

Copyright © 2025

by Eve Fontaine

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

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

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

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

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

this book is for you!


[image: ]

Come along for the ride:

Eve on Facebook

Facebook Private Group

Catch up on Insta!

Use my LINKTREE to get to me EVERYWHERE

https://linktr.ee/authorfontaine

Get notified of free books, bonus chapters, totally taboo

extras and new releases

GRAB THEM HERE!


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

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

may contain subject matter that is fiery hot and

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

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

highly inappropriate fantasy play and who knows what else.

Now, be a good girl and go have fun.


Chapter 1




I KNOW IT'S HER before I open the door.

Tap, tap, ta, tap, tap.

A smile ticks at the corner of my lip and a rush of blood pumps into my dick.

Tap, tap.

Wren has always knocked like she's bringing you a gift. Which, if she's the one knocking on my door, that's exactly what she's doing.

Except, it's after ten on a Thursday and something isn't right. I'm one bourbon down, doing Photoshop magic because the groom in fourteen ceremony shots blinked in every single one.

Other people's love stories…I record them. I retouch them, color-correct them, deliver them in leather-bound albums nobody opens after the first anniversary. I save the file I'm working on and nearly launch myself over the back of the chocolate brown oversized sofa Wren helped me pick out when I moved here after the official split with her mother.

The flood of forbidden feelings I've buried for too long claws straight up my throat.

She's standing on my porch in a green, cropped Eastern Michigan University sweatshirt and cutoffs that have no business on a body this late in October. Her lime green and pink polka dot duffel bag drags one shoulder low.

Her espresso-colored hair is shorter than I remember. It looks hand hacked to her jaw line, blunt bangs framing those ridiculous brown eyes that I don't miss are red-rimmed and swollen.

The porch light hits her from the left in a hard side-light, half her face blown out, the other half crushed in shadow.

She looks like a car wreck and a centerfold and a cheap bottle of tequila ready to convince you to make a lifetime of bad decisions in the blink of an eye.

"Wren." God, if she knew how many times I choked out her name while beating off... "What's wrong baby?"

"I didn't know where else to go."

She slips past me and her shoulder drags across my chest and the smell hits. I know it well. Pomegranate Sunrise from Bath and Body Works.

It's no longer in production, but I have a permanent search set up on eBay so whenever a bottle comes up for sale, I snag it. No discount, no haggling.

I paid two-hundred and seventy for the last one I bought. It's sitting in my hall closet along with another ten bottles I'll dole out to her for birthday, Easter, Halloween or because it's Tuesday.

Whatever my daughter wants, I'd get her.

Okay, step-daughter but before I married her mother, I had a talk with Wren. With a sperm donor of a father from a drunken bad decision her mother made one night at a concert without so much as a name, I told her, if she gave her blessing for me to join their family, I would never treat her less than my own flesh and blood.

My heart thuds against my sternum—blood rushing through every vein in my body. I fucking helped raise her, what kind of a sick bastard am I standing here rock hard and thinking of that night I had her under me. Unconscious.

I traced her lips with my tongue, used her body for my wicked pleasure. Sure, there was fabric between us, and she was eighteen but I'm still a bastard for thinking about turning all her holes into my own personal cum receptacles.

She drops the duffel and hugs herself in the middle of my living room, shaking as my dick seeps cum down my fucking leg, and I shut the door and silently recite all the reasons I need to keep my hands to myself.

I'm her mother's ex-husband. Forty-four years old. A man with no business noticing that her shorts are frayed high enough to show the crease where thigh meets hip. That her sweatshirt is thin enough to confirm she skipped a bra.

"Sit down." My hand finds the small of her back. The cropped sweatshirt's ridden up and my palm lands on bare skin and the jolt locks my jaw shut as I guide her to the couch, letting go is like trying to release a live two-twenty line. "I know you're not old enough, but it looks like you need a drink."

I pour a finger of bourbon for both of us but it's mostly me that needs it. The bottle clinks against the rim of the skull shaped crystal rocks tumblers she gave me for Christmas last year.

One of the best gifts I've ever received.

Although, I'd say that about every gift she's given me since she was ten years old when her mother and I married and she gave me that horrible Looney Tunes tie for a wedding present.

It only took a few months before the marriage hit the skids like I knew deep down it would. It was a weird time in my life. Just out of the Navy, drifting. My parents had both passed within six months of each other while I was deployed.

They left me their house and it felt so fucking empty. No matter how much I renovated it, hung out with my friends, told myself I didn't need someone, I couldn't help but want what they had.

Love. And passion although the latter I tried to pretend I didn't notice, but it was always there. They met at a school dance when my dad was eighteen and mom was sixteen. Back then, sixteen wasn't considered illegal and they were married by the end of that summer and spent the next fifty-six years as happy as any couple I ever knew.

So, in my idiocy, I figured, if they could carve out a happy life after knowing each other for a couple months, why couldn't I? Turns out, there's a huge fucking 'X' factor involved in love and marriage and Wren's mother and I did not have that going for us.

The faded anchor on my left forearm catches the light. My tattoos fascinated Wren from the moment we met. I still remember how she used to trace them with her index finger when we'd sit and watch Lilo & Stitch over and fucking over.

When I bring her the glass, she wraps both hands around it with a fake smile, sips and winces.

"What happened?" I ask on my own stinging swallow of the alcohol, trying not to focus on my daughter's nipples that are clearly hard under the fabric of the sweatshirt.

She's just cold asshole, don't flatter yourself.

She looks up at me from the couch. Those brown eyes draped by those horribly cut bangs. "Dylan cheated."

Dylan.

Hatred boiled inside me at the first sight of him on her Instagram. I told myself it was protective fatherly instinct. It took every ounce of my control not to wait for him outside that shitty off campus apartment of his and take him for a ride to the train station so to speak.

"I should have called Mom but I can't — " She presses her lips together. "He cheated because I wouldn't — " She stares into the bourbon as my cock pulses and I hate myself for salivating thinking how sweet her pussy will taste. How, if I get my mouth on her, I'll take my fucking time.

Fuck, I take a deep breath and try to stay on track.

"Wouldn't what?"

Her jaw tightens. "He'd grab my hair and try to shove my face into the pillow. Tell me to be good." She says it with a curl of her lip. "And when I didn't go along with it, he told me I was frigid." The flush starts at her cheeks, crawls down her throat, disappears under the neckline. "And it's not that I didn't — like, the idea wasn't — I mean, with the right — Never mind." She flutters a hand in the air, then presses her fingers to the bridge of her nose.

Everything in my world turns red and I back away until the edge of the granite kitchen bites into my ass. I barely heard anything after "shove my face into the pillow" but the rest of it seeped through my rage and murder is back on the table for this fuck.

"Did you fuck him?" The question blasts out of me like a torpedo.

"No." She shakes her head so hard her hair sticks between her lips. "He almost made me…once. But, I didn't let him."

Fuck. Letting her go away to school was her mother's idea and I went along with it because I had no legal power.

Madness heats my core and like she always does, she says the one thing that will keep my head from flying off.

"I never let anybody do…I never went all the way. With anyone. I've barely done anything."

Relief lifts the ten tons of bricks from my shoulders and I force myself to re-center the conversation to what she needs from me.

"It's not that you didn't want that rough, dominance from a man, baby." I start, knowing where this is going and unable to stop. "It's that you didn't want it with a boy. With him."

She gives me a look like I've reached into her chest and pulled out the thing she's been choking on for months.

"There's nothing wrong with you." I grip the counter edge hard enough to whiten my knuckles. "A kid who calls you frigid because you won't perform on his schedule isn't dominant. He's a brat with a porn habit."

"You know the difference it seems." There's a shift in her hips. Did she just clench her thighs together?

Fuck yes, I tell myself whether it's the truth or not. I think of the times I stood outside her bedroom. She'd turned eighteen and any restraint I had inside of me took off like a rocket.

I'd play it out inside my head in the middle of the night. Sneaking into her room, pushing her sheet down, laying on top of her and just humping myself to relief while she slept.

There was one night, it wasn't just something I played out inside my head. That's the night I knew I had to leave. I came right on the crotch of her panties, whispering for her to be still, Daddy's almost done, while she slept under my assaulting body.

How she slept through it I'm not sure, but it's likely the only reason I'm standing here with her trust still intact.

I hadn't touched her mother in years. It was a sham from the jump but the Navy taught me honor and tenacity so I stayed in, more to protect and make sure Wren had a good life.

At least, that's what I told myself.

So, I filed for divorce that next day, Wren seemed relieved when I told her, except that she thought I would disappear from her life. I made sure she knew that was not going to happen.

She left for college during the worst of the mess that followed and that was likely for the best except that I missed her like fuck and started giving in to my fantasies of all the things I wanted to do to her.

I have a drawer full of her panties that were still at the house and some of her other things as well that I use on the regular to jerk off and imagine her soft little body yielding to what I'm shoving inside of it.

Now, there's just ten feet of hardwood between us and I'm going to eat that up in three fucking steps.

I could come right now inside my damn pants. My balls are tightening as I think about taking my cock out, how her mouth is at the perfect height to give it a little kiss on the tip then gag her with every thick inch before hammering into my daughter's tight pussy.

Step-daughter I remind myself. Eighteen years old.

Does any of that make it right?

No, but the way I can't stop thinking of her on her knees, ass up in the air, pink slit dripping as I feed her womb all my hot, sticky seed tells me I am so far beyond right and wrong at this point, there's no finding my way back.

"A man who knows what he's doing doesn't call you names when he doesn't get what he wants." I say, taking another sip of my drink, knowing I should stop fucking talking. I don't. "He reads you. Knows what you need before you've figured it out for yourself. If he gets it wrong, it's his fault, not yours."

The kitchen clock ticks behind me. Her lips open and her chest rises and falls.

"I should go." She sets the bourbon down on the coffee table next to my laptop. Fuck, I scared her. "I can call Bea. This is stuff you should go to your friend with, not your Dad—"

We both freeze. Eyes connected.

"This is exactly what you should come to your Dad with." She's called me that for years but hearing it now with my balls weighted down like ten pound stones and her wearing a scrap of denim that barely passes as clothing, the title hits different.

Her eyes, her tits, her ass…every part of her is calling to me. I want to suck and fuck and teach and guide and bruise.

Then, I want to give her a bath, brush her hair, listen to her sing and cuddle her with a book and a blanket until she falls asleep on my chest.

The thought of her walking out this door and looking for what she needs in some boy's fumbling hands turns me into something I don't have a polite word for. Possessive is too clean. Jealous is too small.

"Stay." I heave on a painful exhale. "Dad wants you to stay. I've missed the fuck out of you baby bird."

She squeezes her thumb between her teeth. I've not used her nickname for a while. When she was fourteen, she said it was too 'babyish' so I stopped, but from what I see in her eyes right now, that's changed.

"Okay. I'll stay."

Boom.


Chapter 2




Fire laces up from the floor to the top of my head. She's fucking staying alright.

There are two ways this could go.

One, I heat up leftover pasta then set her up in the guest room. Close the door between us and sit in my office and beat my dick off until it's red and raw.

Or, option two, I could be the father figure that turns into something else. Something I know she fucking needs and I blow up both of our lives.

I'm moving forward knowing which option I choose. I stop in front of the couch and look down and she looks up at me with a flutter of her lashes. Ten inches of ravenous cock is thick and throbbing down the leg of my jeans and no fucking way she doesn't see it.

"Stand up." I order, tossing back the last of my bourbon then lowering the glass to sit next to hers on the coffee table.

She pushes herself up and everything feels like it's in slow motion.

Last chance to stop this asshole.

Fuck off, this is happening.

The top of her head barely clears my chin. I'm six-five, built like something designed to absorb impact. Heavy in a way that hasn't gone soft even though I traded the fleet for a lens years ago.

Next to me she's a reed. Bangs in her eyes, trembling, curvy like a woman but still innocent like the girl I cradled when the thunder got too loud and she needed protection from the monsters under her bed.

What about the ones on top of it?

I brush my fingertips against a thread of her hair, tuck it behind her ear. My thumb traces the line of her jaw and she leans into me, just enough to understand her hesitant consent.

The sound she makes, this small gutted exhale of relief, goes through me like a blade.

"We shouldn't," she whispers.

"No?"

"You're my stepdad."

"I was way fucking more than that, wasn't I?" I drag my thumb across her lower lip and her mouth opens. I let it drift inside, wet and warm, and something I've held together for too long snaps off. She doesn't pull back. She curls her fingers around my wrist and holds me there.

"I've wanted to touch you for so long." The confession tastes like fire.

Her eyes pop and a warm exhale ghosts over the back of my hand as I pull my thumb from her mouth. "Grant — "

"You showed up here. And you're looking at me like — "

"Like what?"

"Like talking isn't all you need."

The wrecked girl who knocked on my door is gone. What's looking at me now is reckless and honest and sexy as fuck and so young, I hear the devil laughing from his permanent place on my shoulder.

"I was awake," she whispers and any air inside the room is sucked out.

Is she saying what I think she's saying? I swallow around the knot in my throat.

"Is that so?" I make my answer deliberately non-committal.

She nods. "I pretended to be asleep because I thought if you knew I was awake, you'd leave. And never come back."

Jesus. Christ.

"And you didn't want me to leave?" My balls are drawn so tight, I see stars.

Wren moves her lips to my chest like she's talking directly to my fucking heart. "I tried to be still. I wanted you to do more. To keep going. But, you still didn't come back. The next day, you told me you were leaving. I thought it was my fault."

"Fuck, Wren, baby, no. It wasn't your fault. It was Daddy's fault. Do you know hearing that makes me love you even more? I wanted to do more, I wanted to check to be sure you were still my little girl. But, I knew it was wrong. Wanting to fuck you, because in my heart, I thought of you as my daughter."

Her throat works as things burn in my chest and my groin. "Who better to teach me than my father?"

Jesus Christ, this girl. So fucking perfect. So fucking sweet and dirty. She's made me feel like a king since the moment I met her and right now?

She just put a fucking crown on my head.

"You want Daddy to finish what he started that night?"

Another nod, zero hesitation. "The only time I get that achy feeling down low is when I think of you. I hated being close to any other boys, but I thought you didn't want me after that night. I wanted you to be jealous and—"

"Oh, I'm jealous alright." I bark. "I'm gonna put my dick inside you and check that you're telling Daddy the truth about those other boys."

"I am telling the truth." She wiggles as she says it. "Like right now. I'm hot and sticky and that feeling in the center of me makes me want to feel you rubbing on me like you did that night."

"Well, Daddy needs to check on that." I seethe, my knuckles dragging over the hard nub of her nipple. Up and down, up and down watching her tongue trace her bottom lip.

"You can check whatever you want."

I kiss her and there is nothing gentle about all the denial breaking at once. Both hands on her face, fingertips crushing into her cheeks, taking her mouth apart with mine. She tastes like bourbon and velvet sin and I am fucking gone for this girl.

She fists the front of my shirt and hauls me in and the sound she makes against my teeth I feel at the base of my spine.

I send one hand to tangle in her hair. I pull her head back and take her mouth deeper and she gasps and arches into me and my cock strains against my zipper hard enough to white out my peripheral vision.

Her hips grind forward and the noise that comes out of my chest would embarrass me if I had room for anything besides the feel of her — small and fierce and pressing into me like she's trying to crawl inside my fucking soul.

"Tell me to stop," I manage against her mouth. Not that I could, but the tension that gives her a moment of choice builds, turns up the volume on everything.

"No. I love you. I've been needy for so long."

"Wren. You're my sweetheart. My beautiful little girl." I grip her jaw, force her eyes to mine. "If you don't stop me, I'm going to put my mouth on your pussy and make you come and then I'm going to fuck you on this couch. And I won't be sorry. Or gentle. Or fast."

She reaches between us and presses her palm flat against my cock. "I don't want you to be sorry. And I'm going to do it more than once."

I drop to my knees, pushing her down as I go, feeling like this is all some fever dream but I never want to wake up.

I've got my hands on her hips, pushing her back onto the cushions. She lands with a gasp and I hook my fingers in the waistband of those ridiculous shorts.

"Unbutton and unzip these. I'm going to check if you're telling me the truth about this little pussy still being pure."

She works the front of her shorts until they're open and I drag them down her legs revealing the little light blue cotton and lace fabric with a fucking little white bow that's underneath.

She lifts her hips for me to take them but I shake my head.

"No, the panties stay on." The idea of pushing her panties aside just enough to get inside that virgin heaven she's saved for me drives me to the edge of sanity. Seeing her willing and spread on my couch, there's no turning back.

I've pictured this. In the shower. At my desk with my cock in my fist and her name in my teeth. The reality guts the fantasy and leaves it bleeding on the floor.

"Grant." She's trembling.

"Lift up your shirt, then hold these to the side so I can see." I pepper kisses down the inside of her calf as she does as she's told, popping off her little white sneakers as she lifts the hem of the sweatshirt above her tits. "That's my good girl."

She fucking hums as she glides the tip of her fingers between the apex of her thigh and the elastic around her leg and pulls it aside.

"Christ." I choke as her breathing stalls. On my knees, admiring the landscape of her body from this angle, I'm breathless.

Her pussy is nearly bare. Just a little dark runway of curls at the top and her tits, Jesus. Seeing them in her bathing suits, I thought I'd be prepared for this, but I'm not.

I'm so fucking not.

Her breasts are more womanly than the rest of her body. She's always been lean, athletic by nature but the curve of her tits sitting on the tightness of her ribcage is a juxtaposition in sin.

I let my gaze linger there before running down the concave dip of her abdomen, then feast my eyes back on the ultimate prize.

"Please…" She arches her back, her little toes curl as I lift them to the edge of the sofa cushion and position her wide.

"Please what?" I drag my thumb up the center of her and her whole-body jerks. She's fucking soaked and the knowledge that she's this wet for me, for the man who hoisted her onto his shoulders at Fourth of July parades so she would have a better view, should stop me dead. It makes me drag my thumb back down, slower, watching her hips chase the pressure. What a genuinely fucked-up man I am. "Tell me what you need."

"What you're doing, more. Please — " She whimpers, those pupils taking over her eyes, like something is clawing up her throat she didn't know lived there. "Please, Daddy."

Her tender pink cunt is as beautiful as anything I've seen in my life. It's silk and petals and shimmering juices that reach out and dig their claws into my balls and tug.

"I'm in love with your pussy already baby." I lean in and breathe heavy and loud then brush my lips over those curls, swiping my tongue over the hard little hooded nub.

"Daddy."

The word detonates in the center of my chest. Not because it shocks me. Because it doesn't. Because some sick, ruined corner of me has been waiting to hear it from this mouth, in this voice, in this new way and now that I have there is no amount of post-processing in the world that can undo what's happening here.

She freezes. Stares at me. "I didn't mean — "

"Say it again." I grit out, grinding my knuckle against her clit.

"I — "

"Wren." I smack her thighs apart and settle between them, my mouth close enough to feel heat radiating off her and her scent, Jesus, it could topple kingdoms. "Say. It. Again. Or I won't fucking lick you."

"Daddy." Her voice is like a windchime in a storm. "Daddy. Daddy, please."

"Atta girl."

I take her soaking cunt into my mouth and the sound she makes is ragged and almost angry. It's a desperation that I know down deep in my bones and hearing it with my tongue in her pussy is worth every sleepless night I've spent hating myself for wanting this.

I take one long flat stroke from entrance to clit and the taste of her rewires something in my brain permanently.

I will never not crave this. This is the image that burns the film. I groan against her and she grabs my hair and grinds against my face and there's nothing practiced or performed about what's going on here.

She fucks my mouth like she's furious at how good it feels and the artlessness of it, just raw jerking hips and curse words.

I suck her clit and drive two fingers into her opening. I curl them and she bows off the couch. I think about Dylan — this lanky kid who had this girl in his bed and couldn't figure out how to make her shake. Grabbed her hair like he'd watched a video on it. Told her to be good with his cracking twenty-year-old voice and then called her frigid when his little performance didn't land.

What a fucking mistake I made letting her go off to school and spread her wings, pun intended.

That little fuck had this tight, soaked, desperate pussy so fucking close and decided his ego mattered more.

The thought makes me violent and I suck her clit and pump my fingers so hard, the knuckles knock against her pubic bone and she keens, her thighs clamping around my head, and I shove them apart with my free hand because I refuse to miss a single frame of this moment.

"Hold those panties out of the way like a good girl. Daddy needs in there deep baby."

The arch of her spine, the twist of her fingers in my hair, the way her stomach muscles jump tell me all I need to know.

I've got my tongue inside the girl who looked to me as her father. The girl I took to the hospital when she broke her wrist. The girl that fell asleep against me every Friday night when her mother was out with 'the girls' and I let her stay up late and pick the movie we'd watch.

"Give it to me. All of it."

I give full focus to my daughter's clit, sucking it like a damn lollipop while I reach up and squeeze her left tit. I cup her womanly breast as I slurp at her wetness, swallowing it down and letting it become part of me forever.

"Such a pretty little girl pussy." I breathe into her folds. "You know when you are so wet like this what it means, don't you baby?"

Her hazy eyes meet mine, her fingers holding her panties aside as she shrugs. "I'm not sure."

"Well, baby, it means you want a man's hard cock inside you. When you get wet, it makes a man get hard and he needs to put all the sticky cum in his balls way up inside you. It's nature. You're asking for it, aren't you?"

I twirl my thumb around her clit as I raise my eyebrows.

"I guess so." Her cheeks burn red as she swallows and I rub my tongue against her little hole, rimming that band of skin that feels pretty fucking untouched.

A flush covers her chest and face; her breathing shudders and her eyes are sensual and greedy.

She pulses against my tongue as I shove it up inside her. She moans as I pinch her nipple, rolling it between my fingers as I tongue fuck her, then move back up to her clit and move my middle finger soaked in her juices to the crack of her ass, finding that tight dark entrance and apply pressure as I eat her out.

"God." She hisses, her opening begging for more of what I'm giving. "That feels—"

"How does it feel, baby? Daddy has his tongue in your pussy a finger pushing on your little asshole and your nipple pinched…tell me what you're feeling baby, I want to know."

"I feel achy but good but like there's more I need and if I don't get it, I don't know." Her voice cracks. "I don't know what I'll do."

"Well, it's a good thing Daddy knows exactly what to do. I'll make sure you feel all the good feelings baby. Then, you'll have to make sure you do the same thing for me, okay? That's fair, isn't it?"

She nods but I'm not sure her cognitive abilities are intact, but fuck it, neither are mine. I devour her pussy like a starving man, shoving the tip of my middle finger into her ass and she grinds her cunt into my mouth.

"I've never — nobody's ever — "

Her orgasm hits mid-sentence. The sounds are messy and broken. Half-sob, half-moan, her tight little asshole clenching around my finger in waves I feel in my own chest. I slow my tongue but don't stop, dragging it out, because I'm a selfish bastard and the sounds she makes when she comes are going to live rent-free in my head until they put me in the ground.

I press my mouth to her inner thigh. Her flavor branded into my DNA. "One."

She blinks at the ceiling, chest heaving, then lifts her head to stare at me. "One?" Half-dazed.

"Yes, that's one orgasm but I want more."

I stand and pull my shirt over my head. Her gaze drops to the eagle-and-trident inked over my left pec, faded to blue-gray.

I undo the belt, shove my jeans down. My cock springs free because I'm a commando sort of guy.

It's angry, thick and leaking, and she props herself on her elbows to stare and the expression on her face isn't fear. It's hunger and innocence, and the raw relief in it nearly buckles me.

I drag her to the edge of the couch by her hips, pressing the tip of my dick against her heat, just holding it there at the opening making her whimper and wiggle with nothing between us. "Your boyfriend grabbed your hair and tried to make you submit and your skin crawled. Does this?"

I work my fingers into the back of her hair, jerking sideways, landing my teeth on the nape of her neck and bite.

She nearly bucks off the couch, her pussy gushing over my crown.

I pull back, snapping my tongue along my teeth waiting for her answer.

"No." She's looking down where we're about to connect, then up at me. "This feels like falling."

I push into her and the sound that rips out of both of us is an expression of pain, but for different reasons. She's so wet I can hear myself sinking into her and I grip her hips and stop halfway because my body wants to rut and my brain knows if I move right now I'll be done before I've started.

"Daddy's taking your cherry. I deserve that don't I? For raising you, it's the least you can do for me, am I right?"

She's whimpering, nails scoring my forearms, her body working to take me, and I press my forehead to hers and breathe her air.

"It's too big."

"I know it hurts and I don't want you to hurt. But, this is what we have to do, baby. You said it was fair, didn't you?"

"Yes, it's fair. I want you, all of you."

God, she's fucking perfect. "It hurts because you are so beautiful and wet and you make me feel things I shouldn't. That's not my fault though is it?" She shakes her head as I buck my hips forward and tear through her tight entrance and nearly pass out from the pleasure. "Whose fault is it, Wren?"

"Mine." She cries, her belly convulsing as I drive another inch forward, her pussy lips sucking down my cock. "It's my fault. I'm sorry, Daddy."

I soothe her with a palm to her cheek, thrusting, thrusting. "It's okay. You're making up for it now. You want to make me feel good now, don't you? You want to help me the way I always help you, right?"

"Yes." She breathes and nods her face twisted with effort.

"Then, it's going to hurt, but you have to be brave. I have to move more inside you and there's never going to be a condom on my cock with you. We're special together. I'm your Daddy and I get to do as I please and you'll be happy when I give you my cum, won't you?"

Her hips jolt upward. "So happy."

I keep pressing, feeling her walls squeeze around me as I slide my thumb into her mouth. "Suck it."

Her warmth covers my intruding digit while her pussy does the same around my dick. That tight band of unstretched muscle inside her like a belt that won't loosen.

You're inside your virgin daughter but you need more. You need it all, don't fucking stop.

"Breathe." I say as her face turns red and I pull her lower lip down with my thumb.

She draws a long breath and her insides loosen around me.

I drive the rest of the way and her mouth falls open and her eyes glass over and her pulse hammers against my cock from the inside. She wraps her legs around my waist and pulls me tighter.

"Don't stop." Her voice cracks as I thrust, her walls barely giving way.

I pull back and drive in and she arches and rakes her nails down the sides of my neck and I do it again, hunting the angle that makes her voice crack.

I'm halfway in and she screams when I flex and give the final push and bury myself down to the base.

"You're doing so good baby. I'm almost all the way inside." I catch her eye and nod at her tit. "Grab your breast and put it up here to my lips so I can suck it nice and soft while I hammer your pussy good and bloody."

I take a shaking breath, ignoring her whimpers, bracing myself on my arms as her heels dig into my ass but she doesn't move.

"I told you to do something and your job is to do as you're told, especially when I'm giving you my cock." I land a smack on the side of her ass, making her hips jump but her pussy gushes. "Now, be my good girl and put your tit in Daddy's mouth."

I grit my teeth as she raises her nipple to my lips. As I suck it in, my heart beats like a drum and I pound through the rest of her resistance and go for broke.

Third stroke, fourth and somewhere in between, the guilt and the want stop being separate things. They fuse. Worship or damnation I don't fucking care all I can think about is coming inside my daughter's pussy.

"Look at you." I mumble around a mouth full of her soft flesh, going harder now, dragging against the spot that makes her scream, and my voice is ragged. I set her nipple free. "Taking Daddy's cock like you were born for it. Which you were." Her legs pull me tighter. Her eyes stream.

"Yes — " She grabs my face with both hands and forces me to look at her and her eyes are wet and she's smiling and it is the most devastating thing I have ever seen. "Yes, Daddy, I want it — I want you — "

The correction. Not it. You.

"You want to come on my cock." I hiss dropping my weight forward and slamming into her. There's no restraint left in me. I pump, pump, pump my hips like a rabid teenager in the back of a pick-up getting his first taste of pussy. My voice belongs to the man I've kept locked away for too fucking long. "Come for Daddy. I'll fill this pussy up with a special prize. You want that?"

I clutch her throat in my palm, wrapping rough fingers around her windpipe and squeeze.

That makes her cinch around me, her eyes wide but a rush of slick nectar meets my shaft as I bury my thickness against her cervix. "Yes — god — yes, please — "

Her pussy clamps down and she buries her scream in my shoulder and bites and the pain spikes through the pleasure and I grit my teeth and fuck her through it because I am nowhere close to done and because stopping means thinking and I am not ready for that. Not yet. Not sure I'll ever be.

"Turn over." I pull back and catch my breath. I need more and I need a second or I'm gonna nut. "This way my cum will be deep and you'll stay like this while it finds its way into your tummy, baby."

She obeys without hesitation. Rolls onto her stomach, lifts her hips — sweatshirt rucked to her ribs, bare from the waist down, swollen and dripping — and I run my hand down the length of her spine grabbing her stretched out panties and ripping them from her hips.

I slide in without softness and she gasps and fists the cushion and I'm deeper this way, deep enough that a sound punches out of her on every stroke.

God, how I wish I had my camera to record this moment.

"This is what you came here for." I grip the back of her neck. Hard enough that she knows who's holding her and land a hard slap directly onto her ass this time. "Not just a place to crash."

"Yes." She rocks back into me, greedy and graceless, and the sight of her driving herself onto my cock wrecks me more than anything she's said. The slick streaks of pink around my girth make my chest sing with primal pride. "I wanted you since I was too young for it to be right."

"I know." I lean down and press my mouth to her ear. Hand slipping to the front of her throat again. "You have no idea how long I've thought about what I'd do if I got you underneath me."

"Daddy, I'm gonna come again— "

"Then come. Come on this cock and take every fucking drop I'm giving you."

She comes and drags me over with her.

"You're making Daddy come now. I want you to feel it when it spurts inside you. I've waited so long. So, fucking long."

Her pussy walls milk me at the root, her breasts swaying and hanging low as I pile drive every inch up against her womb.

"My daughter is the best fuck of my life." I roar and her orgasm re-doubles as her body sucks the cum from my balls.

My orgasm tears through me and I bury myself to the hilt and hold and the sound I make against the back of her neck isn't language. I spill inside her in shuddering waves, hips jerking, and she pushes back into me through every one, her body milking me, refusing to waste a drop, and the deliberate greed of it whites out my vision at the edges.

"You like Daddy coming inside you, don't you? You like knowing you do this to me. Daddy's coming now, he's coming inside you—"

My climax murders any rational thought that I have left. My little girl, my Wren is taking everything I have to give as I roar and curse turning us from what we were, into something else. Something primal and wrong and right and dark and light.

When I finally look down, my cum slides down her thigh and I stare at it longer than a sane man would.

I gather her against my chest still buried inside her forcing away the thoughts that this is wrong. That morality somehow comes into play here. She's fucking shaking and panting. I press my mouth between her shoulder blades and breathe her in and let myself have this for exactly as long as it lasts.

"Stay," I say. It means something different now.

She reaches down under her body and cups my balls with a soft squeeze. I fucking love this girl and I know, the outside world will come calling but right now, the fantasy is lost inside the reality and I'll turn heaven into hell to keep her with me. Forever.


Chapter 3




I WAKE UP with her grinding on me in her sleep.

We made it to my bed at some point.

I had her suck me clean, then I fucked her again on the floor bent in half like a little girl pretzel. I ate her pussy to ease the sting of my girth and the force with which I drove home the point that she was still my little girl, but now, that meant a lot more than it used to.

I carried her naked, her face tucked against my neck like she was hiding from the rest of her life to my bathroom first, explaining that she is to pee every time after sex.

As much as I loved fucking her bloody, I want my little girl healthy and I'll set up all the rules and guardrails necessary to make sure that happens.

She folded into my sheets and dropped unconscious after I cleaned up her battered baby maker with a warm cloth and a kiss to the forehead. I lay behind her stiff as rebar against the curve of her ass and didn't move. She needed sleep more than I needed to demolish what was left of my judgment.

And her sloppy, bloody, cum filled cunt.

Now it's Friday morning. Gray light leaks through the blinds, cutting her body into strips of shadow and skin. Her face is pressed to my chest, one leg hitched over my hip, and her bare pussy is painting a slick trail across my thigh. Slow, unconscious figure eights. Her breathing is shifting—deeper, lips parting, brow creasing, she's chasing that edge and I'm right here for it.

I should wake her up. Give her a chance to change her mind.

Instead, I slide my hand down her spine, over the bare curve of her ass, and hold her against me while she moves. The slickness of her on my thigh is obscene. Warm and getting warmer with every lazy roll of her hips. My cock is so hard against her stomach that my pulse is beating in it, and I can feel every unconscious shift of her body like a slow-motion study in want.

Her eyes drift open. I detect the slow recognition of where she is. What she's doing and a flush bleeds from her chest to her hairline.

Her hips stall.

"Don't stop on my account." I mumble against her hair, breathing her in.

She buries her face in my chest. "Oh my god."

I grip her ass and drag her tighter against my thigh. "You were close. Finish."

"Grant—"

"Ride it, baby. Just like that. I think we are way beyond embarrassment at this point. Give Daddy what he wants baby, that's your job now."

She rocks against my thigh, face hidden, dark hair sex messy and stuck to her cheeks. With small, desperate rolls of her hips, and I feel every slick pass of her pussy against my skin, the heat of her, the way her clit rolls on the hard muscle of my quad and her breath stutters every time it does.

I move my hand to her chin, pressing my fingers upward and forcing her to look at me.

"Do you remember all the times you cuddled with me in your bed like this?" The darkness of the fantasy narrows my vision to a tunnel that focuses on her face.

"Uh huh." She squeaks a sound of agreement as I flex the hard muscle of my thigh as she rides it slippery, up and down, up and down.

"I do too. Just like this, look at me, Wren. Remember my face from all those years ago. I'm that same man, only now, you're rubbing your hard little clit against me because you need something only a father can give you, isn't that right?" Her cheeks blush pink and she darts her eyes to my throat. "Don't you look away. You stare at your father while you rub yourself on him. I know I'm the man you needed all along, you just needed to come to terms with that baby."

My cock throbs against her soft little belly and I hold her steady and let her use me and hate how good it feels to be needed like this. She continues her grinding, more fervent and desperate with each flex of her hips.

"That's my girl. Take what you need, baby." I press my lips to her forehead and bite back the urge to pull her onto my hard-on and relieve the tension she's twisted up inside me.

Her movements sharpen. Hips jerking, not rolling. She's chasing it. I press my thigh up into her knowing she needs something hard and the sound she makes is small and desperate and I knew a long time ago she was mine.

But now, I'll chain her to me if necessary. She's never getting away.

She comes with a curse and a slap to my chest and I give her one back on her ass, then another and her orgasm goes nuclear.

"Bad fucking daughter." I growl through clenched teeth, landing my open palm to her ass cheek as she soaks my leg.

Her breathing seizes. Every muscle convulsing as her thighs clamp tight around mine, her pussy pulsing wet and rhythmic against my skin. I hold her through it with my mouth in her hair, breathing in the scent of our sex and that damn shampoo and body wash she loves so fucking much.

"Good morning," I grunt against the side of her head when she finally starts to come down. "That's the way I like for you to wake up. Needy and grinding on Daddy."

She laughs and pulls back far enough to look at me.

She drags her thumb through two days of scruff. Her fingers trace up to my temple where my hair curls behind my ear.

"You have a mean face in the morning," she crinkles her nose, her breathing still fast paced as the rush of pleasure winds through her. "All jaw and hard brows tugging together. But your eyes aren't mean at all. You never scared me."

I turn my head and press my mouth to her palm. "I only look mean because I'm fucking horny baby."

She blinks, those long dark lashes framing innocent eyes and guilt punches me down low. "What are we doing, Grant?"

"Right now, I'm going to make you breakfast." I brush her bangs to the side and place a kiss on her nose. "After that, I want to shoot you."

"Shoot me?" She startles back.

"Photograph you." I catch her chin. Tilt her face into the thin morning light leaking past the blinds, watch it carve out her cheekbone, the slight bump on the bridge of her nose that any other photographer would retouch and I'd kill them for it. "I want to show you what you look like now that you're mine. Now that you've been fucked by the man you used to call Dad and now, you call Daddy."


Chapter 4




"Daddy likes to get you nice and clean, then make you dirty all over again."

She gives me that look over her shoulder, the shower hot as we step inside, water streaming down her face, and I'm inside her before she can mount any protest.

Hard. Harder than I should, considering what I've already put her pussy through, but she's pushing back into every thrust.

God, my daughter can fuck. I’ll never be the same.

I drop to my knees after dumping another bucket of cum inside her, pressing her thighs apart and lick into her slow and thorough while the hot water beats down on my shoulders. She tangles her fingers in my wet hair and rides my mouth until her legs give out and I have to hold her up, her whole-body shuddering, this broken little cry bouncing off the tile that I'll be hearing in my sleep for weeks.

I bring her a bottle of water and two Advil. Set her down on the shower bench and angle the spray so it hits her where she's swollen and aching. "Sit here. Drink that. Come out when the throbbing settles."

She blinks up at me, steam curling around her face, looking thoroughly ruined and entirely too pleased about it. "Yes, Daddy."

I leave her in there, dry off, throw on a clean pair of jeans and a white button down which I don't button and head toward the home studio.

I'm setting up the tethering station when I catch my reflection ghosting across the black monitor. Dark hair shoved back, still damp, curling where it hits my collar.

It's me looking back, but it's not. I'm someone new. Someone I've wanted to be for a long time and wrong or right, I'm hell bent on keeping this girl on my cock and in my life from here on out.

I drag the wardrobe rack to center and hang up the pieces I took from the box in my closet where I've been collecting things for too long.

Things that made me think of her. There's a champagne silk camisole, a white button-down of mine, black lace bralette, sheer black thigh-highs, a gray silk robe.

I'm adjusting lighting and checking my lenses when she appears in a towel. Her wet hair around her jaw, bangs plastered dark against her forehead.

"Sit." I point to the stool. She sits, knuckles white on the terry cloth. I pick up the Leica—not the Canon I haul to other people's weddings. The Leica is personal. The Leica is mine. I crouch in front of her. "Drop the towel."

"I haven't even brushed my hair—"

"That's the point. You don't need to be anything other than this, right now, who you are with me. Now drop the fucking towel."

She does as I say and I lift the camera to my eye and take the shot before her self-consciousness catches up.

Jesus, she's a masterpiece of bare shoulders, water still beading on her collarbone, her eyes holding something unguarded she's about to smother with a deflection if I don't capture it now.

Click. Click.

My entire world captured in the push of a button.

I snap off a hundred shots or more. Each one more breathtaking than the last, then I'm ready for some perspective.

I step in front of her, admiring her hard little nipples, the scratches and deepening marks on her body I've left, my boner no less demanding than it was an hour ago. "Now we dress you up."

I start with my button-down. Oversized, hem brushing mid-thigh. I stop her three buttons in. "Leave it like that." I position her with one knee drawn up on the stool. "Turn your head. Look at the wall. Don't smile."

She obeys and I shoot. My cock throbs. I adjust my stance and pretend the camera is the only thing with an aperture problem right now.

"Good girl."

I walk over and show her the screen on the back of the camera, letting her see what I see. "That's me?" She traces the image looking back at her. "I look—"

"Stunning." I finish, then add the next instruction. "Unbutton it. All the way."

I keep shooting. Full body first, then I move in. The indent of her waist. The flare of her hip. Closer. Collarbones. The lower lip she's been biting raw for the last ten minutes.

"Over there. Sit on the edge of the platform. Open your legs."

She does. Her arousal shines on her inner thighs.

"Grant—"

"You're my muse, baby. I'll never get enough of you." I step between her spread thighs and set the camera down. Run my palm up the inside of her thigh, see the goosebumps that follow. "Every shot I've taken today is proof. You're not what he said you were. Not broken. Not frigid."

Her chin trembles. "Then what am I?"

"Mine." I drop to my knees.

She falls back on her elbows as my mouth finds hers. My cock swells as her flavor spreads over my tongue, pressing against my zipper hard enough for the teeth to score the flesh. I'm a man who's spent twenty years finding the perfect frame through a viewfinder, and none of it has ever wrecked me the way this single image does. My face between her thighs, her fingers sliding into my hair, the studio lights gleaming from the liquid fire slick on her pussy.

I drag the flat of my tongue over her clit, and she jolts.

Her fingers twist in my hair. She holds my mouth exactly where she wants it, while I lick in long, slow, thorough strokes, top to bottom and back, learning what makes her gasp, what makes her hips roll, what makes her thighs try to clamp around my head.

"Daddy—oh god—"

I suck her clit between my lips as a deep, guttural sound rumbles from my chest, and her sentence dies on a soft, gasped mewl.

I play with her cunt as I lick and suck, using my fingertips to spread her, stroke her, apply pressure. When she arches, I press a thumb against her asshole and hear the moan of shock as she flinches away, then slowly grinds, exploring the sensation that set her off so well last night. The sound of her makes my cock jerk as I cum down my pants, hot and sticky against my thigh.

"Grant—I can't—"

"Daddy." I correct, pressing my tongue back against her clit. I pump my fingers in and out of her opening while my tongue traces lazy circles. She's shaking so hard the platform creaks. I come up for a quick breath. "You call me Daddy, baby bird. I'm so fucking proud of you."

I go back to devouring her cunt, focusing on that hotbed of nerves with my tongue until I sense her body stiffen and she's holding her breath.

Her hands fist in my hair so hard my scalp burns. "Daddy!"

I reach for the camera with one hand, still flicking and lapping at her clit while I press her hip flat with the other. "Hold still."

I take the shot. My mouth on her pussy, glistening with her release.

Fumbling with the camera, I force her legs back to spread her ass, and lap that tight hole with my searching tongue.

Click. Click. Click.

I have no idea how the shots are coming out. I can't concentrate on finding the right angle when I'm eating her ass. But the thought of having this moment preserved, of flicking through these images of my daughter's ass spread wide for my tongue anytime I need to jerk off, has me growling like a fucking animal.

She comes from the naughty ass play clenching and gasping as a stream of liquid perfection is squeezed out of her. It rolls down my nose as my own cum shoots down my leg. It dribbles and drips down to her ass and over my tongue as I ease back, stuff my fingers into her pulsing heat, gathering up her sweet honey, then pull them out and lick each one clean.

I press my mouth to her inner thigh, moving my lips against the perfect, smooth flesh. I kiss the trembling skin, taste the salt of her sweat, and then drag my lips back to her pussy.

She comes a second time, writhing and gasping for air.

"Daddy!" She's shaking. Panting. Her thighs are still quivering around my head. "I need you inside me."

"Ask properly, baby girl. Good daughters know how to ask Daddy for what they want."

"Please, Daddy..." Her voice is stripped raw. Thin and desperate and nothing like the careful girl who clutched a towel on my stool an hour ago. "I need Daddy's cock. Please."

I strip. Shirt over my head, jeans shoved down. My cock bobs in the air, red and swollen and already sticky with cum. Her eyes drop to it as she licks her lips and gulps air.

But I don't give it to her. Not yet.

I drag her to the edge of the platform and step between her legs. Take my cock in my hand and draw the head through her folds. Parting her, sliding through the slick mess I've made of her.

"Daddy—"

"Shhh, baby," I growl. "Daddy's going to give you exactly what you want, but you need to be a good little girl. Good girls get treats."

I circle her clit with the head, watching her eyes unfocus, her lips part, the flush that crawls down her chest.

She reaches for me. I catch her wrist.

"Hands behind your back, baby bird. You don't take. You receive."

She obeys. Wrists crossed behind her, back arched, breasts pushed forward, spread open under the soft lights. The trust in that posture hits me somewhere behind the sternum.

I press the head of my cock against her entrance. Just the tip. Just enough to stretch her open.

She whimpers and tries to push her pulsing opening onto me, but instead of getting more cock, I draw back and land a hard smack to the side of her breast. Then the other.

"Greedy girl. You're still trying to take." She hisses as I spend a few more smacks on her tits, fucking mesmerized at how they shake and settle. "Be still." I press in again. One inch. Her pussy grips just the head, and I watch it disappear into her body as her neck arches back, exposing the thick veins in her throat. She stretches around me, her slick flesh swallowing the broad tip like she was made to take me as she moans, and the scent of her fills the air.

"Look at that." My voice scrapes up my throat as my insides wrestle as I stare at the place where her body accepts me inside. "Look how your little girl cunt is trying to pull Daddy's fat cock inside. I can't wait to show you how pretty this pussy looks, stretched around me."

One more shot. She needs to see this.

I lean over, careful to keep my dick right where it is, scoop up the camera and take aim.

"God, my daughter's pussy is so welcoming to her Daddy. This will make the best Christmas card."

I shoot ten or a hundred frames, I'm not sure. She quivers and fights to be still until my own lust prevails and I set down the camera and bury myself into her sloppy heat.

She moans and I swear. Then I withdraw. She snarls at me. This girl who hid her face in my chest this morning has turned feral for her father's cock.

"You want this, baby girl?" I hold my dick in place, the pressure in my balls making it close to impossible to not blow she feels so fucking good. "Tell me who you belong to."

"You, Daddy. I belong to you." The words burst from her swollen lips in a rush as I drive into her in one stroke and swallow her scream with my mouth.

The feeling is... Christ. This feeling nearly puts me on the floor. She's tight, impossibly tight, clenching around my full length, and the wet heat of her is so intense my vision grays at the edges.

I hold still, buried to the root, my forehead pressed to hers, both of us panting.

"Mine," I grit against her lips. "This little girl pussy is mine. My daughter's pussy, saved for me. I'll never get enough of you."

"Yes, Daddy."

I withdraw, letting her feel every inch, and then thrust home again with a grunt of effort. She cries out, holding the position I put her in. Good girl. My good, obedient daughter, who lets me have her however I want.

I fuck her with deep, deliberate strokes that build in speed. She's so tight, so wet, making such beautiful sounds. Her tits bounce with every thrust, and I lower my mouth to one, sucking her nipple between my teeth, biting gently, and she arches off the platform and clenches so hard she damn near snaps my dick off.

"Daddy—harder—please—"

I grab her hip with one hand and the edge of the platform with the other and give her what she's asking for.

Pump. Pump. Pump.

Grunt, Grunt. Grunt.

The platform scrapes against the concrete floor as I fuck into her with everything I have. The wet sound of my cock driving into her fills the studio. Obscene, rhythmic, primal, punctuated by her gasps and my growls and the slap of wet skin.

"That's it. Take all of your daddy's cock." I'm barely holding on. "You have any idea what you look like right now? Spread wide and so fucking willing with your hands behind your back, taking my cock like you were custom fitted just for my pleasure?"

"Show me." She's breathless, that mischievous smile tipping her swollen, pink lips. "Daddy, take a picture."

"Filthy girl." I reach for the camera again. I don't stop fucking her as I aim. Her body stretched out beneath me, my cock buried deep, her face a wreck of pleasure. Click. I slam back into her full force.

Click. Click.

She comes hard and sudden, her whole body seizing around me, her mouth open in a soundless scream as I catch the beautiful moment through the lens.

I fuck her through it, hitting the shutter as her pussy grips my shaft in pulses that nearly drag me under. Somehow, I hold my orgasm back and manage to hold on to the camera, grinding deep while she shakes, wringing every last contraction from her body before I pull back and start building again.

"One more, baby." My voice is shot but the thought of catching the vision of my daughter having an orgasm because of me is driving me beyond obsession. "Give me one more."

"No, Daddy, I can't— Please—"

I ignore her, hitching her thigh higher, changing the angle, and the sound she makes when I sink back in tells me she can. "There. Right there?"

"Oh god—right there—don't stop—"

Click. Click.

I fuck her at that angle, grinding my pelvis against her clit with every stroke. The orgasm builds in her face before it hits her body with a scream. She shakes her head, her brows creased, lips parted, neck and chest flushed as her nipples draw tight enough to cut glass.

"You want me to come inside you, don't you?"

"Yes!"

"Good girl. Here's your prize, baby." I grind the words out between clenched teeth. "Daddy's gonna fill you up for being so good."

She comes again with such violence, I think she's gonna tear my dick off at the root.

I nearly drop the camera, but manage to settle it to safety next to her hip before I pin her to the platform with my body and stuff myself as deep as her tiny body will take then I nut hard.

The orgasm tears through me, my cock pulsing like a motherfucker, filling her with all that sticky, baby breeding cream. I come so hard my arms shake, my balls go numb.

Still, I can't stop grinding into her, working every last drop deeper because some animal part of my brain wants her full of me. Wants her dripping with me for the rest of her fucking life.

I stay inside her until some blood returns to my brain and realize I'm crushing her under me.

I rest my forehead against her collarbone, lifting my chest from hers, both of us heaving. As I pull out, sliding my cock against her thigh a rush of our warm mingling fluids rush out of her tight little hole.

"Spread wide, baby," I say, pushing on her knees with one hand while my other finds the camera again, needing another shot.

The perfect shot.

She shakes her head, but she has no strength to resist me. My good little daughter spreads wide, and a rush of my white cream seeps out of her as I bring the camera up to my face.

Click. Click. Click, again.

"So pretty," I whisper. "Now, if you ever doubt it, I can show you who you belong to."

She nods, her eyes closed and I set the camera down and pull her arms out from behind her back.

"Daddy loves you," I whisper as I pull her into my lap, as I think about developing these shots, about seeing them hung up in my dark room. "Even when it hurts, always remember that Daddy loves you, baby."


Chapter 5




After our photo shoot yesterday, I took her shopping in town. We ate lunch at her favorite diner and just spent the day as a couple. People shot us looks, because the age gap clearly makes the relationship muddy but I'm so far beyond giving a shit what other people think, I can't even see it from here.

We fucked half the night, her appetite for me nearly as robust as mine but when she finally lost consciousness after the sixth orgasm, I relented and let her sleep.

She's still asleep when I lay the clothes on the foot of the bed. My gray Henley, a plaid pair of boxers, and Merino wool socks, because her feet are always cold. Everything is me-sized, everything is mine. Including her.

I'm marking territory like a dog running a fence line. I want her walking around my house smelling like my laundry detergent and my cum, swimming in my clothes, body sore and marked as an unspoken reminder she's never getting away.

I should probably unpack that in therapy. I won't.

I'm halfway through scrambling eggs when she shuffles in wearing all of it.

Such a good fucking girl.

Her dark hair is pressed flat on the side she slept on, pillow crease still dented into her cheek. She looks wrecked and soft and seventeen different kinds of fuckable, and I'm gripping the spatula like it's a weapon.

She ignores me, but I've known her long enough to know that morning conversation is not one of her strengths.

She stretches for the top shelf, and the shirt rides up. My brain flatlines, but my dick nearly punches through my pants. The soft curve of her ass shows just under the hem of the boxers.

God, she's a fucking miracle.

"You're staring," she says, not turning around.

"I'm always staring at you. You're my favorite thing to look at."

She keeps reaching for the shelf, but her hand has stopped searching. Her shoulders tighten.

I switch off the burner and move the pan, dropping the spatula into the eggs as I take three steps and center my body behind her.

I press my flattened hand to the middle of her back. My dick is running this show, and getting her bent over is my new primary focus.

"Be a good girl." I press her face down over the counter without finesse. There will be times I'm rough with her, because that makes my balls twitch.

She gasps, and her hands catch the granite edge.

I push the Henley up to her ribs, admiring the ivory skin decorated with purple and red.

Beautiful.

I hook my thumb in the waistband and drag the boxers down to her knees, kicking at the insides of her feet so she's spread wide enough they won't fall down. Something about leaving them there in place is more erotic than stripping her bare.

The elastic stretches around her legs, and she lets out this breath that sounds like relief.

"My daughter woke up needy, didn't she?" I reach down between her legs and take a handful of wet warmth. "Coming down here all innocent, like you just need your morning coffee, ignoring me? Not even saying 'Good morning, Daddy' or 'Thank you for all the orgasms you allowed me last night?' You need to learn to be polite and grateful for what Daddy gives you. A little morning attitude adjustment seems in order."

"Grant—the windows—the neighbor was mowing the lawn—"

"I fucking know." I unbuckle my belt with one hand, tugging it through the belt loops with a soft whoosh. "Stay right there. Do not move. Eyes forward, don't look at me."

I emphasize my directions by laying my belt across the flat of her back just above her ass and spin on my bare foot, covering the space to the drawer in the island where I've already stored a special little treat for my little daughter.

Sliding open the drawer, I unbox the item and grab the little tube next to it, then make my way back to her bare ass, her eyes still pinned forward.

"What are you doing?" she mutters, and I notice the little clench in her ass cheeks.

Appropriate.

"I'm sending a message." I pop the cap on the tube of lube and cover the silver metal surface of the plug before setting it down and stepping into place behind her. The fingers of one hand grab the softness of her left ass cheek and pull it sideways, exposing her dark little bud, drawing a long hiss from my daughter.

"Daddy…" She whimpers.

"Oh, now I'm Daddy?" I bite back. "Too late, baby. Lessons will be learned."

She flinches as I run the slick point of metal along her tight pinched opening, but I correct her by digging my fingertips into her flesh.

"Eyes forward. Be still."

"I'm scared."

"Good, I like you a little scared sometimes, baby." I drag the tip of the lubed-up plug around her little asshole, watching it clench and pucker. "Deep breath, and the more you relax, the better it will feel."

Fuck, watching her little body open up as I apply pressure with the pointed silver tip makes my cock jerk. I'm hard as fucking nails, even though I fucked her bloody like a predator since she showed up on my doorstep, it's not enough.

"That feels funny," she mumbles as I guide the foreign object into her body.

"Yeah?" I give it another push, the thicker part of the plug stretching her ring of muscle, and she goes up on her tiptoes. "Still feels funny, baby? Pretty soon, you'll learn to take Daddy's thick cock in this tight little spot. You'd like that, wouldn't you? To feel Daddy's big dick up inside your bottom?"

She answers with a little shriek as the plug finds purchase and pops inside, her body closing around the thin post, and I step back to admire my work.

"What's tickling me?" she hiss-whispers when I let the long, fluffy pink tail attached to the plug drift down over her ass.

"It's a brat tail, baby." I draw a long breath and free my pulsing erection from my pants.

I ordered the plug months ago. Manifesting and shit.

The fluffy tail is about a foot long, made from pink acrylic fur, because my girl would be horrified if it was an actual animal's body part.

The plug has a curved silicone section that goes from the round base of the plug, swings it upward to just above where the split of her ass starts. With the tail connected up higher, it swings out and down.

"You look so fucking cute with a pink tail coming out of your ass." I slip my belt off her back and let it fall to the floor then pump my dick for a few strokes as her body tenses. She's fighting the urge to turn her head and try to get a look.

I drag the head through the slick heat between her thighs, and she drops her forehead to the counter. "Your pussy is very enthusiastic. All wet and needy again. You like when I put things inside your bottom, it seems. Such a dirty girl."

The sound of a lawnmower starting up draws her eyes to the window, and I smirk.

I reach around and strum her clit while I bend my knees and line up my dick with her soaking hole. "You want me to close the blinds?"

"No." Barely a whisper.

"Good, because I'm not going to." I grunt as I hold myself against her heat. "Now, be polite, and ask Daddy to fuck you."

"Grant—"

I grab the S-curve of the plug and give it a soft tug, and the rest of whatever she was going to say is sucked back into her lungs.

"I'm Daddy, Dad, Father, or King when I'm fucking you, little girl."

"I'm sorry." She whimpers. "Daddy, please fuck me. Pretty please."

"That's more like it."

With a pinch of her clit and the head of my cock in place, I stuff her soft, tight opening with a hard thrust, forcing the first half of my dick into her still virgin-tight pussy in one slick motion releasing the tail and sinking my fingers into her hips.

"Fuck, Daddy's cock loves being inside you, baby. I'm going to have to do this a lot now that you've made me fuck you."

She moans and tucks her ass, and the vision of the pink tail and the silver stem of the plug disappearing inside her body is such a fucking turn on, I'm ready to nut before I'm balls-deep.

Her pussy is swollen from all the use, tender, and the tight grip of her around my cock makes my jaw clench.

"Here's more," I slide in slower, wanting to remember the sensation to my dying day.

"Say thank you, Daddy, like a good girl." I bottom out and hold, my hips flush against her ass, the morning light falling across the tail and her ass. I wish I'd brought a camera with me. "This is how you start every morning from now on. If you wake up after me, you come and find me wherever I am, you put your ass up and bend over whatever surface is closest, and you say, 'Good morning, Daddy, my pussy is ready for you.' Understand?"

She nods against the granite, her fingers curling as I drive in and out. The slight pressure from the bulb of the plug runs up and down the top of my shaft through the thin fleshy membrane inside her body.

"Words, Wren."

"Yes, Daddy. I understand."

I pull back and drive in hard. She cries out, and I clamp a hand over her mouth.

The window's open a few inches. The cool air prickles over my heated skin. The neighbors are out there somewhere, mowing lawns and walking dogs, and my girl is getting fucked with a pink tail in her ass in my kitchen.

Her moans vibrate against my palm, and I fuck her in short, rough strokes that shove her hips into the counter's edge. The coffee maker gurgles. Birds chirp.

"Feel that?" I grind deep, rolling my hips, working her clit with the pads of my fingers against the hard bone underneath. "That's what you did to me. Walking in here in my clothes. Reaching up on your toes so I could see this ass." I slap her hip, and her walls clamp down around me. "You knew exactly what you were doing."

She shakes her head against my palm. Lying. Her pussy clenches around me, and we both know she's lying.

"This is what you needed. Not polite fucking in a dark bedroom." I grip her hip and angle her pelvis, changing the depth, and the sound she makes tells me I've found the spot that turns her brain off. "You needed your Daddy to set you straight."

I let go of her mouth and go back to pound town.

"Yes." She's pushing back into me, meeting every thrust, her ass hitting my hips, greedy for it. "I needed my Daddy. Only you."

"Your pussy looks so pretty stuffed full of Daddy's cock. I'll take pictures next time so you can see your new tail swinging while you get stuffed full of me."

"I want to see. You're everywhere." She moans, and her legs start to shake as I bottom out, balls slapping, tail wiggling.

"Come on Daddy's cock. Come, so I can fill this pussy up again." I drive deep, grind against her cervix, feel her walls start to pulse. "So full it's running down your legs while you walk around and go about your day. I want you dripping with me. Soon, I'll be dripping from here—"

I grab the base of the tail and shake it back and forth.

Her pussy clenches and my vision spots, and her legs give out as her orgasm takes hold.

I catch her, one arm banded around her waist as rhythmic contractions milk me, the tail brushing down my abdomen, and I'm dragged into the abyss with her. I bury myself deep, roar like a fucking monster and come so fucking hard.

The thought of planting more of my cum inside her soft, little body and watching it drip off after is such a fucking turn on. Fucking my daughter raw and dirty is my happy place.

She squirts and comes as I hold myself there, twitching and screaming for Daddy as my cock jerks inside her, filling her in long, hot pulses of love. My head is thrown back, my breath ragged, as I bellow loud enough the whole fucking block probably hears.

"God, so fucking good. Your Daddy loves you, baby, he loves you so much."

I make sure every last spurt is right up against her cervix.

"I love you, too," she mumbles as the last of her orgasm ebbs.

"You're making such a mess," I choke out as my own climax tightens the muscles down my back. I draw my slick fingers from her cunt, wrap them around her mouth, and shove them between her lips. "Clean my fingers."

I stay inside her, both of us panting as the slow drip of the mess we've made starts to seep from her body and down my balls.

She licks and sucks at my fingers as my heart rate settles. I run the backs of my fingers down her ass.

"You did so good, baby. I'm proud of you. Now I'm going to finish breakfast, and you need to eat."

I pull out, raising my foot to push my boxers the rest of the way down to the floor. She steps out of them without instruction as I turn and plate the eggs like nothing happened.

I drop my pants to the floor as well and leave them there, not wanting to stuff my still rock-hard length back into the stifling restriction of the fabric, knowing it's likely I'll be ten inches deep in her pussy again soon.

Less friction this way.

She sits down gingerly, not asking to remove the plug, and I pretend it's just another day.

After I've fed her, she slides off the kitchen chair next to me and drops to her knees on the kitchen tile.

She looks up at me and wraps her hand around my cock. The image hits me with the force of a strobe flash. Wren on her knees on my tile floor, morning light behind her, my half-hard cock in her fist.

She holds my gaze, and I nod.

"That's a good girl. Clean my cock with your mouth." She drags her tongue flat up the underside of my cock, and I slap my hand on the table, making the cutlery jump.

She takes me into her mouth, and all the thoughts of how nothing could feel better than being inside her pussy come into question.

She's messy and eager.

"More spit, baby. Nice and wet, like your pussy gets when it wants my cock."

She complies, with a soft sound of saliva gathering before she goes back to sucking. The rhythm isn't smooth, but her hand working the base in time with her mouth is perfection, and it's the hottest thing that's ever happened to me.

My daughter is sucking me off. Her cute little eager eyes flicking to mine for approval, which I give her with a pat on her head.

"You look so pretty with my cock in your mouth, honey. Keep sucking, you are relaxing Daddy so good."

I thread my fingers through her hair. Feeling the bob of her head transmitted through my palm.

"Look at me."

She looks up with her mouth full and those massive brown eyes, and I almost come on the spot. My stomach muscles clench, my balls tighten.

I tighten my grip in her hair. "Slower. Take your time. No rush. You'll be doing this a lot from now on."

She slows. She hollows her cheeks on the upstroke, and my hips jerk forward as I hear myself make a sound I've never made in my life.

"Just like that." My brain is barely functional. "Fuck, little bird. Just like that. Keep going up and down, up and down."

She takes me deeper. Holds. Gags slightly and pulls back, eyes watering, and does it again because she wants to please her Daddy.

“You’re such a big girl. Doing all these grown up things with Daddy.”

I try to pull her off, because I want this moment to go on and fucking on. But she grabs my hip, digs her nails into the muscle, and shakes her head with my cock still in her mouth. The refusal sends a bolt of heat straight through my spine.

She takes me to the back of her throat, and I come with a sound that shakes the fucking windows.

The orgasm tears itself from somewhere deep in my soul, my hand fisted in her hair while I pulse against her tongue, and she swallows around me, swallows again, her throat working, her nails still anchored in my hip like she's afraid I'll pull away before she's gotten everything she came for.

She finally pulls back and wipes her mouth with the back of her hand.

"Maybe that's a good way to say good morning, too, Daddy." She pokes her tongue out at me.

She settles back in her chair, then picks up her fork and takes a bite of eggs like she didn't just rearrange my entire understanding of who's in charge here.

"You're staring again," she says.

Yeah. I am. And I'm starting to think I'm the one who's in trouble.


Chapter 6




HER PHONE RINGS at seven Sunday morning and it sounds like the warning bell I knew would come sooner or later.

It’s been days of fucking bliss. Fucking, sucking, working, playing, sleeping, eating, but I knew this moment would come. The world is coming for what we have, but I’m fucking ready.

Wren is facedown in my bed, bare except for a little pink tank top that says ‘Brat’ across her tits that I bought her out shopping the other day. It’s bunched at her ribs. Dark hair wrecked against my pillow, bangs smashed sideways. The kind of imperfect composition I'd kill to shoot but can’t tear my eyes from long enough to get my camera.

I've been awake for an hour. Hard since I opened my eyes. Hard the way I've been hard for her since I got the first lick of her pussy. 

She kicked the covers off sometime around four and I've had an unobstructed view of her bare ass.

I want to spread her open right now, drag my tongue through her while she's still half-asleep, feel the exact moment her body registers what's happening before her brain catches up.

Christ. I'm an old fucking man and I'm lying here throbbing like a teenager because this girl breathes in her sleep and her lips part and all I can think about is sliding my cock between them.

I want her to know me as her father, her protector, and the man that teaches her what it means to be a perfect, good, dirty girl for me and me only.

Wren jerks awake. Goes white. She's already reaching.

"Don't answer it."

She does with a bleary, sex sated voice. Of course she does. "Mom?"

Linda's voice seeps through into my happiness stabbing it with a rusty blade.

Wren sits up, crossing her legs, swiping hair from her eyes, shoulders slumped. "What do you mean, Dylan called you?"

I only get Wren's half, but I don't need the rest. I've spent enough years inside Linda's darkroom to reconstruct the negative from memory. Dylan called. Played wounded.

"He cheated on me. I told you that in my text."

Whatever Linda says makes Wren flinch like she's been slapped through the phone.

"Sure, Mom. I'll think about it."

She hangs up. Stares at the far wall. The loose, unhurried woman I've spent days coaxing into the light starts to fade. Armored up again, shoulders climbing toward her ears, jaw wired shut.

"What did she say?"

"That I'm dramatic. That every couple has rough patches." Her voice splinters. "She said I pushed him to it. That if I'd been more open. He wouldn't have needed to look elsewhere."

Copper floods the back of my mouth. My molars creak.

"Your mother told you it's your fault he cheated because you wouldn't do what he wanted?"

Linda’s expectations for Wren were always off, but this? Fuck this.

"Maybe she's right. Maybe if I hadn't been so —"

"Wren." Whatever she hears in my voice stops her dead. Her eyes snap to mine. "She’s wrong."

She presses both hands over her face and sobs.

I pull her into my lap. She resists for just a second before her weight gives, and she's against my chest, crying until my skin is wet. She’s not crying about Dylan.

She’s crying because her mother has never taken the time to understand her. To look into her as a whole person who owes nothing to anyone when it comes to who she wants to be in this life.

Linda was always so full of expectations, killing her daughter’s spirit, making her think at every turn she was some level of disappointment. It cuts especially deep when it’s dressed up with smiles and ‘I love you’s’ and ‘I just want what’s best for you’.

It’s love as a weapon, and I’ve had fucking enough.

"Nothing is wrong with you. Not the way you look, not the way you fuck. All you needed was the space to decide for yourself." My mouth finds the part of her hair. "You want to be held down? Want to come on Daddy’s cock? That's who you are. You weren't ashamed with me, you were free, calling me Daddy, admitting what you want, what your soul needs. Don't let them take that from you."

"What if they're right?"

"They're not." I catch her face. Thumbs on her jaw, tilting her into the light the way I would a subject I needed to see without obstruction. "I've spent my whole career reading faces. I know what performance looks like. I know what honesty looks like, too. Whether it’s in my studio, in my bed, padding around my kitchen in my boxers, my cock in your mouth, my tongue lapping at my daughter’s pussy... it’s all fucking perfect, and you're the most honest person I've ever had in front of my lens or behind it."

A tear tracks down her cheek. I catch it with my thumb and bring it to my lips to lick it clean.

"Grant." She flattens both palms against my chest, right over the heartbeat I can't get under control. "I've had a crush on you since before I should admit. Then it wasn't a crush anymore. It was the reason even kissing Dylan felt wrong. Because it wasn't you. Is that wrong?"

I shake my head and hold her tight.

"I need to know this isn't just protective. Or you scratching an itch." Her voice goes thin. "Because if that's what this is—"

I kiss her. Kiss the doubt out of her mouth. When I pull back, it's just far enough to focus.

"When you came here that night, I told you I wanted you. That was the easy part." I land my forehead on hers. "I’ve loved you for so long. The hard part was when I started to be in love with you, baby. I stayed with your mother, then, only because the idea of not being with you every day was impossible. Until being with you every day was impossible. After that night in your bed, I lost myself, and came in your room, and left your panties full of my cum while I thought you were asleep...”

She climbs into my lap. Straddling me, the sheets pushing up my legs. I'm bare beneath the covers. Haven’t worn a thing to bed since she started sleeping in it.

Her pussy lands hot and slick against the underside of my cock, every fold dragging wet along the length, and I seize her hips on pure reflex.

She reaches between us. No hesitation, no fumbling, just her fingers wrapping around my cock and feeding into her body with the quiet competence of a woman who knows exactly what she wants. The blunt press of my head against her opening locks my jaw so hard I hear the click.

She sinks down onto me, going slow and deliberate. She takes me in silence, her body stretching around me, her breath snagging on each inch, going faster, deeper.

"Daddy."

“Daughter,” I whisper back.

She bottoms out, and we both go still. Her forehead drops to the side of my neck. Breath shaking against my throat. She's so tight around me, it borders on cruelty, an exquisite, impossible grip that drags my balls up tight and turns my hands to fists on her hips.

I feel her heartbeat through my cock. Every pulse squeezing me, releasing, squeezing again. The rhythm of something alive and unhurried and so certain of its right to be here that it puts twenty years of my caution to shame.

She starts to move. Rolling her hips in a slow grind that drags me along the front wall of her pussy, and my hands spasm hard enough on her waist to leave signs of the pressure tomorrow. Good. Let the bruises develop. I love seeing her marked with me.

She rides me slow, lifting her hips until only my head stays inside her before dropping back in one fluid sink that punches the air from both of us. Again. Again. Building a rhythm that isn't fucking so much as the two of us finally telling the truth at the same speed.

Morning light catches her collarbone, and I think, stupidly, golden hour. The warm band cuts across her skin at exactly the angle I'd position a reflector if I had one. Her face right now is perfect, flushed and open and wrecked with pleasure.

She tightens around me on the upstroke. It’s a deliberate, knowing clench that says I know exactly what I'm doing to you. I grip her ass in both hands, spreading her, pulling her flush against me, so my cock buries to the root and her clit grinds against my pelvis.

The sound she makes isn't a moan. It sits lower, somewhere deep in her chest, the kind of noise that escapes a person when something they've wanted for years finally arrives, and they don't have language for it yet.

My gaze drifts to where our bodies join, my cock disappearing into her, slick and thick, the base smeared with how wet she is. I drag my eyes back up, and she's right there, dark and steady and completely unguarded.

Her mouth falls open, her head tipping back, and the tendons in her neck stand taut. I press my mouth there. Just my lips against soft flesh, feeling her pulse hammer as I hold her while she rides me.

"I love you, Daddy..."

I cup the back of her neck and pull her mouth to mine. Kiss her deep and unhurried while I plant my feet on the mattress and thrust up. Giving her every inch on a long, rolling drive that makes her whimper against my teeth. I swallow the sound. I want every noise this woman makes, and I don't want to share them with the room.

"I love you too, baby girl. My beautiful daughter."

She pulls back so I see tears on her lashes, hips still grinding that slow, devastating circle. "I love you," she says again. "I love you."

Her body tightens. She's close. I can feel it in the way her thighs tremble against my hips, the way her rhythm gets jerky. I hold her steady. Keep the pace slow, even though every nerve in my body is screaming to flip her onto her back and drive into her until the headboard splits the drywall.

I press my forehead to hers. "I love you, Wren."

She comes with a shudder that starts in her belly and rolls through her in waves, her pussy gripping me in rhythmic pulses so tight they drag my own orgasm up from the base of my spine by force. Her mouth falls open against mine, breathing my air.

I empty into her in long, shuddering pulses. My breath comes ragged and wrecked against her collarbone.

She doesn't climb off. She stays in my lap, with me softening inside her, face buried in my neck, breath hot and jagged against my skin. The mess of my cum leaking warm around the base of my cock, slicking us both, but neither of us moves. It’s like we both understand that the second we separate, we’ll have to face the real world.

She holds on. I hold on tighter.

The world is going to have opinions about a man my age and a girl hers, about a stepfather and stepdaughter, and every last one of those opinions will arrive eventually.

But right now, she’s breathing against my throat, her heartbeat syncing to mine, and I cannot bring myself to be afraid of a single goddamn thing.


Chapter 7




I don't like the way Wren goes quiet in the passenger seat. We're an hour and a half into our drive from my house to campus and she makes the inside of my F-250 fucking vibrate with happiness.

She's been running her mouth since we left. She's talked about Bea's shitty apartment and her lecherous landlord, about books, about a succulent she swears she can keep alive this time despite a confirmed body count of eleven houseplants from her past that I can remember. She talks about her classes, about how she wants to switch her major from business, what her mother wanted, to wildlife biology.

My girl talks when she's happy. Fills the frame edge to edge, no negative space.

When I turn onto University Drive, she stops. Her body goes tight. The jeans and very vintage black Metallica t-shirt of mine she picked out to wear making her look tiny as she tucks her body back against the seat.

I rest my hand on her thigh, feeling the tension in her muscles. "You don't have to go in."

"Yes, I do." Her jaw sets and it's so fucking cute. I know that face. I've seen it a thousand times since I came into her life. She's sweet, but she can give you a run for your money, be assured. "He's still got my grandmother's quilt. And some of my books. And my charger, which — whatever, but the quilt matters. And the books, I doubt he can even read."

I snort.

She's got fire and it's an old story and one she will never have to tell again. A few things left at a boyfriend's place the way they accumulate in that way. I fucking hate it, but that's behind us now. But the quilt is hers and she wants it back and that's enough reason for me to drive her anywhere or kill anyone that wants to keep things from her that mean something.

"I'm saying I can go in alone. I know what you want, I get your stuff and it will be done."

She looks at me like I've insulted her dead relatives. "And miss watching you scare the shit out of him? Absolutely not."

There she is.

I pull into the lot biting back my smile, my dick hard as always when she's around.

The complex is cheap stucco like some new adaptation of Melrose Place. Dylan's white Audi is parked by the stairs. Daddy's money waxed into the clearcoat.

Wren unbuckles but doesn't move. Sixteen years in the Navy teaches you that patience is a weapon most people don't know how to use.

"He's going to say something." She whispers, fussing with her cuticles keeping her eyes down. "He always has something to say."

"Good." I shut down the engine with a push of the button. "So do I."

***

Two knocks and the door opens. The little fuck is waiting.

Dylan is lean, generically handsome in a way that'll go soft by thirty — the kind of face you'd cast as the best friend in a cologne ad, not the lead. T-shirt that costs more than a utility bill. Basketball shorts at noon on a weekday. His eyes find Wren first and that arrogance puffs his chest, then he registers me.

I watch him deflate.

I don't need to say fucking anything. He reads the energy in the fucking room. Then, a defensive hostility settles over his features like bad lighting. I make the guess that he knows who I am. Wren's step-father.

I'm so much fucking more than that now.

"Wren." He pins his eyes back on her. First mistake. "I've sent you like ten messages."

"I know." Her arms cross, standing behind my shoulder. "I'm here for my things."

"Can we talk first?" He leans into the doorframe. The stance of a kid who's won every argument by making the other person feel crazy. "You made this into something it's not--"

"She said she's here for her things." I keep my voice steady. We have a mission to accomplish here, and the faster, the better. "Step aside."

His eyes cut up to mine. Up. "I don't know what she told you, but this is between me and her."

"It's between you and me now."

He snorts with that particular entitlement of a boy who's never been in a room where he wasn't the most important person in it.

Wren touches my arm. "Grant."

As much as I love hearing her say my name, it doesn't change what needs to happen here. I push into the doorway and Dylan steps back. The alternative is my chest against his, and whatever's left of his lizard brain has done the calculation.

"Fine. Whatever. Your shit's by the bed."

The apartment is what I'd expect from a twenty-year-old with family money and no class. Big TV, gaming rig, protein shake bottles on the counter like a still life called Boy Who Thinks He's a Man.

Wren heads down a hall to the left. Dylan starts to follow, but I stop that shit hard stepping into his path with a sniff.

"It's my apartment." He musters some shaky courage but it's already crumbling.

"Sit. The. Fuck. Down." I nod at the closest chair and give him one breath to do as he's told.

Unfortunately for my ready fist, he sits with a scoff but for now, it's Wren I need to focus on.

"Stay." I add then follow Wren's path down the hall and to a bedroom.

The unmade bed takes up most of the space. Her things are tossed in a box. There are a few books, a phone charger, a wadded-up shirt. The quilt is in a lump under the bed like it's nothing.

"Hey." I catch her wrist. "I got you, baby. You need zero courage. I'm right next to you."

She nods and pulls the quilt from under the bed and folds it with a tenderness that makes my chest ache.

It all fits in one bag. Not much to show for whatever she gave this kid, and the anger I've been filing away builds until it pounds at my temples.

Back in the living room with Wren under the crook of my arm, Dylan's on the couch, phone in hand, one ankle on his knee. He looks up as Wren slings the bag over her shoulder.

"So that's it?" Manufactured boredom. "You're really doing this."

"I'm really doing this."

"Over one mistake." He shakes his head and my jaw cracks.

Color climbs Wren's neck and I watch her teeth work her bottom lip, biting back what she wants to say because she doesn't want to give him the satisfaction. I wait ready to give her whatever she fucking needs right now.

"It wasn't a mistake, Dylan." Steel fills her spine with me next to her. "A mistake is, like, forgetting to text me back. You fucked someone else and then told me it was my fault."

Dylan shakes his head and stands. I step forward.

His eyes slide to me, then back to Wren. "Running to your big, scary stepdaddy? I told you you had Daddy issues."

Wren flinches.

Every rational thought in my head goes quiet. Fuck this. I lean down and tongue fuck her mouth in a kiss that leaves no fucking doubt exactly why I'm here.

"What the fu—" Dylan starts, dropping his phone but I break from her lips and butt his sternum with the base of my palm.

"Sit back down."

Dylan turns to me with the amplified bravery of someone who has never been hit. "Or what? You're, like five years older than her mom old man. And, speaking of your mom, I'm gonna give her another call and let her know this shit—"

He reaches for her arm.

Control no longer registers on my frontal lobe. One second his hand is moving toward her and the next his spine is flat against the wall with my forearm across his throat and his feet are scrambling for purchase on the floor below them.

His eyes go saucer-wide.

I lean in. "You don't touch her. You don't call her. You don't text her. You don't say her name to any-fucking-one. You don't drive past her on the street. If you think about her, I'll fucking know and your thinking days will be over." I exhale in his face. "She was never yours. You just had proximity and she was kind and naïve enough to let you fucking in. That's my fault, but it won't happen again, I fucking assure you."

His throat bobs. I can feel his pulse hammering through my forearm.

"Nod that you understand."

He does.

I hold him long enough for the memory to set permanently in his gray matter then release. He sags against the wall, hands on his knees.

I straighten my shirt. Wren is by the door, bag over her shoulder. Eyes wide, lips parted, chest rising fast. She's so fucking beautiful I want to spread her out right here and make this sack of cuck shit watch what fucking a girl like a man really means.

I think she'd be down for it as well by the way she's shifting her thighs together, a ghost of a smile on her lips. She doesn't think I notice. She blinks, trying to look innocent as her eyes catch mine.

I notice everything about this woman. It's a sickness I have no interest in curing.

"Ready?" I ask.

She nods. "Yes, Daddy." She tosses a smirk toward Dylan and walks out without looking back.

I follow. Mission accomplished.


Chapter 8




Inside the truck, my dick is a metal flag pole. I squeeze the steering wheel, looking around for a place to park the truck and sink my meat into my brave little girl as a reward.

"I think I just came a little." She giggles, threading her fingers together and pushing them out in front of her, cracking her knuckles. "Violence is such a turn on."

I choke. "Jesus Christ, Wren. Just when I think you can't get any hotter, you do."

"I'm dead serious." She's grinning and hot as fire. "The way you picked him up. His feet were dangling. His little feet were just—"

She makes this little finger gesture like a kid's legs swinging back and forth.

"They were not dangling."

"They were dangling-adjacent and you know it." I click her seatbelt on and she settles back with a satisfied sprawl. "Bea's going to lose her entire mind. She's been wanting someone to do that since freshman week when he told her she was fat. And, the kiss? Daddy," She gives me a mock, disappointed pout, "That kiss was so hot."

I start the truck and check the mirrors more than I need to. My heart rate is still elevated and it's not entirely because of the kid I crumpled against his own wall. It's the way she's looking at me. Like I'm something she won. Someone she's proud of.

I don't deserve that look but I'm keeping it anyway.

Her shoulders slump. "What if he calls mom?"

I nod, already reaching for my phone. "I'm not going to give him the chance. I'm going to take care of this, right now."

"Wait." Fear rounds her eyes but I smooth a hand down the back of her hair.

"No, baby. I'm taking care of this. If your mother has a cockroach up her ass about it, she'll get over it. When she can be civil and polite, she can come talk to you, until then, everything will go through me."

***

A half hour later, we've had an interesting conversation with Linda. Wren is stable and understands that I'm now the wall between her and her mother for the time being. The TLDR version is, if she wants her daughter in her life, she needs to be fucking polite, accept our relationship or kick fucking rocks.

She loves Wren. She's not evil. She hates me at this point but my shoulders are broad and I know she'll calm the fuck down once she gets her expectations and ego out of the way.

Now, it's time to get back to the good stuff.

"You good, baby?"

She nods. "Yes. I have you. I trust you."

I press her palm to my lips, then flatten it over my heart.

"I need to make a stop before we go back to the house," I say.

"Where?"

"You'll see."

Where we're headed is twelve minutes from campus but the drive feels like it goes on forever.

I'm pretty sure she figures it out before I turn onto the street. Her brow furrows. Smooths. Furrows again. She knows me better than I'd like to admit.

She smacks my arm. "What did you do?"

I pull into the driveway. It's a white craftsman, deep porch, big back yard with enough space for the garden she doesn't know she wants yet.

I spent the week on the phone with contractors and agents. Snuck out one day to do the walk through, transfer the money and set up everything needed to make this happen and keep her safe and me sane.

The house has four cameras exterior, motion-activated, alerts to my phone. New deadbolts. Security system she can run from hers. Not because anyone's coming — because I wasted time already and I'm not leaving another fucking thing about her or us to chance.

But that's not what matters.

What matters is the reading nook I built into the bay window of the second bedroom. She mentioned it once. Once. Passing comment years ago. I kept track of it all.

I put bookshelves in the living room because she owns more books than clothes and has been stacking them on the floor like she doesn't believe she deserves furniture. Kitchen with real counter space because she's been teaching herself to cook from YouTube videos at two in the morning and she thinks I don't know. I know. I know everything about this woman. I've been paying attention since she walked through my door, wrecked and furious and so beautiful it felt like a lens flare straight to the chest.

"Grant." Her voice has gone strange. Thin. "Whose house is this?"

I turn the engine off. "Yours."

Silence. Then, "Mine," she repeats.

"Yours and Bea's. Sort of, it's ours baby. Four bedrooms, three baths. Master's set up for you. Second bedroom has the reading nook. There's a full apartment over the garage for Bea to destroy however she wants. You said she had a shitty apartment and an asshole landlord and you care about her, so I do too. We'll stay here until you finish school, then you can pick out whatever you want, wherever you want. Your pussy has Daddy by the short hairs, baby. I'll burn down the world for you then rebuild it however you tell me to."

Wren is staring through the windshield, her throat working. She looks like a little girl trying to puzzle through how to express all the new feelings she's discovering.

"You bought me a house."

"I bought us a house." I turn to face her. "I move in soon. I'll get things settled at my other place. The security is installed. Neighbors are a retired couple on the east side and a family with a golden retriever on the west, and I've already introduced myself to both and told them my fiancé lives here while she's going to school and I'll be moving in as well."

She exhales. It sounds like it's been trapped in her body for weeks. Maybe years. "You talked to the neighbors."

"Background checked them."

"You background checked the—" Both hands press to her cheeks. She's making little choking sounds like she's laughing or crying. That thing she does where the two crash into each other and I can't tell which is winning. "Grant Sullivan, you absolute psycho. I love you so much."

"Did you not hear what I said?" I grunt, reaching over to grab a handful of that hair I love to pull so much. "Fiancé. Did you grasp that?"

I tug at the roots, pulling her mouth over to mine and shoving my tongue through her lips until she's panting and twisting in the seat.

"Fiancé." She finally breathes against my lips.

"Yes, my daughter is going to be my wife. Fuck the world. I'm going to be happy and the only thing that will make me happy is making you happy, so fuck it. We're doing this baby. I've put enough cum inside your little tight girl pussy to make a flock of babies already. So, you'll be my baby, making my babies and I'll handle it all. Your job is to take care of my cock and be happy."

I lean across the console and pull her hands down from her wet cheeks. Mascara migrating south. If I had my camera, I'd shoot this moment and print it twelve feet wide. The most beautiful portrait I'd ever take.

"Come see the inside."

***

She laugh-cries at the reading nook. She sits in it and runs her hands over the built-in shelves and the cushion I had upholstered in a green I picked because it matches her eyes.

She cries again in the kitchen when she opens the cabinets and finds them full. Peanut butter. The specific crackers she likes. Chocolate cherry coffee.

Vitamins and supplements and a printed schedule of when and what to take because I know she forgets to eat when she's stressed and that shit ends under my roof.

She screams the fucking roof down when she sees all the bottles of her Pomegranate Sunrise scented shit in the bathroom cabinet.

She skips around and calls Bea from the living room. I lean against the kitchen counter and let the shrieking wash over me — Bea's voice through the speaker, a string of profanity that would make a sailor blush, and somewhere in there, unmistakably, the phrase I knew that man was daddy as fuck.

Wren shoves the phone against her chest giggling. Too late. I heard it and it's fucking true.

I am daddy as fuck.

When she hangs up, she struts back to me like a pimped-out peacock. That look on her face — the one that's equal parts wonder and want, tells me everything in my life has brought me here and it's all fucking perfect. She stops a foot away and I hook my fingers into her waistband and drag her against me.

"You did all this in a week," she says.

"I've been planning it longer."

"How long?"

"Since the night I snuck into your room and violated you in your pretend sleep."

She tilts her head back. "You're a bad daddy."

"The best ones are."

I kiss her. She melts into it, palms slapping my chest, rising on her toes. I grab handfuls of her ass and savor it all.

We're home.

When I pull back, her pupils are wide and that sexy, lusty little girl look makes my dick fucking weep. "I want to christen every room."

"We will." I land my forehead against hers. "But first."

I reach into my pocket.

Three days. I've been carrying this ring for three days everywhere. Art deco, rose gold, a vintage, pristine pink diamond from a New York estate sale I found online. The once in a lifetime kind of design that understands beauty is structural, foundational, not just decorative.

I saw it and heard her voice in my head saying, 'Yes, Daddy' and bought it without a second of doubt about the price or our future.

Now, I've been waiting for a moment that felt honest instead of staged. And here it is — her tear-streaked face in a house that made her smile, afternoon light cutting through windows and no camera in sight.

She sees the box and goes absolutely still.

"Grant."

"That's not what you call me now."

"Daddy." She whispers and the world stands still. Her pussy flavor is still on my tongue from this morning and I know my load I deposited earlier is also leaking out of her tight little breeding hole right now.

I pop it open. The stone catches the light and does what I knew it would.

Her hand flies to her mouth. More fucking laughing tears.

Her eyes narrow as my heart lodges in my throat.

What if she says no?

I shake my head, doesn't matter. She's not fucking getting away.

Her hands flutter around her throat as she quirks her lips into a playful smile, nose crinkled. "Get on your knee, Daddy."

"I'm forty-four. My knees have been through two deployments and a—"

"Get. On. Your. Knee. Daddy."

"Bossy brat."

The corner of my mouth lifts just enough for her to know I was always going to do it. Then I drop onto one knee on the hardwood of our home, the ring between us, looking up at the woman who showed up on my doorstep like a hurricane and blew away every moral and ethical reason I thought I had for staying away.

"Marry me, Wren."

"That's not a question."

"No. It's not."

She stares at me. Then she sinks to her knees and takes my face in both hands. This girl, this woman, my whole goddamn future in a pair of hands that I held when I walked her to her first day of school for so many years. Read her stories and taught her how to scramble eggs and humped her body one night while she slept like a lecherous old fucker.

She kisses me. It's the kind of kiss that doesn't need words because it is the answer.

"Yes." Against my mouth, barely a breath. "Obviously yes, you impossible man."

I slide the ring on.

She holds her hand up. "It's art deco. Vintage like Taylor's ring."

"It is."

After a while, she lifts her head. Wipes her eyes with the back of her hand.

"Bea's going to scream so loud the neighbors call the police."

"Good thing I already introduced myself."

"You thought of everything."

"That's a Daddy's job."

She loops her arms around my neck, settles against me.

Afternoon sun tracks across the floor. A dog barks next door. Down the street, a kid bounces a basketball, the rhythm steady and ordinary and so goddamn beautiful it could make a man religious.

"Daddy?"

"Yes, baby."

"Take me to the bedroom. I want to break in that master suite."

I pull her up against me. Easy, the way it's always been with her, the way nothing else in my life has ever been before her and carry her down the hall.

She's right.

We've got rooms to christen.


Chapter 9

Five Years Later




The tripod goes first.

I clock it in my peripheral — three thousand dollars of carbon fiber tipping in slow motion because my wife's ass knocked it sideways while I had her pinned against the equipment shelf. It cracks against the studio floor hard enough to make my twenty-year-old self grieve.

I don't stop kissing her.

"That sounded expensive," Wren mumbles into my mouth.

"It was."

"Are you going to—"

"No."

She grins against me, hooks her fingers through my belt loops, and drags my hips to hers. Or as close as they get with seven months of our second kid between us. She's enormous. She's luminous. She's wearing one of my old flannels with nothing underneath because she came downstairs from studying to allegedly ask about aperture settings for Monday's intermediate class — and I caught her nipples through the fabric and we both knew the question was bullshit.

That was eight minutes ago. Since then I've swept the shooting table with one arm, sacrificed a reflector panel to gravity, and learned that pregnancy has made her so responsive that dragging my teeth along the side of her neck buckles her knees.

I learn this because her knees buckle.

"Whoa —" I catch her, one arm hooked under her ass, the other bracing the shelf. A box of lens filters rattles overhead. "Easy."

"Don't you easy me." She's already scaling me, one leg wrapped around my hip, her belly tight and warm between us. The baby kicks. Square into my stomach. Hard enough I feel it through my shirt.

"Your son has opinions."

"My son can wait." She scrapes her teeth across my bottom lip. "Daddy's busy."

Five years. Five years of that word in her mouth and it still fires straight down my spine into my cock.

I've loved every minute of our life. After she got her undergrad, we moved into the bigger house here I'd been building for a year. It's set back on ten acres, no neighbors, five bedrooms and I'm thinking of adding on.

Her mother…my ex is, well, let's just say we have a quiet truce. She comes to holidays, loves the grandkids and has remarried and lives five hours away.

It works.

"What does Daddy's girl need that couldn't wait until Nora's nap was over?"

"Daddy's girl needs to come on something thicker than a highlighter, which is what I was eyeing upstairs when the endocrine system got boring."

"You were going to fuck yourself with a highlighter."

"The chisel-tip kind. The thick one." She rolls against my thigh and her breath trips. "I made a responsible choice and came to find you instead. You should be thanking me."

"Now, that's my good girl." I bunch the flannel at her lower back and pull it taut, watching the fabric strain across her belly, her breasts, then unbutton it because I need her now.

"Grant. Forty minutes until Nora's nap ends and the monitor —"

"Is in my back pocket. I know." Her breasts hang heavy, laced with blue veins, the nipples dark and beading with milk. The first time this happened, I wasn't prepared for what her milk would do to me. I'd like to claim it was tender and some soft reverence of her new motherhood role. It wasn't. Something in my hindbrain went feral and never came back. "Get on the table."

She hoists herself up, and parts her thighs pregnant and bare and wet, splitting herself open for me in the middle of our studio at two in the afternoon because she has never once in her life known how to be anything less than catastrophically honest.

I step between her legs and palm her belly. My son rolls under my hand, shifting. I press my mouth below her navel and feel him move against my lips.

Then drag my eager mouth upward.

The first pull of her nipple floods my tongue, and Wren's fist knots in my hair. "Oh fuck." Her hips buck. "I love that you found this kink."

I seal tighter. Milk, sweet and warm, and the sound out of her, this furious, wrecked little moan that has zero delirium in it, punch straight into my hard-on.

She yanks my hair. "The other one is leaking. It's jealous."

I switch. The second my mouth closes over her left nipple I draw deep and that familiar haze comes over me.

I'm milk drunk.

I slide my hand between her thighs and she jolts the second my fingers land. She whimpers against my temple when I push two fingers in and curl, and she clenches around my knuckles.

"Please, Daddy." She rocks into my hand. "I've been thinking about you all morning. Couldn't focus. Kept rereading the same paragraph about glucocorticoids and picturing your cock."

"What about it?"

"That I want it." She bites my earlobe. "That I always want it. That being this pregnant turns me into someone who can't sit through a chapter without squeezing her thighs together and it's going to tank my GPA."

"I'll write you a note." I curl my fingers, press my thumb to her clit, and she cries out, grabbing the table's edge. "Dear Professor, please excuse Wren's grades. Her Daddy keeps fucking her stupid and she can't retain information about the endocrine system."

"I love you. God, right there — don't stop —"

She's still trembling when she grabs my jaw and hauls me into a kiss. Deep and filthy, tasting of her cream. "I need you inside me," she says against my teeth. "Now. Please."

"Turn around."

"I'm the size of a parade float. I don't turn around. I execute a three-point turn."

"Then execute it. Hands on the table."

She huffs, but she's smiling then sliding off and bracing her palms on the edge. The flannel clings to one shoulder, her back bare, her ass canted out to make room for the belly. Seven months pregnant, barefoot in our studio, milk dripping, her bio textbook probably still open upstairs with a highlighter holding her place — this woman is pulling a master's degree while pregnant while running a business while keeping a two-year-old alive and she still marched downstairs to fuck me on a Wednesday afternoon.

I don't deserve her. I wake up every morning certain of it and every morning I choose to keep her anyway.

I free my cock and line up. She shoves back, trying to take me.

"Ask properly."

"Please, Daddy." Not a shred of hesitation. She said it shy once, five years ago in my kitchen, and every time since she's said it like a woman who knows exactly who she is. "Please fuck me. I need your cock so bad."

I give it to her. Her words dissolve into a sound with no consonants in it.

Christ. Tight, then yielding, then tight again, like her body can't choose between dragging me deeper and bracing for the next thrust. I lock both hands on her hips and hold, buried. My jaw clenches so hard my molars ache.

"Move." She pushes back against me. "Daddy. Move."

Her palm slaps flat on the table. I bottom out, the way her spine dips to shift the angle. Five years of studying this body and I still catch details that wreck me.

I gather her hair in my fist and pull her upright against my chest and she whimpers, reaching back to grip my neck. I palm her breast and squeeze. Milk arcs in the light landing on the walnut table in front of us.

"That's going to stain the wood," she says, and immediately comes.

The clamp, the shudder, the way her breath cuts dead for three seconds before the panting starts. It's all familiar but never gets old. I hold her up and catch her face in the reflection of the dark monitor across the room.

Always the best thing in the frame.

"Good girl. So good for me. Daddy's little secret. Remember, you can't tell anyone what I do to you when I climb in your bed at night, right?"

"Right." She hums, soaking me with a warm gush.

She takes my hand and guides it down. Past her hip. Over the curve of her ass. Presses my fingers against the tight pucker between her cheeks and holds them there. "This. I want you here."

My cock kicks inside her so hard I see spots. "Yeah?"

"You know it's naughty to ask Daddy to fuck your ass. But, I won't tell."

I spread her ass cheeks and gather the saliva in my mouth and spit, reaching under her and cupping her opening with my fingers, gathering her slippery nectar and rub it all on her tight little hole. I slick my cock with more spit and her natural lube and line up, press the head against her. "Breathe for me, baby girl."

She inhales. The head eases past that tight ring and she gasps, knuckles bleaching on the table's edge.

Another inch and she lets out this low, desperate exhale of relief.

"God, your ass is fucking heaven little girl. You shouldn't make Daddy do these things to you. Now, you have to take it all. You started this, now you're gonna finish it."

"All the way," she whispers. "Give me all of it, Daddy. I can take you."

I bottom out.

"You have no idea what you do to me."

"Show me."

I pull back and thrust. She moans, rocks to meet me, and that's all the permission I need.

"Oh my god. How is it — it's so much. I'm so full." She's babbling, the way she does when her brain cuts out but her mouth keeps running. "Daddy, I can't — it's too — I'm going to —"

I reach around and find her clit. Slippery, swollen, pulsing under my fingers. Two circles and she detonates — screaming into the crook of her arm, her whole-body locking, her ass clenching around me. I thrust through it, through the aftershocks, through the way she sobs for Daddy and I follow her over with a groan dragged from somewhere I didn't know I had left.

I come in thick, hot bursts buried in her with my palm on her belly and my mouth pressed to her spine and our son doing somersaults from the ride I'm giving him, and it's absurd and holy and so perfect.

The monitor crackles in my back pocket.

Wren exhales. "Oh my God."

"Duty calls."

I drag all my inches out of her, a seep of my white release dripping from her puckered hole.

"We should clean up before the afternoon class."

"Probably."

"Grant."

"What."

"Your come is running down my leg and I have to go study the endocrine system."

"Those two things aren't mutually exclusive."

She smacks my chest, wrapping the shirt around her and padding her way to the door, my cum slipping down the inside of her calf.

She's still my little girl and a fucking miracle.

I pull my camera off the table and aim.

"Don't you dare."

“I think you need your tail. Your ass stuffed with a plug is always so pretty.”

Click.

She flips me off without turning around.

Click.

That one I'll frame.
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