. 
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Chapter 1

          

          LAYLA

        

      

    

    
      Yawning, I roll over in bed, but then I run into something hard. My eyes fly open, knowing it's not one of the many stuffed animals I share my bed with. For a moment, I still think I might be asleep when I look into the same green eyes I see in the mirror every day.

      “Knox?” I whisper. If I’m still dreaming, I don’t want to wake up. It’s been years since the last time I saw my brother.

      “Happy birthday, sis.” A slow smile spreads across his face, and he leans forward, his mouth brushing against mine.

      “You’re really here?”

      “Of course, I’m here.” He rubs his nose against mine, and it’s exactly the way he’s always done it. “Told you I’d be back.” He’s right. When I saw the note he left on my vanity, I rushed to his room in confusion.

      We shared a bathroom that connected our rooms, and I used to sneak into his bedroom at night because I was scared of the dark. I had to stop when Mom told me that I couldn’t do that anymore. Lucky for me, Knox never followed the rules, and he was the one sneaking into my room. He didn't give a damn about getting grounded since he always stayed home with me anyway. The only thing he ever did outside of school was play football, and we went to all his games.

      The morning I found the note, I searched Knox's room, but he wasn't there. All of his things in the bathroom had disappeared, along with most of his clothes.

      Knox pulls back the fuzzy blanket covering me. “You look good in my shirt, sis.” He strokes his fingers across the front of the shirt, over the lettering from his old high school. In the process, Knox's thumb brushes across my nipple, and my breath hitches. “Maybe I should take it back.” He gently tugs on the material, but he gets my nipple at the same time.

      “I’m only wearing panties,” I tell him.

      “Really?” He lifts the shirt to get a look for himself because he doesn’t believe me. He pulls it up too high and reveals my stomach and the underside of my breasts.

      “Knox!” I wiggle as heat rushes to my face. I don’t know why I’m being shy. He’s seen me getting changed in the bathroom plenty of times. I always kept the door open. Heck, when we were younger, we bathed together, but I guess my body has changed since then.

      “What?” His brows are pulled together. “It’s just me. You never cared if I looked before.”

      “It’s different now,” I whisper.

      “Because you’ve got tits now?” Knox slips his hand under my shirt, cupping my breasts. “I think they’re still growing.” I open my mouth to protest and then snap it shut. My body is having a reaction that I can’t explain. “I’ve changed too, little mouse,” he tells me as his callused thumb drags back and forth over my nipple.

      “Where have you been?” I can barely get the question out as my body heats.

      “At first I went to Aunt Bee’s. Then college.” Knox leans forward and buries his face in my neck. “But don’t worry. I’ll never leave you again.” He kisses the tender skin there, and I let out a small gasp. Then I feel his tongue tasting me. “Or maybe you should worry.”

      With that, he rolls away from me and off the bed. I’m left there panting as I watch him stand. He reaches into the front of his sweatpants to adjust himself, and I see the outline of his hard cock. Once again, my body responds to this in an unusual way, and everything south of my bellybutton clenches.

      “Better go before the parents find me.” He winks, then disappears back through the ensuite before shutting the bathroom door behind him. A second later, a knock sounds at my bedroom door. Mom pokes her head in, and I notice Dad lingering behind her.

      “I made your favorite breakfast, birthday girl. Hurry up, we’ve got a big day,” she encourages me.

      “Morning.” I smile at both of them and wait for them to mention my brother. Neither of them do, but then again, they never talk about Knox. They get tense anytime I say his name.

      “Happy birthday,” Dad responds, and I crawl out of bed.

      “Hey, sis.” Knox pushes past our patents, making the door open wider. He comes straight for me and wraps his arms around my waist. “Happy Birthday.” He lifts me off the floor and spins me around once before my dad protests.

      “Put her down,” he snaps.

      "You need to put on shorts or something." My mom hisses at me.

      Knox doesn’t acknowledge them but slowly puts me back on my feet. I feel his hard cock press against my stomach, and he winks.

      “Peter will be here tonight,” my mom chirps, and I groan inwardly. What is their new obsession with Peter? My parents homeschooled me to keep me away from boys and are now trying to push my dad’s friend's son on me. It's been happening for the past few weeks.

      “Cool,” I say and force a smile. I wasn’t super excited about my birthday party tonight, but now I’m even less excited. It’s not only because of Peter, but I wanted to hang out with my brother and catch up.

      “Come on, son,” my dad orders. “Let’s eat. You can help me with some chores around here.”

      “Later, sis.” Knox kisses me on the cheek, and I watch him go.

      “Shorts,” my mom reminds me again when my brother disappears down the hallway.

      “Okay!” I roll my eyes and change. When I come down for breakfast, I find both my dad and my brother are gone.

      Mom starts talking about a million things for the party before dragging me out of the house for the day. While we’re out, I get a new dress, and I don’t tell her that I chose a dark blue one because it’s Knox's favorite color. After the dress, she took me to get my hair and nails done.

      By the time we get home, I have to go straight upstairs to get ready for the party. Once I’m done, I go to peek in Knox’s bedroom, but the door is closed. Part of me wonders if he invited any of his old friends to the party tonight. Knox was always popular, and I get jealous thinking about what new friends he might have wherever he’s living now.

      When I hear a sound coming from his room, I freeze. Then a second later, I realize he’s groaning. Thinking that something’s wrong, I rush over and fling open the door. I gasp when I see him standing there naked with his hand wrapped around his cock.

      His eyes meet mine. “Sis,” he grits out then starts to cum.

      “Sorry,” I mumble before closing the door and racing downstairs.

      The party has already started, and there are several people here. My mind races as I replay every detail of what I just saw. Was he holding a pair of my panties? And did he have a tattoo? I swear it looked like my name written on his chest, but that can’t be right. It all happened so fast.

      “Layla.” My mom calls my name. “Come say hi.” She motions for me to come over, and my feet move on autopilot. “Are you okay? You’re flushed.” She puts the back of her hand on my forehead, and I lean away.

      “I’m fine,” I tell her.

      “How about I get you a drink?” Peter cuts in. He doesn’t wait for a response and grabs my hand to lead me away. “I brought a little something fun to celebrate.” He lifts his shirt to show me a bottle of alcohol. I’ve never drunk before, but maybe one won’t hurt.

      After what I just saw, I’m going to need it.

      

      Get it here!
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