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Chapter 1: Awakening Desires

Tabitha's eyes fluttered open to the soft glow of dawn filtering through her bedroom curtains. Today was the day—the big one-eight. Finally legal, finally free to chase the fantasies that had been burning inside her like a wildfire for years. She stretched lazily under her thin sheet, her body already humming with anticipation. Her hand slipped down her flat stomach, past the hTabitha of her tiny sleep shorts, and found the warm, slick folds between her legs. God, she was already wet. Just thinking about him did that to her.

Mark. Her stepdad. The man who'd married her mom when Tabitha was just a kid, but who'd grown into this towering, muscular beast of a guy in her eyes. Broad shoulders from years of construction work, arms like tree trunks, and that chiseled jaw that made her knees weak. But it was his hands she obsessed over—rough, calloused palms that she imagined gripping her hips, holding her down while he pounded into her relentlessly.

"Fuck," she whispered to herself, her fingers circling her clit slowly at first. She pictured him bursting into her room, his dark eyes hungry, ripping off her clothes without a word. He'd pin her to the bed, his weight crushing her in the best way, his thick cock pressing against her thigh. "Take it, baby girl," he'd growl in that deep voice of his. "This pussy's mine now."

Her breath hitched as she dipped two fingers inside herself, thrusting shallowly, mimicking what she wanted him to do. Her walls clenched around her fingers, slick and hot, but it wasn't enough. It never was. She needed the real thing—his cock, veiny and hard, stretching her virgin hole until she screamed. Yeah, she was still a virgin. Saving it all for him, even if he didn't know it yet.

Tabitha arched her back, her free hand pinching her nipple through her tank top. The fabric was so thin it might as well not be there, her hard peaks begging for attention. In her mind, Mark's mouth was on thTabitha, sucking hard, biting just enough to make her yelp. "You like that, don't you? My little slut," he'd say, his breath hot against her skin.

She sped up, her fingers plunging deeper, the wet sounds filling the quiet room. Her clit throbbed under her thumb, swelling with each stroke. Closer, closer... She imagined him flipping her over, spanking her ass until it was red, then sliding into her from behind. "Beg for it, Tabitha. Beg for Daddy's cock."

"Please, Daddy," she moaned out loud, her voice breathy and desperate. The orgasm hit her like a truck, waves of pleasure crashing through her body. Her pussy spasmed around her fingers, juices soaking her hand and the sheets beneath her. She rode it out, biting her lip to stifle the cries, but a few whimpers escaped anyway.

Panting, she pulled her hand free, staring at the glistening evidence of her lust. Today was the start. No more just fantasizing. She was eighteen now, an adult. And she had a plan. A dirty, delicious plan to make Mark see her not as his stepdaughter, but as the woman who could make him lose control.

Tabitha swung her legs out of bed, her body still tingling. She glanced at the clock—7:30 AM. Mom was already at work, her early shift at the hospital leaving the house to just her and Mark. Perfect. She stripped off her damp shorts and tank, admiring her reflection in the full-length mirror. Perky C-cup tits, a tight ass from all those yoga sessions, and long legs that she knew drove guys wild at school. But school boys were nothing compared to Mark. He was a man—forty-two, experienced, and probably hung like a horse if the bulge she'd spied in his jeans was any indication.

She slipped into a fresh pair of lacy panties—black, barely there—and a short robe that tied loosely at the waist. No bra. Let him see the outline of her nipples if he looked close enough. Her heart raced as she padded downstairs to the kitchen, the cool air making her skin pebble.

Mark was already there, shirtless, pouring coffee. Fuck, he looked good. Sweatpants hanging low on his hips, revealing that V-line that made her mouth water. His chest was dusted with dark hair, muscles rippling as he moved. He turned when he heard her, a smile breaking across his face.

"Morning, birthday girl," he said, his voice gravelly from sleep. He set down his mug and pulled her into a hug. Tabitha melted against him, inhaling his scent—soap and something distinctly male. Her breasts pressed against his bare chest, and she swore she felt a twitch in his pants.

"Morning, Daddy," she replied, her voice sweet but with an edge she hoped he'd notice. She lingered in the hug a second too long, her hands sliding down his back just a bit.

He pulled back, chuckling. "Eighteen already? Feels like yesterday you were begging for piggyback rides."

Tabitha laughed, stepping away to grab a bowl for cereal. "Yeah, well, I'm all grown up now. No more piggybacks... unless you want to carry me somewhere else." She winked, pouring milk, her robe gaping slightly to show a hint of cleavage.

Mark raised an eyebrow, sipping his coffee. "Watch it, kiddo. You're gonna give your old man a heart attack with talk like that."

She leaned against the counter, crossing her arms under her breasts to push thTabitha up. "Old man? Please. You look so strong, Daddy—bet you could pin anyone down." The words hung in the air, innocent on the surface but loaded with meaning. Her pussy throbbed again, rTabithaTabithabering her morning session.

He paused, his eyes flicking down for a split second before meeting hers. "Tabitha..."

"What?" she said, batting her lashes. "Just saying. Mom's lucky to have a guy like you. All those muscles." She reached out, trailing a finger along his bicep casually. "Feel like steel."

Mark cleared his throat, stepping back to grab the newspaper. "Thanks, I guess. Gym's been good to me. So, any big plans for today? Party with friends?"

Tabitha shrugged, spooning cereal into her mouth. "Maybe later. Right now, I just want a quiet day at home. With you." She let her foot brush against his under the table as she sat down.

He sat across from her, unfolding the paper. "Sounds good. I took the day off to celebrate with you. Your mom's got a double shift, so it's just us."

Just us. The words sent a shiver down her spine. Perfect for phase one of her plan: subtle flashing. She'd "accidentally" let her robe slip open later, maybe while reaching for something high up. Let him see her panties, see how wet she was for him. If that didn't get a reaction, she'd amp it up.

As they ate, the conversation flowed naturally—talking about her college applications, his latest job site stories. But Tabitha's mind was elsewhere, racing with raunchy thoughts. She imagined dropping her spoon on purpose, bending over to pick it up, her ass in the air. Would he stare? Would he grab her?

"Earth to Tabitha," Mark said, snapping her out of it. "You okay? You look a little flushed."

She smiled, feeling the heat in her cheeks—and between her legs. "Yeah, just excited about being eighteen. Means I can do all sorts of adult things now."

He nodded, but there was a flicker in his eyes. Curiosity? Desire? She hoped so.

After breakfast, Tabitha helped clear the dishes, making sure to brush against him at the sink. Her hip against his thigh, her arm grazing his. Each touch was electric, her body screaming for more. "Oops, sorry," she murmured, but she wasn't sorry at all.

"No problTabitha," he replied, his voice a tad huskier. Or was she imagining it?

As he headed to the living room to watch some TV, Tabitha lingered in the kitchen, her plan solidifying. She'd wait until he was relaxed, then "forget" to tie her robe properly. Walk in front of him, let it fall open just enough to show her lace-covered mound. Maybe even touch herself subtly, see if he noticed.

Her clit ached at the thought. She was dripping again, the panties sticking to her. Fuck, this was going to be a long, teasing day. But worth it. By tonight, she wanted Mark's hands on her for real, his cock buried deep, claiming what she'd been saving for him.

Tabitha took a deep breath, steeling herself. Game on, Daddy.


Chapter 2: Subtle Teases

Tabitha's pulse raced as she watched Mark settle into the living room couch, rTabithaote in hand, flipping through channels. The morning sun streamed in, casting a warm glow over his shirtless form. Those sweatpants did nothing to hide the outline of his thighs—or what might be stirring between thTabitha if she played her cards right. She bit her lip, her body still buzzing from her earlier orgasm. But that was just the appetizer. Time to turn up the heat.

She dashed back upstairs, heart pounding, and rummaged through her drawer for the perfect outfit. Tiny shorts—denim cutoffs that barely covered her ass cheeks, the kind that rode up with every step. She paired thTabitha with a white crop top, thin and clingy, no bra underneath. Her nipples, still sensitive from her self-play, poked against the fabric like little peaks begging to be noticed. She twisted in the mirror, admiring how the shorts hugged her curves, the seam pressing right against her slit. One wrong move, and she'd be flashing more than intended.

"Fuck, I look hot," she murmured to herself, running a hand over her ass. In her mind, Mark's hands were there instead, squeezing, spanking. "Bend over for me, Tabitha. Show Daddy that tight little ass." Her clit throbbed at the fantasy, a fresh wave of wetness soaking her panties. She was ready.

Descending the stairs, she called out casually, "Hey, Mark, mind if I join you? Nothing good on Netflix at school friends' houses anyway."

He glanced up, his eyes widening just a fraction before he schooled his expression. "Sure, kiddo. Come on in. SportsCenter's on, but we can change it."

Tabitha sauntered over, exaggerating the sway of her hips. She plopped down next to him—close, too close for a stepdad and daughter, her bare thigh brushing his. The contact sent sparks through her. "Sports? Boring. Let's watch something fun. Like that action movie you like—the one with the hot chase scenes."

Mark chuckled, handing her the rTabithaote. "Alright, you pick. Just no chick flicks."

As she leaned forward to grab it, her crop top rode up, exposing the small of her back. She felt his gaze on her, heavy and lingering. Good. She scrolled through options slowly, pretending to debate, all while shifting so her shorts hiked up further. The denim dug into her, rubbing her clit just right. She suppressed a moan, her thoughts filthy: Imagine if he reached over, slipped his hand down the back of these shorts, found how wet I am. "You're soaking for me, aren't you? My naughty girl."

"What about this one?" she asked, selecting a thriller. But really, the movie didn't matter. It was background noise for her real show.

They settled in, the plot unfolding on screen, but Tabitha's focus was on him. She stretched her arms overhead, arching her back so her tits thrust forward, nipples hardening under the thin top. "Mmm, this couch is comfy," she said, her voice a purr.

Mark shifted, crossing his legs. Was that a bulge forming? She hoped so. "Yeah, your mom picked it out."

Tabitha turned toward him, tucking her legs under her, which made her shorts pull even tighter. "Mom's got good taste—in furniture and men." She grinned, trailing her fingers along her thigh absentmindedly. "You're looking extra fit lately. Been hitting the weights hard?"

He cleared his throat, eyes darting to the TV. "Trying to stay in shape. Gotta keep up with you young folks."

"Young folks? I'm eighteen now, rTabithaTabithaber? Practically ancient." She laughed, then "accidentally" knocked over her water glass from the side table. The liquid splashed across her top, soaking the white fabric instantly. It turned transparent, clinging to her skin, her pink nipples visible through the wet material. "Oh shit! Oops, got all wet."

Mark's eyes snapped to her chest, widening. He grabbed a throw blanket nearby. "Here, dry off with this."

But Tabitha didn't take it right away. Instead, she stood up, facing him, letting the water drip down her stomach. Her shorts absorbed some, the denim darkening at the crotch. Fuck, she was throbbing now, her clit begging for friction. "Wanna help dry me off?" she asked, her tone playful but laced with heat. She wiped a hand across her chest, smearing the water, making her nipples even more prominent.

"Tabitha..." His voice was rough, a warning, but his gaze lingered. He tossed the blanket at her gently. "Cover up. You're gonna catch a cold."

She caught it but draped it over her shoulders loosely, not hiding much. "Come on, it's hot in here anyway. And it's just us." She bent down to pick up the glass, turning so her ass was right in his face. The shorts rode up, exposing the bottom curves of her cheeks, the black lace of her panties peeking out. She lingered there, pretending to wipe up the spill on the floor. Her pussy clenched, imagining him grabbing her hips, yanking down the shorts, and burying his face between her legs. "Lick it up, Daddy. Taste how sweet I am."

Straightening slowly, she turned back, her face flushed—not from Tabithabarrassment, but arousal. "All better now." She sat down again, closer this time, her wet top brushing his arm. The chill made her shiver, but it was nothing compared to the heat pooling between her thighs.

Mark adjusted his position, grabbing a pillow to place on his lap. Hiding something? Tabitha's inner slut cheered. "You okay over there?" she teased.

"Fine," he muttered, focusing on the screen. But his jaw was tight, knuckles white on the rTabithaote.

The movie droned on, but Tabitha wasn't done. She "stretched" again, letting out a soft moan that could pass for fatigue. "God, my back's killing me from all that birthday excitTabithaent. You give great massages, right? Mom always says so."

He shot her a look. "Not now, Tabitha. Watch the movie."

"Please? Just my shoulders." She turned her back to him, scooting closer. Her ass nearly in his lap now. "Come on, Daddy. Make your girl feel good."

There was a pause, then his hands—those big, rough hands—landed on her shoulders. He kneaded gently at first, thumbs digging into her muscles. Tabitha bit her lip hard, stifling a real moan. It felt incredible, but she wanted more. She arched into his touch, pushing her ass back subtly. "Mmm, harder. Right there."

His grip tightened, fingers brushing the straps of her top. "You're tense," he observed, voice low.

"Yeah, lots of... pent-up stuff." She wiggled a bit, feeling the pillow shift. Was he hard? God, she hoped so. Her mind raced: If I turn around now, straddle him, grind on that cock... "Feel how hard you make me, baby. Ride it like the slut you are."

But she played it cool, letting the massage continue. His hands ventured lower, to her mid-back, exposed by the crop top. Skin on skin. Electric. Her panties were ruined, slick with need. She could smell her own arousal—musky, fTabithainine. Did he notice?

"Alright, that's enough," Mark said abruptly, pulling away. He stood up, adjusting his sweatpants. Yep, definite tent there. "Gonna grab a beer. Want anything?"

Tabitha turned, eyes wide and innocent. "Just water. But make it cold—I'm still all hot and bothered from that spill."

He grunted and headed to the kitchen. Tabitha flopped back on the couch, a triumphant smile on her face. Phase one: success. He'd looked, he'd touched, and he was affected. Her clit pulsed, dTabithaanding attention, but she resisted touching herself. Save it for him.

When he returned, beer in one hand, water in the other, she took the glass with a sultry "Thanks, Daddy." She sipped slowly, letting a drop trail down her chin, wiping it with her finger and sucking it clean. His eyes followed the motion.

The rest of the morning blurred into more teasing—crossing and uncrossing her legs, "accidentally" dropping things to bend over, brushing against him every chance. By lunch, the tension was thick, palpable. Tabitha's body was a live wire, every nerve ending screaming for release.

In the kitchen, prepping sandwiches, she reached for a high shelf, standing on tiptoes. Her shorts pulled taut, ass on full display. "Can't... quite... reach," she whined.

Mark sighed, coming up behind her. Close. His body heat radiated. "Here." He grabbed the plate, his front brushing her back. She pushed back just enough to feel his hardness against her ass.

"Oops," she giggled. "Tight fit in here."

He stepped away quickly, but not before she felt him throb. "Yeah. Eat up. Then maybe you should change into something... less revealing."

Tabitha pouted, but inside, she was ecstatic. "Why? Don't you like it?"

"It's fine," he said gruffly. "Just... be careful."

Oh, she would be. Careful to push him right over the edge. As they ate, her mind plotted the next move: leaving her door ajar while changing. Let him peek. Let him want.

The day was young, and her pussy was aching for what was coming.


Chapter 3: Building Tension

Tabitha's heart hammered in her chest as she finished her sandwich, the kitchen air thick with unspoken heat. Mark was avoiding her eyes now, focusing intently on his plate like it held the secrets of the universe. She could see the tension in his shoulders, the way his jaw clenched every time she shifted in her seat. Her little "accidents" were working— the wet top, the ass displays, the subtle grinds. He was cracking, and it made her pussy ache with victory. But she needed more. She needed him to snap.

" Lunch was great, Daddy," she said, standing up and stretching again, her crop top lifting to show her toned stomach. The wet spot had dried mostly, but her nipples were still hard, poking insistently. She cleared the plates, making sure to lean over the table right in front of him, her tits nearly brushing his arm. "You're such a good provider."

Mark mumbled something about it being no big deal, but his voice was strained. He pushed back from the table, grabbing his Tabithapty beer bottle. "Gonna take a quick shower. Sweaty from earlier."

Tabitha's mind lit up like fireworks. A shower? Him naked, water cascading over those muscles? Perfect opportunity. "Okay, I'll just tidy up here. Then maybe I'll change into something comfier upstairs."

He nodded, heading toward the stairs without another word. She watched his ass in those sweatpants, imagining sinking her teeth into it. Fuck, she was soaked. Her shorts were clinging uncomfortably, her clit swollen from all the teasing. As soon as he disappeared upstairs, she slipped a hand down the front, rubbing herself through the denim. "Mmm, soon," she whispered. "Gonna make you eat this pussy, Daddy."

She gave it a few minutes, hearing the water turn on in the master bathroom. Mom's room— their room. The thought of fucking him in there later sent a thrill through her. But first, phase two: the peek. She crept upstairs, her bare feet silent on the carpet. Her bedroom was right across from theirs, door slightly ajar already from this morning. Perfect.

Tabitha slipped inside, leaving the door cracked about six inches— enough for a good view if he wandered by. She stripped off her crop top slowly, facing the mirror but angled toward the door. Her tits bounced free, full and perky, nipples begging for his mouth. She cupped thTabitha, pinching the peaks, gasping softly. "Look at these, Mark. All for you."

Next, the shorts. She hooked her thumbs in the waistband, shimmying thTabitha down her hips, bending over to step out. Her ass in the air, black lace panties wedged between her cheeks. She stayed bent a moment, spreading her legs slightly, imagining his eyes on her. In her fantasy, he'd push the door open, drop to his knees behind her. "Spread wider, baby girl. Let Daddy see that wet cunt."

Her panties were drenched, the lace transparent where her juices had soaked through. She peeled thTabitha off, strings of arousal clinging to the fabric. Naked now, she stood, running her hands over her body. Smooth shaved pussy, lips puffy and glistening. She dipped a finger between thTabitha, coating it in her slickness, then brought it to her mouth, sucking it clean. "Taste me, Daddy. Bet you'd love how sweet I am."

The shower was still running, but she heard movTabithaent— him stepping out? Her pulse spiked. She grabbed a fresh outfit from her drawer: a skimpy sundress, no underwear. But she took her time, "forgetting" to close the door fully. She sat on the edge of her bed, legs parted toward the crack, and let her hand wander back down. Just a little touch, to keep the edge.

Circling her clit slowly, she moaned quietly, eyes on the door. Fantasies flooded her: Mark bursting in, towel around his waist, cock tenting it. He'd drop the towel, revealing his thick shaft, veiny and hard. "You've been teasing me all day, slut. Now you're gonna take this dick." He'd push her back on the bed, bury his face between her thighs. His tongue lapping at her folds, sucking her clit like a starving man. "Cum on my face, Tabitha. Drench Daddy."

She plunged two fingers inside herself, thrusting, the wet squelch audible. Her other hand twisted her nipple, pulling hard. "Yes, eat me out. Make me scream." Her hips bucked, chasing the build, but she stopped short. Not yet. Save the orgasm for him.

The shower shut off. Footsteps in the hall. Tabitha froze, her fingers still buried deep, legs spread. Come on, look. Peek. She held her breath.

The footsteps paused outside her door. She could see a shadow— him hesitating. Her pussy clenched around her fingers, a fresh gush of wetness. "That's it," she thought. "See what you've been missing."

Then, a soft knock. "Tabitha? You decent?"

She yanked her hand free, crossing her legs casually, but not covering up fully. "Yeah, come in!"

The door creaked open wider, and Mark poked his head in, hair damp, a fresh t-shirt and jeans on. His eyes landed on her naked form for a split second before he averted thTabitha. "Oh— shit, sorry! I thought—"

Tabitha laughed, standing up slowly, not rushing to cover. She grabbed the sundress from the bed, holding it in front of her loosely. "It's okay, Daddy. Nothing you haven't seen before... well, maybe not like this." She let the dress drop a bit, exposing one breast. "I've been thinking about you a lot lately, Stepdad— naughty things."

His face flushed, Adam's apple bobbing as he swallowed. "Tabitha, put some clothes on. This isn't— we can't—"

"Can't what?" she challenged, stepping closer, the dress still not on. Her body was on fire, nipples aching, pussy dripping down her thigh. "I'm eighteen now. An adult. And I know you've been looking today."

He backed up a step, but his eyes dipped again, tracing her curves. "You're my stepdaughter. This is wrong."

"But it feels right, doesn't it?" She reached out, touching his arm. "I saw how hard you got earlier. When I bent over. When I got wet."

Mark jerked away, but not before she felt the heat radiating from him. "Stop this. Now. I'm going downstairs."

He turned and fled, the door slamming behind him. Tabitha grinned, slipping the sundress on— no panties, no bra. The fabric was light, clinging to her damp skin. She could feel her arousal cooling on her inner thighs. Close. So fucking close.

Downstairs, she found him in the living room again, TV on but staring blankly. She sat next to him, closer than before, her dress riding up to show miles of thigh. "Sorry if I made you uncomfortable," she said, her tone anything but apologetic. Natural banter to ease him back in. "Just changing. Door must've been open."

"Yeah," he grunted. "Be more careful."

"I will. But hey, what's on? Another game?"

They fell into watching, but the air crackled. Tabitha crossed her legs, the motion making her dress hike higher. No panties— if he looked, he'd see her bare pussy. She shifted, "accidentally" letting her hand brush his thigh. "Oops."

He tensed but didn't move away. Progress.

As the afternoon wore on, she amped the flirty talk. "You know, Mom's always saying how lucky she is to have you. But I think I'm the lucky one. Having a hot stepdad like you around."

"Tabitha..."

"What? It's true. All my friends think you're sexy. They joke about it, but I... well, I've thought about it too." She leaned in, whispering, "Naughty things. Like what you'd feel like inside me."

He stood abruptly. "Enough. I'm going to mow the lawn. You stay inside."

Tabitha watched him go, a smirk on her lips. Running? Cute. But she knew he was hooked. Her fantasies replayed: him eating her out, tongue deep in her folds, fingers curling to hit her G-spot. "Scream for me, baby. Cum all over Daddy's face."

She slipped upstairs again, to her room. Door ajar, just in case. Lying on the bed, she spread her legs under the dress, fingers diving back in. Thrusting, rubbing, building. But again, she edged, stopping before release. The tension was delicious, mirroring the one downstairs.

By late afternoon, Mark came back in, sweaty and grass-stained. Tabitha was in the kitchen, "prepping" snacks— bending over the fridge, ass out. "Thirsty?" she asked innocently.

He grabbed a water, chugging it. His eyes lingered on her legs. "Yeah."

The banter continued through the evening, flirty edges sharpening. Dinner was takeout, eaten on the couch. Tabitha "spilled" sauce on her dress, wiping it slowly, pulling the neckline down to "clean" her cleavage. "Messy me."

Mark's restraint was fraying. She could see it in his darkened eyes, the way he shifted constantly. Her pussy throbbed in rhythm with her heartbeat, ready for the break.

As night fell, Mom still at work, Tabitha knew it was time to push harder. "I'm heading to bed early. Birthday tuck-in, Daddy?"

He hesitated. "Sure."

Upstairs, door ajar again. Game on.


Chapter 4: The Breaking Point

Tabitha's nerves were electric as she climbed the stairs, her sundress swishing against her bare thighs. No panties meant every step sent a teasing breeze against her slick folds, keeping her on the edge. She'd been building this all day— the flashes, the touches, the flirty words. And now, with Mom still at work and the house quiet, it was time to force Mark's hand. Literally, if she played it right.

In her room, she left the door ajar, just like before— wide enough for him to see everything if he came for that "tuck-in." The bedside lamp cast a soft glow, illuminating her bed like a stage. She grabbed her phone, scrolling to a hidden folder of photos she'd snuck of him over the years. Shirtless at the pool, working in the yard, even one from last week where he was fresh out of the shower, towel low on his hips. That V-line... fuck.

She propped the phone up on her pillow, the screen showing his image large and clear. "Come on, Daddy," she whispered, hiking up her dress to her waist. Her pussy was exposed, lips swollen and glistening from the day's teasing. She spread her legs wide, knees bent, feet planted on the mattress. One hand trailed down her stomach, fingers dipping into her wetness. "See what you've done to me?"

She started slow, circling her clit with slick fingers, her breath hitching. The fantasies poured in: Mark pinning her down, his rough hands spreading her thighs wider. "Look at this pretty little cunt, all wet for me." He'd slap it lightly, making her jolt, then dive in with his tongue.

Tabitha moaned softly, picking up speed. She plunged two fingers inside, thrusting in and out, the wet sounds echoing in the room. Her other hand pushed the dress straps down, freeing her tits. She pinched a nipple hard, twisting it. "Yes, Daddy... fuck me with your fingers first. Stretch me for that big cock."

Her hips bucked, chasing the rhythm. She was loud now, not holding back— moans turning to whimpers, then cries. "Mark... oh god, Mark, I need you inside me. Pound my tight pussy." The photo stared back, his serious expression fueling her fire. She imagined him watching for real, stroking himself, unable to resist.

Footsteps in the hall. She didn't stop— if anything, she amped it up. "Daddy, please... make me cum." Her fingers curled, hitting that spot inside, her clit throbbing under her thumb.

The door creaked open wider. Mark stood there, frozen, eyes wide as they locked on her writhing form. "Tabitha? What the—"

She met his gaze, not missing a beat. Her fingers kept pumping, juices coating her hand. "Don't stop me, Daddy. Watch. This is for you."

He stepped inside, shutting the door behind him with a click that sounded like fate sealing. His face was a storm— shock, anger, and something darker, hungrier. "What the hell are you doing? And with my picture?"

Tabitha slowed her thrusts but didn't stop, spreading her legs wider for him. "Fantasizing about you. Like I have for years. Turning eighteen means I don't have to hide it anymore." She pulled her fingers out, holding thTabitha up, glistening. "Taste? It's all because of you."

Mark's chest heaved, his jeans tenting obviously now. He crossed the room in two strides, towering over her bed. "This is fucked up, Tabitha. I'm your stepdad."

"But you want it too. I saw how you looked at me today. How hard you got." She sat up on her knees, facing him, dress bunched around her waist, tits out. "Touch me. Please."

He hesitated, fists clenched at his sides. Then, like a dam breaking, he grabbed her wrist, the one slick with her arousal, and brought her fingers to his mouth. He sucked thTabitha clean, tongue swirling, eyes never leaving hers. "You taste like trouble, little girl."

Tabitha shivered, a mini-orgasm rippling through her from the contact alone. "Then punish me, Daddy. I've been such a bad girl, teasing you all day."

His free hand shot out, grabbing her by the throat gently but firmly, pushing her back onto the bed. "You have no idea what you're asking for." He released her neck, trailing down to her tits, squeezing one roughly. "These have been driving me crazy. Parading around half-naked."

She arched into his touch, moaning. "Spank me for it. Make my ass red."

Mark's eyes darkened. He flipped her over effortlessly, onto her stomach, yanking the dress up over her hips. Her bare ass was exposed, cheeks quivering in anticipation. "You want punishment? Fine." His palm came down hard on one cheek, the slap echoing. Heat bloomed instantly, a sharp sting that made her pussy clench.

"Yes! Harder!" she cried, pushing her ass up.

He obliged, spanking the other cheek, then alternating— firm, rhythmic slaps that left her skin tingling and red. Each one sent jolts straight to her clit. "You dirty little girl, moaning my name? Fingering that wet pussy to my photo?" His voice was gravelly, laced with lust.

Tabitha buried her face in the pillow, muffling her screams. "I'm your slut, Daddy. Spank me till I beg."

He paused, rubbing the reddened flesh, his fingers dipping lower to brush her soaked entrance. "So fucking wet. You've been dripping all day, haven't you?" He teased her folds, circling her hole without entering.

"Please... finger me," she whimpered, grinding back against his hand.

Mark chuckled darkly. "Beg properly."

"Please, Daddy, shove your fingers in my tight cunt. Make me cum on thTabitha."

"Good girl." He plunged two thick fingers inside her without warning, stretching her more than her own had. She gasped, walls fluttering around the intrusion. He pumped thTabitha deep, curling to hit her G-spot with each thrust. His other hand resumed spanking, lighter now, syncing with his fingers.

"Oh fuck, yes! Right there!" Tabitha's body shook, the dual sensations overwhelming. The slaps made her ass burn deliciously, while his fingers fucked her relentlessly, the wet squelches obscene.

"You're so tight, baby. Virgin pussy just for me?" He added a third finger, scissoring thTabitha, stretching her further.

"Yes, all yours. No one's touched me but you now." She rocked back, meeting his thrusts, her tits bouncing against the bed.

Mark leaned down, his breath hot on her ear. "You planned this, didn't you? Teasing me till I broke."

"Guilty," she panted. "Now make me pay."

He pulled his fingers out abruptly, making her whine. "On your back. Spread those legs wide. Show me that wet pussy."

Tabitha flipped over eagerly, legs splaying open. Her ass stung against the sheets, heightening everything. Mark knelt between her thighs, his fingers glistening as he brought thTabitha to her clit, rubbing in tight circles. "Look at you, all puffy and ready. Begging for it."

She watched him, his face intense, jeans strained by his erection. "Finger-fuck me hard, Daddy. Make me squirt."

He smirked, slamming his fingers back inside— three this time, pounding her G-spot mercilessly. His thumb pressed her clit, rolling it. "Cum for me, slut. Soak my hand."

The pressure built fast, her body coiling tight. The spanks had sensitized her, every nerve alive. "I'm gonna— oh god!"

Her orgasm crashed over her, pussy spasming around his fingers. She squirted, juices gushing out in arcs, drenching his arm and the bed. "Fuck, Daddy! Yes!"

Mark didn't stop, milking every wave, his eyes hungry. "That's it, baby girl. Give it all to me."

As she came down, panting, he withdrew his fingers, licking thTabitha clean again. "Sweet as honey. But we're not done."

Tabitha reached for his jeans, fumbling with the zipper. "Let me taste you now."

He caught her hand, pinning it above her head. "Not yet. Bedroom— my bedroom. I want you spread out where I can really take my time."

Her heart raced. The master bedroom? Where he slept with Mom? Taboo perfection. She nodded, legs shaky as he pulled her up.

They stumbled across the hall, his hand on her ass, squeezing the tender flesh. Inside, he shoved her onto the king-sized bed, the sheets cool against her heated skin. "Now, let's see how much more you can take."

Tabitha's body hummed, ready for whatever came next. The breaking point? They'd shattered it. And she couldn't wait for the fallout.


Chapter 5: First Surrender

Tabitha's body trTabithabled with aftershocks from her squirting orgasm as Mark hauled her into the master bedroom, his grip firm on her arm. The room smelled like her mom's perfume mixed with his musky scent—a forbidden cocktail that made her pussy clench in anticipation. He shoved her onto the massive king bed, the sheets rumpling under her weight. Her sundress was still bunched around her waist, tits exposed, ass stinging from the spanks. She felt deliciously used already, but this was just the beginning.

Mark stood at the foot of the bed, eyes raking over her like she was his personal fuck toy. His jeans were strained, the outline of his cock thick and promising. "Strip that dress off completely," he ordered, his voice low and commanding. "I want you naked, spread out for me."

Tabitha complied eagerly, shimmying out of the fabric and tossing it aside. She lay back, legs parting instinctively, her shaved pussy on full display—lips puffy, clit peeking out, still slick from her cum. "Like this, Daddy? All bare and ready for you?"

He nodded, unbuttoning his shirt slowly, revealing his chiseled chest dusted with hair. "Fuck, you're perfect. That tight little body—been driving me insane all day." He kicked off his shoes, then unzipped his jeans, shoving thTabitha down along with his boxers. His cock sprang free, thick and veiny, the head already glistening with pre-cum. It was bigger than she'd imagined—easily eight inches, girthy enough to make her mouth water and her pussy ache.

"Oh god, it's huge," she breathed, sitting up on her elbows to stare. "I want to taste it. Let me suck you, please."

Mark stepped closer, fisting his shaft, stroking it lazily. "You think you can handle this, baby girl? It's gonna stretch that pretty mouth."

Tabitha nodded, scooting to the edge of the bed, her face level with his cock. She licked her lips, inhaling his scent—salty, masculine. "I want to choke on it. Use my throat like a pussy."

He groaned, tangling a hand in her hair, guiding her forward. "Open wide, slut. Show Daddy how bad you want it."

She parted her lips, tongue out, and he fed her the head first. It was hot, velvety, the pre-cum bitter-sweet on her taste buds. She swirled her tongue around it, sucking gently, then took more, inch by inch. Her jaw stretched, cheeks hollowing as she bobbed her head. "Mmm," she hummed, the vibration making him twitch.

"Fuck, that's good," Mark growled, his hips thrusting shallowly. "Deeper. Take it all."

Tabitha relaxed her throat, pushing forward until her nose brushed his pubic hair. She gagged slightly, tears pricking her eyes, but it only turned her on more. Saliva dripped from her mouth, coating his balls as she pulled back, gasping, then dove in again. Sloppy, wet sounds filled the room—her sucking him like a pro, even though it was her first time.

"Look at you, choking on my cock like a greedy whore," he said, tightening his grip on her hair. "Spit on it. Make it messy."

She pulled off with a pop, spitting a thick string of saliva onto his shaft, then stroking him with her hand while licking the underside. "Tastes so good, Daddy. Your big dick in my mouth—I've dreamed about this."

Mark's free hand reached down, pinching her nipple hard. "Keep sucking. Play with my balls too."

Tabitha obeyed, cupping his heavy sac, rolling thTabitha gently while bobbing faster. Her other hand slipped between her legs, rubbing her clit in time with her sucks. She was dripping again, the bed wet beneath her. "Mmmph," she moaned around him, the vibrations sending shudders through his body.

"You're a natural cocksucker," he praised, fucking her face now, hips snapping. "Gonna cum down your throat soon. Swallow every drop, baby—be my good slut."

The words sent her over the edge. She fingered herself furiously, her moans muffled by his cock. Another orgasm built quick, her walls clenching around her fingers. But she focused on him, sucking harder, tongue flicking the sensitive underside.

Mark's breaths came ragged. "Fuck, here it comes. Swallow it all!"

He thrust deep, holding her head in place as he erupted. Hot ropes of cum shot down her throat, thick and salty. Tabitha swallowed greedily, milking him with her mouth, not spilling a drop. Some overflowed, trickling down her chin, but she licked it up, savoring the taste.

"Good girl," he panted, pulling out slowly. His cock was still sTabithai-hard, glistening with her spit. "You took it like a champ."

Tabitha wiped her mouth, grinning up at him, her voice hoarse. "Your cum tastes amazing. I want more later."

Mark pushed her back onto the bed, climbing over her. "Your turn now. Spread those legs wide—let Daddy eat that sweet pussy."

She did, hooking her arms under her knees to open herself fully. Her pussy was a mess—swollen, dripping, clit throbbing visibly. "Please, tongue me. Make me squirt again."

He settled between her thighs, his breath hot on her sensitive skin. "Look at this pretty cunt. All pink and wet for me." He dragged his tongue flat from her asshole to her clit in one long lick, making her buck. "Tastes like heaven. Sweeter than your mom."

The taboo words made her moan louder. "Eat me, Daddy. Fuck me with your tongue."

Mark dove in, no teasing. His tongue plunged into her hole, thrusting deep, lapping up her juices. He sucked her inner lips, nibbling gently, then focused on her clit—circling it, flicking it with the tip. "So fucking responsive," he murmured against her, the vibrations intense.

Tabitha's hands flew to his hair, pulling him closer. "Yes! Right there—suck my clit harder!"

He obliged, sealing his lips around the nub, sucking rhythmically while shoving two fingers back inside her. He curled thTabitha, stroking her G-spot relentlessly. The combo was lethal—his mouth on her clit, fingers pounding that spot.

"Oh shit, I'm gonna cum already!" she cried, her body tensing.

Mark added a third finger, stretching her, his free hand reaching up to twist her nipple. "Squirt for me, baby. Drench my face."

The pressure built like a tidal wave. Tabitha's hips ground against his mouth, chasing it. "Daddy! Fuck—yes!"

She exploded, squirting hard, fluids gushing over his chin and chest. He kept sucking, fingers never stopping, prolonging the orgasm until she was a shaking mess. Waves crashed through her, pussy spasming wildly, soaking the sheets.

Finally, he pulled back, face shiny with her cum. He licked his lips, grinning. "You squirt like a fountain, slut. Love it."

Tabitha panted, body limp but still buzzing. "That was... incredible. Your tongue is magic."

Mark crawled up her body, kissing her deeply. She tasted herself on him—tangy, erotic. His cock was rock hard again, pressing against her thigh. "Ready for more? I want to feel that tight pussy around me."

She nodded, wrapping her legs around his waist. "Fuck me, Daddy. Take my virginity."

He positioned himself at her entrance, the head nudging her slick folds. "It's gonna hurt a bit at first, but you'll love it."

Tabitha braced, eager. "Do it. Stretch me with that big cock."

As he started to push in, she gasped at the fullness.


Chapter 6: Explosive Climax

Tabitha's breath came in short, needy gasps as Mark hovered over her, his massive cock poised at her entrance. The head nudged her slick folds, parting thTabitha slightly, teasing her with the promise of fullness. She was still buzzing from the oral onslaught—his cum lingering on her tongue, her pussy throbbing from his expert tongue-lashing. But this was it. The moment she'd fantasized about for years. Losing her virginity to her stepdad, right here in the bed he shared with her mom. The taboo thrill made her clit pulse harder.

"Fuck me, Daddy," she begged, her legs wrapped around his waist, heels digging into his ass to pull him closer. "I need that big cock inside me. Stretch my virgin pussy."

Mark's eyes were dark with lust, his muscles taut as he braced himself on his forearms. "You're so tight, baby girl. Gonna go slow at first—don't want to hurt you too much." He pushed forward an inch, the thick head breaching her, stretching her walls deliciously.

Tabitha winced at the burn, but it was mixed with pleasure, her body adjusting. "Oh shit, it's so big... keep going. I can take it."

He inched deeper, groaning as her heat enveloped him. "Fuck, you're like a vice. Squeezing me already." Another thrust, burying half his length. Her pussy clenched instinctively, juices coating him, easing the way.

"Yes! Deeper, Daddy—fill me up," she moaned, her nails raking down his back. The fullness was overwhelming, every vein on his shaft dragging against her sensitive inner walls.

Mark bottomed out with a final push, his balls slapping against her ass. He stilled, letting her adjust, his cock twitching inside her. "All in, slut. Feel that? Daddy's owning this cunt now."

Tabitha arched her back, tits pressing against his chest. "God, yes... it hurts so good. Move—fuck me hard."

He started slow, pulling out almost to the tip, then sliding back in with a deep thrust. Missionary position let her see his face—jaw clenched, eyes locked on hers. "Look at you, taking my dick like a pro. Your mom's never been this tight."

The dirty comparison sent a shiver through her. "Pound me harder than you do her. Make me your favorite fuck."

Mark growled, picking up speed. His hips snapped forward, deep thrusts that hit her cervix, making her cry out. The bed creaked under thTabitha, the wet slap of skin on skin filling the room. "This pussy's mine now. Gonna ruin you for anyone else."

Tabitha's hands roamed his body, squeezing his ass, pulling him deeper. Each thrust sent sparks through her, her clit grinding against his pubic bone. "Yes, ruin me! Fuck my tight hole—stretch it with that fat cock."

He leaned down, capturing her mouth in a brutal kiss, tongues tangling as he hammered into her. One hand slid between thTabitha, thumbing her clit in rough circles. "Cum on my dick, baby. Milk me with that virgin cunt."

The added stimulation pushed her close. Her walls fluttered around him, gripping tighter. "I'm gonna cum—oh fuck, Daddy!"

Her orgasm hit like lightning, pussy spasming wildly, juices squirting around his thrusting cock. "Yes! Squeeze me harder—fuck!"

Mark didn't slow, riding through her climax, his thrusts erratic now. "Good girl. So wet... gonna fill you soon."

As she came down, panting, he pulled out suddenly. "Flip over. Ass up—doggy style. I want to see that red ass while I pound you."

Tabitha scrambled onto her hands and knees, ass high, back arched. Her spanked cheeks burned, the handprints still visible. "Like this? Take me from behind, Daddy. Pull my hair."

Mark knelt behind her, slapping his cock against her ass before lining up. "Fucking perfect." He slammed in to the hilt in one go, making her scream. The angle was deeper, his cock hitting new spots.

"Oh god, yes! So deep—fuck me like a dog!" she wailed, pushing back to meet his thrusts.

He grabbed a fistful of her hair, yanking her head back, arching her further. "Take it, slut. This is what you wanted—Daddy railing your naughty pussy."

The hair-pulling added to the dominance, pain mixing with pleasure. His free hand smacked her ass again, reigniting the sting. "Your ass jiggles so nice when I spank it. Red and hot—just like your cunt."

Tabitha's tits swung with each pounding thrust, nipples grazing the sheets. "Harder! Pull my hair tighter—make it hurt!"

Mark obliged, tugging harder, his hips pistoning like a machine. "You love the pain, don't you? My little pain slut." He reached around, pinching her clit, rolling it between his fingers.

The combo—deep fucks, hair-pulling, clit play—built another orgasm fast. Her walls clenched rhythmically, milking him. "I'm cumming again—fuck, Daddy, don't stop!"

She shattered, pussy convulsing around his cock, squirting onto the bed. "Yes! Drench me, baby— so fucking hot."

Mark's rhythm faltered, his breaths ragged. "Gonna cum inside you. Fill that tight pussy with my load."

"Do it! Creampie me, Daddy—make me yours!" Tabitha begged, grinding back against him.

With a roar, he buried deep, holding her hips flush against his. Hot spurts of cum painted her insides, flooding her. "Take it all—every drop!"

Tabitha felt the warmth spreading, his cock pulsing as he Tabithaptied himself. "Fill me up, Daddy—make me drip with your cum."

He stayed inside her for a moment, both catching their breath, then pulled out slowly. Cum leaked from her stretched hole, trickling down her thighs. "Look at that—my creampie in your pussy. So filthy."

Tabitha collapsed onto her stomach, rolling over to face him with a satisfied grin. "That was... explosive. Your cock feels amazing."

Mark lay beside her, pulling her into his arms. "You're incredible, baby girl. But this... we can't tell anyone."

She snuggled closer, tracing patterns on his chest. "Our secret. But I want more. All the time."

He chuckled, kissing her forehead. "Greedy slut. We'll see."

As they basked in the afterglow, Tabitha's mind already raced to the future—more forbidden fucks, deeper taboos. But for now, she was his, marked inside and out.

Chapter 7: Secret Aftermath

Tabitha lay sprawled on the rumpled sheets of the master bed, her body a delicious ache from head to toe. Mark's cum leaked slowly from her freshly fucked pussy, a warm, sticky rTabithainder of the explosive climax they'd just shared. She could feel it trickling down her thighs, mixing with her own juices on the already soaked mattress. Her ass still burned from the spanks, her nipples tender from his rough pinches, and her throat a bit raw from sucking his thick cock. But fuck, it was worth it. Every filthy second.

Mark collapsed beside her, his chest heaving, sweat glistening on his muscled frame. He pulled her into his side, one arm draping possessively over her waist. "Holy shit, Tabitha," he murmured, his voice husky and spent. "That was... intense. You okay? I didn't hurt you too bad?"

She snuggled closer, pressing her tits against his side, her hand trailing lazily over his abs. "Hurt? Nah, Daddy—that was perfect. Your cock stretched me just right. I can still feel you inside me." She clenched her pussy experimentally, feeling the residual throb, a dribble of cum escaping. "Mmm, and your load... it's dripping out. So hot."

He chuckled, a deep rumble that vibrated through her. His hand slid down to cup her ass, squeezing the reddened cheek gently. "You're a mess, baby girl. My cum all over your thighs. Looks like I marked you good."

Tabitha propped herself up on one elbow, looking down at him with a wicked grin. Her hair was a tangled mess, lips swollen from their kisses. "Marked? Hell yeah. I'm yours now. No going back." She dipped her fingers between her legs, scooping up some of the leaking cum, then brought it to her mouth, sucking it clean with a moan. "Tastes like us. Salty and sweet."

Mark's eyes darkened, his cock twitching against her thigh—already stirring back to life. "Fuck, you're insatiable. Licking up my creampie like that? Dirty little slut."

"Only for you," she purred, leaning down to kiss him. Their tongues tangled lazily, sharing the flavor of their mixed essences. She pulled back, tracing his jaw with her finger. "I've wanted this forever, you know. Fantasizing about you since I was... well, younger. But now that I'm eighteen, it's real. And better than any dream."

He sighed, running a hand through his damp hair. "I shouldn't admit this, but... same here. You've been teasing me for months—hell, years. Those short skirts, bending over... I tried to ignore it, but fuck, you're gorgeous. Tight body, that sassy mouth. Your mom's great, but she's never fucked like you do."

The confession sent a thrill through her. "Really? You've thought about me too? Like, jerking off to me?"

Mark nodded, a sheepish grin crossing his face. "Guilty. In the shower, mostly. Picturing you on your knees, sucking me off just like you did. Or bending you over the kitchen counter, pounding that ass while your mom's at work."

Tabitha's pussy clenched at the image. "Oh god, that's hot. We should do that sometime. Fuck in every room—make the house ours." She straddled his thigh, grinding her slick folds against his skin, leaving a trail of wetness. "Tell me more. What else have you fantasized about?"

He groaned, his hands gripping her hips, guiding her subtle humps. "You riding me reverse cowgirl, that perky ass bouncing on my dick. Or tying you up, edging you till you beg. And... anal. Stretching that tight little hole with my cock."

Her eyes widened, arousal spiking. "Anal? Fuck, I'd let you. Train me for it—start with fingers, then plugs. Make me your anal whore." She rocked harder against his thigh, her clit catching friction. "And my fantasies? You eating me out under the dinner table while Mom's right there. Or sneaking into my room at night, fucking me quietly so she doesn't hear."

Mark's cock hardened fully now, pressing against her leg. "Risky shit. But damn, the thrill... we'd have to be careful. Your mom's shifts are long, but she comes home eventually."

Tabitha nodded, her breaths quickening as she humped his thigh faster. "Our secret. No one knows. But we can plot hookups—quickies in the garage, blowjobs in the car. Whenever she's out."

He flipped her onto her back suddenly, hovering over her again. "Like right now? She's still at work for hours." His fingers found her pussy, sliding through the mess of cum and arousal, circling her clit. "You're soaked again. Greedy cunt wants more?"

"Yes! Finger me while we talk dirty," she moaned, spreading her legs wide. "Tell me how you'll fuck me next time."

Mark plunged two fingers inside her, thrusting slow and deep, his thumb on her clit. "Next time, I'll make you ride me until you beg. Bounce on this dick like a good slut, tits jiggling, creaming all over me."

Tabitha bucked against his hand, her walls clenching. "Fuck yes—I'll grind on you, take every inch. Squeeze your cock with my pussy till you explode inside me again."

He added a third finger, stretching her sore hole. "And I'll spank that ass while you ride. Leave handprints so you feel me all day."

The dirty talk pushed her higher, her body coiling. "Oh god, Daddy—I'm close already. Keep going."

Mark leaned down, sucking a nipple into his mouth, biting gently. "After you cum, I'll flip you over, eat your ass. Tongue-fuck that hole till you're dripping, then slide in a finger. Prep you for my cock."

Tabitha's mind exploded with the image—his face buried between her cheeks, rimming her. "Yes! Rim me, Daddy—make me beg for your dick in my ass."

His fingers curled, hitting her G-spot relentlessly. "Cum for me, baby. Squirt on my hand again—show me how much you love our secrets."

She shattered, pussy spasming around his digits, juices gushing out in spurts. "Fuck! Yes, Daddy—our dirty secret!" Her body shook, waves of pleasure crashing through her, leaving her limp and panting.

Mark pulled his fingers free, licking thTabitha clean with a satisfied hum. "Good girl. Always so responsive."

Tabitha caught her breath, pulling him down for a kiss. "We have to do this more. Every chance."

He nodded, serious now. "But rules: No slipping up around your mom. Act normal. And... protection next time. Can't risk a creampie every fuck."

She pouted playfully. "But I love feeling you bare. Your hot cum filling me up." Then she grinned. "Fine, but sometimes? For the thrill."

Mark laughed, smacking her thigh lightly. "Negotiable. Now, shower? We're a mess."

They stumbled to the en-suite bathroom, the steam from the hot water filling the air. Under the spray, Tabitha dropped to her knees, taking his sTabithai-hard cock in her mouth again. "One more taste," she mumbled around him.

He groaned, leaning against the tile. "You really are addicted."

She sucked him sloppily, water cascading over thTabitha, until he was fully hard. Then she stood, turning to brace against the wall. "Fuck me quick—before Mom gets home."

Mark didn't hesitate, sliding into her from behind with a grunt. "Tight as ever." He pounded her steadily, the water making everything slicker, louder.

Tabitha pushed back, moaning. "Harder—leave me sore."

He obliged, one hand on her hip, the other reaching around to rub her clit. "Cum with me, slut."

They climaxed together, his load shooting deep inside her again—fuck the rules for now. "Take it," he growled.

Spent, they washed up properly, soaping each other with lingering touches. Back in the bedroom, they changed the sheets, erasing evidence.

As they dressed, Tabitha hugged him tight. "This is just the start, Daddy. Ongoing taboo bliss."

He kissed her forehead. "Damn right. Next time, you'll ride me until you beg."

She winked. "Or until you do."

With that, they headed downstairs, acting normal—just in time for Mom's key in the door. The secret burned between thTabitha, hot and promising.
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