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Chapter One



Hallie

Greyhound stations always smell like spilled coffee and sour rain.

I sit on my duffel and hug my knees. The action does nothing to keep my body from shaking.

The vending machine next to me hums and clunks as a fluorescent light stutters. Somewhere, a man coughs into his sleeve, and the automatic door keeps opening to allow more travelers entry, letting in cold air and spitting it straight at my bare shins.

I shouldn’t have gone to my academic probation meeting still half-drunk from the night before. I shouldn’t have dropped out.

But, the biggest of all is I shouldn’t have called him.

God… Why did I call him?

But I know why. I ran out of options. There wasn’t anywhere else for me to go. I turned the word home into a gaping wound, untouched and left to fester.

My phone sits black in my palm, betraying no notifications nor music. The only thing it shows is my reflection on the screen. A girl with mascara ghosts under her blue eyes and a mouth that never knows when to stop.

He’s not coming.

What do I do? Take up residence in the stinky women’s bathroom at the Greyhound station? The handicap stall is spacious. I could make it work.

Headlights sweep the glass and my heart kicks up. A bus grinds past, rattling the entire building, spewing diesel fumes into the air. When it goes, I’m left with silence again and the humiliation of wanting something I don’t deserve.

And then I hear it.

The sound… That engine… A roar that fills the air instead of cutting it.

A tall black pickup with rain sliding off it in long streaks pulls up slowly. It’s almost like the night itself decided to stop for me.

My heartbeat stutters so hard my breath feels like a soft-ball lodged in my throat. Then, he steps out. The whole world narrows to a single point. Him.

The first thought is God, he’s bigger.

The second, coming in just as fast, is don’t stare.

The third, which is uninvited and unwanted, is a pulse of heat that starts low and spreads through me. My skin doesn’t fit right, and my bones vibrate.

He’s broader and harder somehow, like a storm built out of muscle. The air changes around him. It’s heavier, feeling like the calm before a summer storm.

I hate that my body reacts before my brain does. My stomach clenches. My thighs press together. My hands start shaking. It’s not from fear, not exactly, but from a hunger so strong that I think it belongs to someone else.

I shouldn’t want him. Not this man. Not him.

He’s shared a bed with my mother since I was…God, nine? I’m so bad. So, so bad.

But my desire doesn’t care about the rules. It only knows the shape of his shoulders. The sound of his boots on wet asphalt as he approaches the spot I’ve claimed as my own.

He doesn’t say a word when he stops in front of me. All he does is stand there, looking at me the way a man looks at something he intends to fix or break. I don’t know which one I’d rather have.

“Get up.”

It’s quiet and rough. His command is threaded through calm. It’s just how I remember, that voice that he’d use when I was breaking the rules.

I didn’t expect a big bear hug, but I guess the little girl in me didn’t expect the severity I see in his black eyes.

Jackson Cartright. My mother’s second husband. My step-father.

He read at least a hundred of The Babysitter’s Club books to me. He taught me how to swim. How to make the world’s best pancakes.

He taught me that good men are still a thing. My little girl crush on my mother’s brooding, sexy husband started the day I met him and secret of secrets, has never ended.

I stand too fast, the motion making me dizzy. I nearly topple over when I hoist my bag from the ground. My duffel strap cuts into my shoulder. I clutch it like it can keep me upright, but it might be doing the opposite.

He moves closer, close enough that I catch the scent of the spicy pine scented soap he always used. The smell hits something behind my ribs. I can’t breathe right.

“Come on,” he says through clenched teeth, the muscle in his jaw turning to stone.

It’s been a year since I saw him. A year since my mother blocked his number on my phone and told me if I reached out to him, tried to communicate with him in any way, I was dead to her.

What she didn’t know is I had a secret file of his photos hidden on my phone. I don’t even like to admit to myself how many times I touched myself looking at them. And I never forgot his phone number. Even though my mother made sure it was deleted from my phone, I kept it in my head where she could never touch it.

Jackson takes the bag from my shoulder, one-handed, and turns toward the truck. He doesn’t even look back to make sure I’m coming. But, he knows I am.

Seeing him walk away is enough to make my stomach clench.

The cold nips at my skin when I step outside, but my blood feels hot. The rain plasters my shirt to my chest. When he opens the passenger door, the interior light spills over him, catching on the sharpness of his jaw, softening on his mouth.

I want to look away. I can’t.

My thighs brush the seat when I climb in, the leather cool against the backs of my legs. I pull my skirt down and tell myself not to feel this nervous, not to feel anything.

He tosses the duffel into the crew-cab seats, then shuts the door without a word or one of the hugs I remember from the years before I turned into an adolescent brat.

He rounds the hood, rain making him shine reminding me of Robert Pattinson in that stupid Twilight scene.

Every step he takes loaded and unhurried. When he slides into the driver’s seat, the truck dips and my whole body does too. The cab fills with his presence, like the air bends around him.

We don’t move.

His hands rest on the wheel. They’re huge, wet and his fingers are entrancing. I imagine them under my chin, running down my sides. Then, I realize I’m staring and shift my gaze to my lap.

“Seatbelt,” he says, gruff and yet concerned.

I fumble for it with clumsy fingers. When it clicks, I flinch and say, “Sorry.”

His jaw tightens. “Don’t apologize. Not unless you’ve broken a rule of mine.”

I press my lips together swallowing around the lump in my throat.

A rule of his? He used to give me rules when I was little. Small ones that were practical. Most of them were about my safety.

But, when I hit thirteen and my mother started staying out later, being gone more, and yelling at Jackson for the stupidest things, something in me changed.

Maybe it was fear, that’s what the school counselor said. I was acting out because I didn’t feel safe somehow. But, it wasn’t Jackson that made me feel unsafe but he was the one I took out my fear or frustration on every time, pushing against the restrictions he put in place that got more and more firm.

Conflict punched at my belly when my mother finally kicked him out for, shocker, telling her if he ever found out she was behind the wheel after drinking again, he would call the cops on her himself.

He pulls onto the street, his headlights cutting through the sheets of water. The world outside becomes a blur of neon smeared by the rain. Inside the truck, it’s too warm. We’re too close.

I can feel him without looking, and I have to fight the urge to squirm under his gaze. The weight of him beside me on the bench, the heat coming off his leg, and the rhythm of his breathing that somehow pulls mine into sync makes me dizzy.

“Hallie.”

He says my name like he’s been keeping it somewhere safe during the year since we last saw one another.

“Yeah,” I say. My voice comes out thin. “Thanks for coming.”

The silence stretches between us, engulfing us. The wipers drag across the windshield, slapping back and forth, back and forth, and I count the seconds between each pass, trying to calm my pulse. I want to say something, but nothing comes to mind.

“What happened?” He finally breaks the silence, glancing my way before turning his eyes back to the dark road.

“Which part?” I reply. I mean for it to sound light, but it comes out snippy, bratty.

The corner of his mouth twitches. When he speaks, it’s a mixture of frustration and amusement. “Start with why you were sitting at a bus station at midnight with no coat.”

“I have one,” I say even though I don’t. “I… left school because it wasn’t working out. I called Mom, she said…” My throat tightens, choking out the rest of the sentence. I cough, my face hot. “She said she was on her way out of town and if I was old enough to decide to leave school, I was old enough to have a plan of where to go.”

He exhales slowly. The muscles in his forearm shift as he grips the wheel tighter. I watch the motion for too long and have to look away, hoping I can hide the flush creeping up my neck.

His gaze flicks to me, just once, and my heart stumbles. I can’t quite read the emotion in his tone when he says, “And you called me.”

“I didn’t think you’d come,” I admit softly.

“I always come,” he rolls his head in a semi-circle and I hear the bones in his neck snap. “That’s what a father does.”

Father.

Something hot sparks under my skin. I cross my legs, pretending to stretch as I try to give myself a little bit of friction. “You’re not my dad.”

The air changes. He looks at me, steadily in the glow of the dash.

“I’m the man who showed up,” he says, speaking each word slowly, low and firm. “You’ll live under my roof, you live by my rules.”

The words make something deep inside me tense and tremble. It shouldn’t sound like safety, not when I left because I didn’t want control. It shouldn’t imbue me with intense want. But it does.

“Live? Rules?” I echo, aiming for sarcasm, but like muscle memory, it comes out standoffish, childish.

“Yeah, live. It may not be blood, but we’re family. You need a place and I’m that place. You’ll have a curfew. Learn respect. You answer when you’re called,” he says, both soft and sharp at the same time. There’s no room for me to argue. His knuckles brush the gearshift, and my stomach flips. “You eat what I tell you. You sleep when I tell you. You learn how to behave.”

“I don’t need to be… handled.” Lie.

“You do,” he murmurs, voice heavy as lead. Then he sighs like I’ve hurt him somehow with my obstinacy. “Or you wouldn’t be here.”

My chest burns. He’s right. I hate that he’s right.

The truck hums beneath us, and every vibration travels through the seat into my bones. I feel every movement of his thigh as he shifts, every flex of his arm when his hand tightens on the wheel. My body is a map that knows him even if my mind refuses to.

When I was sixteen, out of control and being a rude bitch to everyone, Jackson never wavered. He still remembered every birthday and congratulated me on every good grade. It was like he was the only person who wanted the best for me.

I still think of how I would lay in bed at night imagining him coming through the door like he did so many times when I was younger. I wanted his comfort so badly.

“You need a drink of water before bed?”

“You want the nightlight on?”

“You need anything?”

By the time puberty hit, I needed something alright. I needed those thick forearms wrapped around me. I needed to pull at his shirt and tuck myself against him, turn my head and feel his lips press against mine.

He turns his head quickly as if he can hear my thoughts.

“Look at me,” he says as he stops the truck at a red light and I swear I nearly come out of my skin.

I’m soaked between my legs and not from the rain.

His irises catch the city’s glow, reflections shifting through amber and flecks of gold. When his hand lifts, his fingers grazing my chin, every nerve in me arcs to life. The callus of his thumb drags lightly along my jaw.

My pulse is in my throat, in my knees, everywhere.

“You’ve always had a mouth on you,” he exhales, still touching me. “Use it to tell the truth.”

I swallow hard and the barest, real truth comes tumbling out. “I’m… scared.”

“I know. Good girl for telling me. It’s about fucking time,” he tells me, the praise covering me like a warm blanket. His gaze drifts lower, then back to my eyes. “I’m gonna make things safe for you again Hallie.”

I shake my head, pressing the tips of my fingers into my eye sockets. I feel so small when I admit, “I don’t know how.”

“Structure.” He leans my way, just enough that his breath ghosts my cheek and I freeze, unable to meet his gaze. “Look at me.”

He’s so close, I turn my head and our lips… God, they are right there but doesn’t kiss me. He brushes his mouth against mine.

It’s barely a touch, and my insides lurching with how badly I want more. My breath rushes out and back in audibly.

“You don’t get to lie to Daddy,” he whispers, so close I can taste the words. I shudder at the word, intoxicated by his closeness. “I can smell what you want.”

It’s too much. Too real. My chest tightens, shame spilling into the edges of want. Everything blurs together, and the only thing in focus is Jackson… Daddy.

When the light turns green, he turns back to the road, giving me room to breathe again. I nearly sway into him as the truck pulls forward like nothing happened. The only thing that’s changed is that his hand is now on my knee.

The weight of it is grounding but there’s a new heat bubbling under my skin as his thumb starts to press tiny circles against the soft flesh beneath it. I can’t move.

After a moment, I press my knees together. His hand gets trapped. Almost imperceptibly, his breath hitches.

By the time we turn up a gravel drive, my thoughts are just noise. His hand is still there, inched upward on the thick of my thigh. He’s so close to my center that I know he can feel my feminine parts pulsing and radiating heat.

His house appears before us slowly. I’ve driven by a hundred times in the dark. It’s different approaching with Jackson at my side.

It’s nothing like the house my mother insisted he buy for us after they married. That was the illusion of suburban success. It was exactly the same as all the others on the street. There was no character aside from the false image of happiness.

His house reminds me of him. I take in the stone base built a hundred years ago when things were meant to last. And, above that, solid deep blue siding wraps around the building, framing wide windows. It’s a Craftsman style bungalow that he’s renovated and expanded, and something about it reminds me of how I felt when he was around.

He parks and cuts the engine. The silence gets louder without its hum. Then, he gets out, grunting at me to stay, and walks in front of the hood to the passenger’s side.

When he opens my door, I see that the rain’s slowed to a mist. His face is all planes, shrouded in dark with the peaks illuminated by the street lights. I don’t breathe until he steps back, giving me room to join him on the ground, though it doesn’t feel like freedom. This feels like the pause before something inevitable.

He grabs my bag from the backseat and starts toward the porch. He doesn’t look back, knowing that I’ll come with him.

And, just like he expects, I follow him, my heart pounding too fast, my mouth dry.

The steps creak under our weight. The mist dampens the sound of our breathing.

My stomach flips as he unlocks the door and pushes it open. Warm air spills out, greeting us before we even step inside.

I stop at the threshold. My bare toes brush the line where the tile begins. My wet clothes sticking against my prickling skin.

It feels like a test I am woefully unprepared to take. I’m teetering on the precipice of something huge.

If I go inside, it stops being a rescue. It becomes something else. I’m not naive, I know that.

His shadow fills the doorway as he faces me. His voice is quiet when he confirms what I’ve already figured out. “You step in, there’s no turning back.”

I suck cool air into my lungs. My fingertips twitch at my sides. I stare into the darkness of his home.

He watches me, his expression unreadable as he says, “You’ll behave, or Daddy will make sure you learn how.”

The word Daddy lands low and heavy. My stomach folds around it, butterflies fluttering against it. My fingers curl against my palms. Everything in my brain warns me to retreat. Everything in me in my heart and lungs wants to move forward.

I step inside.

Behind me, he closes the door. The lock clicks with a finality that tells me I’ve sealed my fate.

Something deep inside me answers it. I realize all at once that I’ve been waiting years for that sound.

He’s at my back in an instant, a solid wall of heat. He’s still, a presence that’s both comforting and thrilling. There’s a gravitational pull in the inches that separate us, and I’m helpless to fight it.

I lean back, scooting my heels backward until his body engulfs mine.

“That’s the answer I needed,” he growls into my hair. “I opened the door, and you stepped inside. Now, who am I?”

“Jackson,” I whisper as the weight of his arm loops around my chest, tugging upward until his thick forearm is under my chin, against my throat, trapping me as his hips shift forward.

If it weren’t for his support, I would crumble to the floor.

He’s hard. God, he’s not just hard, he’s massively hard. I swallow, but there’s no saliva. I feel like I’m going to burst into flames as he grinds himself into my ass.

“Not that name,” he says darkly. “Who is going to make you safe, Hallie? What do you call the man of the house that takes care of you and shields you from the world? That makes you—” His voice trails off as the thickness against my back presses even harder.

“Daddy.” I hiss, my breathing coming out in stuttered pants.

He doesn’t move, just stands there, letting me feel it. It’s like his entire being heats when I say it again.

“Daddy.”

“Fuck,” he groans, his mouth against my ear as I curl my fingers on the hard muscles of his arm latched around my neck. “You’re gonna find out just how Daddy this is all gonna get little girl.”


Chapter Two



Jackson

Ifind her in the kitchen a while later after giving her some space and trying to talk myself out of stuffing full of every thick inch of my cock that is hell-bent on getting in her tight little snatch. She curls her cute as fuck little yellow painted toes on the tile floor, leaning against the counter by the sink, her hair wrecked from God knows what. She’s circling a chipped mug with one fingertip and even that simple little movement has my dick seeping cum down my fucking leg.

She feels me before she looks. Her body stills, her shoulders lift. Still focused on that cup, she inhales stubbornly.

Then she turns with her chin up and defiance etched into the shine of her eyes.

“You move like a ghost,” she whispers. I watch her throat work. She swallows, holds, then swallows again, harder.

“I move like a man who owns the ground he’s standing on,” I say, letting her know that I’m not going to stand for her battiness.

The desire to fight flashes across her face. Then, with snarkiness I haven’t heard since she was living under my roof last time, she says, “Stop looking at me like I’m in trouble. I’m an adult that doesn’t work on me anymore.”

“An adult, huh? You are,” I start as I cross the floor to get to her. I’m in no hurry, and I don’t stop until she backs into the counter. “Under my roof, age is irrelevant and you don’t test me before breakfast. Or after.”

She laughs. It’s brittle and pretty. “You don’t get to tell me—”

“Hallie,” I say sharply, letting her name be a warning. “Watch your tone.”

“Or what?”

Her pulse jumps where the light hits her throat. I track it with an insatiable hunger. She’s challenging me, wants me to say it and mean it. She wants to find out if I do what I say.

“Or I correct you.”

The words land like a brand. I watch the impact. She recoils and sways in a way she can’t hide.

“I don’t need—” She cuts herself off. Then, she tries again, softer this time. “You can’t just…decide that.”

“I already decided when I came for you.” My calloused palm finds her wrist. “You called. I answered. That’s a contract.”

“You’re not my dad,” she says, her snark undeniable.

“I’m the man who came,” I say, leaning in as the air gets hotter between us. “That makes me the one responsible for you.”

She fights the breath in her chest as she reaches behind her back to steady herself. The mug slips across the counter too hard, and a tiny splash sloshes over the rim. She flinches at the sound like she broke a rule.

She wants to please me. I can smell it on her. The need to be praised. To not disappoint the man that helped raise her.

“Careful,” I say as I push the cup aside, stepping even further into her space. “You’re shaking.”

“I’m not,” she lies. “You can’t just grab me and—”

What she doesn’t seem to understand is that I don’t grab. I touch. I place my palm at the back of her neck. The contact is weighted enough to steady and light enough to be refused.

She doesn’t refuse. Her knees soften. Her mouth opens on a sound that sounds suspiciously like a yes.

“I told you,” I say, my voice going low. It sends a shiver up her spine. “You live here, you live by my rules.”

“I don’t even know the rules,” she retorts, still standoffish but willing to be guided.

“Then listen,” I tell her, tilting her face the way I want it. “You answer when you’re called. You eat. You sleep. You speak with respect. You don’t push me to see if I’ll hold.”

“How will I know you’re holding unless I push?” she asks, rebellion coloring her words.

God, she’s fucking cute. I should smile, but I don’t. “You’ll know.”

She refuses to meet my gaze, defiant. The only sounds are the rain starting up again against the gutters and her ragged breath.

“Look at me,” I demand taking in that cinched in waist, the way her tits sit high on her chest making me salivate like a fucking dog.

She does as I say, her eyes connecting to mine, and it goes straight to my cock. There’s so much trust there, I vow to never break it, but I know what she really needs and that’s not just me, but a good hard fucking with my thick ten inches of meat that will give her the attitude adjustment she needs. .

“Say you understand you’ll do as you are told,” I say when she remains quiet.

She opens her mouth and closes it twice before she says, “I…understand.”

“Say you’ll try to be my good girl.”

A beat passes, like she’s considering whether or not to push back. Then, she says, “I’ll try.”

“Good girl.”

As soon as the words leave my mouth, her shoulders drop and her lips tremble. She leans before she knows what she’s doing. I don’t let her fall, my hold on her getting firmer.

“Now,” I say, electrifying the air around us, “about the tone.”

Her stare flicks down my body, then up to my face. I see shame and want mixing together. “Jackson—”

“Daddy,” I correct, soft and brutal at the same time. “Under my roof.”

She sways again and I’m so fucking hard my nuts are about to bust.

“Or what?” she whispers, not because she doubts me. She needs to hear it again.

“Or I teach.”

The room narrows to the place my hand finds her wrist. The sparks in the air intensify, and my cock pulses with want. This girl who has never wanted structure or discipline is finally letting it happen to her.

“Turn,” I grunt as I release my hold on her. I take half a step back, looking down at her. She sucks in a ragged breath. “Hands on the counter.”

Her lips part, but no sound comes out. I see her process my request, then I see her understand it. She turns slowly, splaying her hands on the surface in front of her. There’s a tremor in her legs that’s a mix of fear and anticipation but all I picture is raw dogging her bent over until she passes out.

“I need you to know why I’m doing this,” I tell her, my mouth close to her ear. I rub my palm over the curve of her ass, letting her know exactly what’s coming for her “Not because I’m angry. Because you need it.”

Her nod is small, almost imperceptible. Then, she says, “I—yes.”

I press against the small of her back, forcing her to arch her bottom toward me. With the tip of my toe, I urge her feet apart. Then, I grab onto the meat of her ass, pulling a gasp from her lungs. My cock spasms as she trembles.

“Count for me,” I command, taking my hand away and positioning myself to strike. “You start with one, then keep going until I stop. Now, say ‘one’.”

She inhales. Her hands clench, nails dragging across the granite countertop. I flex my fingers, waiting for her to start.

“One,” she says, unable to keep the single word steady.

That tremor in her voice spurs me on. I bring my hand down against her ass, sharp and fast. The sound fills the kitchen.

The sound she makes after isn’t pain, not really. That’s mixed in, but pleasure undercuts it. She doesn’t shy away, presenting herself to me again. Then, after taking a measured breath, she speaks again.

“Two.”

I give Hallie the correction she’s looking for. My palm comes down again, and she jumps. This time, it comes down a little harder because she’s paying the price for making me want to fuck her so bad I can barely see straight.

When she says, “Three,” still defiant but softening, and things inside me start to re-arrange themselves.

Yeah, I want to fuck her. Yeah, it’s wrong, she’s my daughter in many ways but she’s put me in this situation by just fucking breathing. By being the definition of barely legal and a fucking tease with a capital ‘T’.

Her breath hitches as my palm meets that ivory flesh again leaving my hand print behind. She shakes, her thighs pressing together desperately. Still, she holds herself as though she’s challenging me. I can’t have that. I’ll break her, just enough.

Then I’ll build her back up again.

Between the fourth and fifth strike, she whimpers. There’s a pause as she tries to collect herself. And, just before I prompt her to speak again, she says, “Six,” in a smaller voice.

I smirk. It won’t take long until she’s right where I need her. So, this time, I smack just below the swell of her ass and Jesus, it fucking jiggles like Jello and I can’t wait until I’ve trained her pussy to take my dick, then it will be her ass next. She yelps, falling forward as she sticks her bottom out further.

“More than halfway done,” I say, my voice raspy. “Keep going, little one.”

“Halfway?” She whimpers. The words make her whine. She’s getting closer to baring everything to me. When she says, “Seven,” I know we’re almost there.

I give her another correction, and her breath catches on a sob. When she counts to “eight” and “nine,” her entire body starts to convulse.

After the tenth strike, I know she’s where I need her to be. I rest my palm flat on her spine. My voice ragged, I say, “Breath, Hallie. Daddy is here.”

She does as I ask. She sucks in air, filling her lungs and emptying them quickly, then slowly. I rub over the places where she’s surely red and close to bruising.

“Good girl,” I say into the back of her neck. I’m careful to keep from pressing my erection into her, she’s not ready yet.

“I’m sorry,” she says to the counter, her voice cracking.

“For what?” I reply, forcing softness into my tone as I think about all the things I want to do to that bratty mouth of hers.

“For…for everything,” she says before swallowing harshly. “For needing it.”

I turn her gently. Her eyes shine with the tears she shed as her chin quivers. I thumb the tear away before it falls bringing it to my lips and licking it away, watching her pupils blow out.

“Say it again the right way this time, baby,” I command.

“I’m sorry, Daddy.”

It hits me right in the fucking balls and I nearly off load in my pants. . She chose to use that word, and now it’s something that belongs to both of us. I think I should step away and give her room, but she’s looking at me like she needs me to keep her steady.

She goes to her knees, slipping out of my hold. There isn’t any shame in it. She’s giving penance as she tips her face up to me, her hands resting on her thighs and she’s a fucking miracle this girl.

“What else can I do to make it right?” she asks, completely wrecked from her punishment.

My hands curl. I hold myself back for her sake. There’s more she can do, but now that I’ve broken her I need to build her back up. “Stand up,” I tell her.

“Please,” she says, but it isn’t begging. It’s surrender.

I look at the ceiling because if I look at her face, I’ll do something rash. I’m taking care of her now. I’ve never been this fucking hard, I know I’ll give it to her soon enough.

When I collect myself, I reach down, framing her face. She shakes slightly, and I shush her softly as I put my forehead to hers. Together, we breathe until she’s steadier.

“You’re safe with Daddy,” I say, rubbing my thumbs against her cheeks. “Even when you’re in trouble.”

She nods, a tiny little motion. Then, she whispers, “I know.”

“Good,” I say. Then, I give her another rule. “You don’t hide from me. You don’t lie. You don’t make me guess what you need.”

“I won’t,” she says, the words coming out fast. “I’ll—” she cuts herself off to take a deep breath, her eyes not leaving mine— “I’ll be good.”

“You’ll be mine,” I correct, not because good isn’t true, but because it isn’t enough. “Not just a night. Not until you get your feet under you. You’re mine.”

Her breath catches. Then, she whispers, “I don’t want it to be temporary.”

“Then we do it my way,” I say, sliding one hand into her hair possessively, anchoring her. “Obey. Tell me the truth. Let me keep you.”

“I will.”

I believe her. God help me, I do.

After, she’s still on the floor. Shaky and glowing with the kind of relief that only comes when discipline is done right. She’s put back together enough for what I need her to do next.

I know I’m manipulating her for my pleasure but the train is barreling down the tracks and I’m helpless to stop what’s happening. She’s on her fucking knees in front of me and I know there’s a spot on the leg of my jeans that’s soaked through with my cum.

“You’re going to learn to apologize with your mouth, little girl,” I say, her eyes flashing with something that makes me feel dangerous. “Do you understand? You agreed to do as I say. I’m here to help you, baby. But you have to mind me, not matter what I tell you to do. That’s the deal. Even if it feels funny or wrong, I’m in charge, I want what’s best for you always, so you trust me, got it?”

“Yes, Daddy,” she works her tongue around her lips.

Keeping my hand in her hair, I undo my belt buckle. Then, I shove my pants and boxers down, finally freeing my thick cock. I’m so hard it hurts, and I can see the way her eyes widen at the sight. I watch the way her throat works.

“Open,” I say, tightening my fist to tilt her head back. “This is for your own good.”

As she parts those pretty, pink, plump lips, I groan. My free hand, I grab onto the base of my length. I step forward, resting it against her mouth, smearing the precum over the swell.

“Good girl,” I repeat, shifting my hips forward. “Now, you’re going to learn to suck. Have you ever done this before?”

She gets half a head shake in and that’s enough for me. Fuck, her mouth is virgin territory. She’s so docile, so ready to apologize and prove that she means what she says.

I push into her lush mouth slowly. She exhales through her nose; her eyes still locked with mine. Her tongue works against the bottom of my shaft, and I groan at the sensation.

“Eyes up here,” I demand, voice stern enough to mask the ache in my ribs. Her cheeks are dusted pink. I’m only a little over an inch into her mouth, and she’s already struggling.

“Now, open wider.” I guide her mouth down my shaft with firm fingers, coaching each movement like I’d teach a dance step. “Breathe through your nose, sweet pea. That’s right—see how you’re gagging? Relax the throat.” She swallows reflexively, and I hiss at the suction. God, she’s good… too good.

“There you go, so much better. God, fuck that feels good,” I say, feeding her half of my length. “Unbutton your shirt, I want to see if your nipples are hard. I bet they are.”

She whimpers, tears collecting in her eyes as she suppresses a gag but her hands work the buttons on her white blouse, letting it fall open and Jesus, she doesn’t’ need to be told, she pulls the cups of her bra down and exposes those deep pink puckered nipples to me. I pull back a little, letting her catch her breath. Then, I thrust back in, bumping the back of her throat.

“Breathe through your nose,” I tell her, forcing myself to hold my hips steady. When she obeys, I press in all the way to the hilt. “Just suck the tip. Like a pacifier. See how the head is softer than the rest?”

She nods, anchoring her lips just below the crown and sucking softly sending my eyes into the back of my head, I curse and try to breathe and steady myself before I continue.

“That’s because that’s the part you can just suck on softly when you need comfort. That’s your happy place Hallie. It’s a privilege to suck cock, especially mine, which will be the only dick you’ll ever get, just so you know. Now, a little tongue right on that little indent on the bottom, that-a-girl.”

“Tongue flat,” I murmur, guiding her mouth back up. “Like licking a popsicle—not a lollipop.” Her cheeks hollow obediently, suction building until she’s humming around the head, all soft wet sounds that unravel my focus. My hips buck without permission. I ball my fingers into fists, holding her hair and her head in place.

She wiggles and struggles a bit as I lodge it back in her windpipe but I’m crazed now. A man without morals or fear of regret. This girl is fucking magic with a mouth for sin and it’s all fucking mine.

“No, no, no.” I shake my head holding her head in place. “Keep it in there. I’ll tell you when you’re done. Just hold it right there and make me proud, baby.”

Her hands find my thighs, grabbing onto me hard. Her nails dig in, and even though I know she’s struggling for air, she doesn’t pull back. She does exactly what she knows I want.

She chokes. God, it’s a beautiful sound.

“You’re taking your lesson like a champion cock sucker. You didn’t lie about not doing this before did you?” I grit out, her eyes squeeze closed, on a tiny ‘no’ motion of her head, wetness sparkling on her lashes.

With a little pulse, I push the tip of my cock against the back of her throat as she starts to struggle and ease back, eyes opening, desperate, fearful.

Christ. Her pupils are blown wide as she swallows again, deeper this time, and I’m a hair’s breadth from coming undone. But I’ll be damned if I let her finish here—not without a lesson in how to really make it count. “Suck harder,” I rasp, tilting my hips to sink farther until her nose brushes the wiry hair around the base of my dick.

“I want to feel how sorry you are now. You’re gonna get that smart mouth fucked like it deserves, now I’m going to push it down deep, and I want you to give it a good massage with your throat by swallowing while it cuts off your air. That’s how you apologize, you suffer while you make Daddy happy.”

Holy fuck, my little girl’s throat working around my cock like that should be a crime, her face is bright red, saliva streaming down onto her tits. So. Fucking. Pretty.

“I know it’s big. You did great, but now, it’s time for the finale. Your mouth is just a fuck hole, it’s gonna feel like I hate you for a minute, but remember, I love you baby, even when I do things to you that hurt.”

My vision blurs; my other hand finds its way into her hair again. “Faster,” I bark—not a request—and she obliges, bobbing with practiced rhythm now, her tongue twisting in ways that make my teeth clench. I don’t stop until I’m punching down the back of her throat over and over, the muscles down my back in fucking knots trying to hold back, giving her a chance to find her happy place and start working the solid bar of flesh covered blood I’m about to stuff down her windpipe.

She stays still, drool falling in a thick, translucent thread from her lower lip.

She hollows her cheeks while I use her for my pleasure. I moan, unable to hold it back. That sassy little mouth is perfect for this. This is what it was made for, not giving me lip, but sucking my cock.

“That’s it,” I say as I start fucking her mouth faster, deeper. She’s gurgling and making gagging noises as the wet flap, flap, flap of my balls smack her chin. “Don’t forget to use your tongue. That feels good for Daddy.”

When Hallie flicks her tongue against my tip just before my cock leaves her lips, my balls tighten and I think I’m going to pass the fuck out, except I don’t want to miss one fucking second of her mouth.

“You’re going to make Daddy cum now,” I groan, burying my cock in the warm heat of her mouth. “And you’re going to swallow everything I give you, little girl.”

She moans, the sound vibrating through me. All the muscles in my body tighten in anticipation of what’s to come. Seconds before I spill, I plunge down her throat until she starts clawing at my hips.

I don’t get two more pumps before I’m unloading in her soft, wet mouth. “Don’t waste any, you did good apologizing, now swallow, baby. That’s your prize.”

My release slides down her throat. She gags, choking on my length and the sheer amount of semen that bursts from my balls. The base of my cock jerks and I roar at the ceiling, watching my daughter suck the sticky seed from my balls, milking me with her sweet little mouth. I hold myself there, thrusting shallowly until I’ve milked out every last drop of my spend.

When I finally pull out, she takes a long inhale, swiping the back of her hand over her lips as I do my best to tuck my still hard inches into my pants and zip up, clinking my belt back just as she falls forward. I catch her under the arms and lift her to her feet. She fits into the line of me like this is exactly where we’re meant to be. Probably because this is where we’re supposed to be.

Her lips are stretched, face fire engine red, her pulse is racing but her eyes are watery and unfocused. I tuck her against me, her legs wobbly but following my forward motion as I head for the kitchen.

“Water,” I say, because care is the other half of discipline. She’s mine to care for, and I intend to do it well.

I steady her on her feet, keeping my arm around her as I guide us to the sink. With my free hand, I fill a glass until it’s full of cold water then bring it to her mouth, “Drink, baby, not because I want to wash my flavor away, but because it’s what you need.”

She obeys, taking long pulls from the cup. A bead of liquid slips at the corner of her lip. I let go to wipe it away.

Her smile returns when I take the water away. Even now, she exudes mischief. “You’re very bossy.”

“Under my roof,” I murmur, “you’ll learn to love it. You enjoyed that didn’t you?”

She makes a satisfied little sound and a nod as she drinks more water. It threatens to ruin me. I breathe in and choose the next move.

“Bed,” I say. She needs to be well-rested for what I have planned.

Her eyebrow twitches as she asks, “Which bed?”

“Mine.”

We move down the hall with my palm a steady weight at the small of her back, her tits still exposed and so cute the way they bounce and jiggle with each step. Her fingers are curl in my shirt, holding onto me like she needs me to keep her steady. The storm softens at the windows, the thunder rolling as if to help lull us into sleep.

When we get to the door, she pauses at the threshold. She hesitates, remembering the rules from when she was a bratty teen. But she’s not anymore. She’s my little girl.

“Go on,” I say, shifting my touch between her shoulders.

She steps forward, and I follow. Her gaze lands on the bed, the comforter, the plush pillows. Then, she looks down at her clothes. With a bit of shame, she says, “I don’t have pajamas.”

“You don’t have to worry about that,” I say, rubbing her back gently before stepping toward the wardrobe. “You’ll wear Daddy’s clothes to bed.”

“Thank you, Daddy,” she says, the exhaustion leaking into her voice. She doesn’t even have it in her to be defiant.

I pull out a shirt, one that I know will show off her pretty thighs. When I pass it to her, she thanks me again. Then, she stands there, looking down at the garment.

“Let me help you,” I say, taking it back and setting it on the mattress. Slipping her shirt off her shoulders dropping it to the floor beside us.

I take off her bra. As I slide it off her body, her breath hitches, but she doesn’t hide from me.

“Beautiful, baby,” I praise when I see her round breasts and perky little nipples for the first time. “My perfect little girl.”

She blushes hard, the color going all the way down to her chest. I kiss her forehead gently before hooking my thumbs in the waistband of her pants and pulling them, along with her underwear off. Without me having to instruct her, she steps out of them but fuck, I want in that sweet little pussy so fucking bad.

She’s got just this tiny bit of curls on the front just above where her lips split and they’re fucking soaked, glistening in the low light and her scent races through me like a freight train.

“Good girl,” I say before sliding her into my shirt praying I can keep from mounting her in her fucking sleep. “Now, get in bed.”

I guide her to the bed, my room never feeling as comfortable or like home as it does right now with her in it, pulling the comforter back. She slides in, her big eyes watching me with implicit trust. As I tuck her in, I brush her wild hair away from her face. When I give her a kiss on her forehead, she blinks up at me.

“Sleep,” I tell her as I cross to the other side of the bed to join her.

“Will I be in trouble a lot?” She asks as the mattress dips, causing her to roll into my side. It’s almost teasing, almost hopeful.

“If you need to be,” I work myself next to her, tucking her to my chest as my heart beats like a fucking drum. My mouth finds her temple, and I kiss the warm flesh there, breathing her into my lungs. I want her everywhere. “You’ll be praised more than punished because I know you are deep down a very good girl.”

Her answer is a drowsy hum. She tucks herself closer, draping her knee over my thigh as my shaft stiffens and elongates again against my zipper

I stay awake a while, counting the ways I’ll make good on what I said but also knowing I’m going to be fucking my daughter rotten tomorrow.

But, for tonight, talking myself out of spreading her thighs and having a little daddy daughter mid-night snack is the best I can do.

She needs protection and structure. I need to provide the kind of ownership I can live with when I look in a mirror.

“You belong to me now,” I tell her sleeping form. “And Daddy takes care of what’s his.”


Chapter Three



Hallie

His savory flavor is still on my lips when I wake up. I flip over, furrowing my brow when I feel the chill in the bed. I fling my arm toward his side, desperate for his warmth, but it falls on the solid mattress.

“Jackson?” I stutter, licking my lips. His heady taste floods my mouth again, and I think I love it more than I should.

God, I sucked his cock. The man I think of as my father. I gave my first blow job and he talked me through it but he also used my face like I was his dirty little whore.

Why is that such a turn on? The way he moved between caring Daddy and indifferent sex offender had me wiggling and desperate by the time I swallowed that massive, salty load he blessed me with.

His computer monitor sleeps, the screensaver casting a soft light, displaying a collage of photos of us on the screen. The time is embedded on top of the images.

3:46 am.

We ended up in bed around one I think. I was sure that he would turn me over and spread my legs.

I was expecting him to drive that thick ten inches that almost choked me out into me. But my adrenaline must have crashed because I was asleep before anything could happen.

The worn fabric of Jackson’s old t-shirt across my nipples. My panties are sticky against my lower lips as I ache for him. I wish he were here with me to take care of the throbbing in my core.

I fumbled with a few boys in college but never did more than a little dry humping. I hated that my heart felt attached to Jackson. My dreams of him taking my virginity took up so many nights and daydreams. How could I want him like that? He’s the father I never had, the man of the house and nearly twice my age.

But, God, he’s the sexiest thing I’ve ever laid eyes on. And now that I’ve seen his cock? No other man or boy would or could ever, ever measure up.

Literally. That thing has Guiness Book of World Records written all over it. How many pints of blood does it take to fill that thing I wonder as I sit up with a huff, tangling my fingers into my hair on both sides of my head.

He’s come to his senses I bet. That’s why he’s not here with me.

I’m sure the ‘this can never happen again’ talk is coming. He’s going to let me down as easy as he can, but it’ll still crush me.

As much as I do not want to have that talk, sitting here in the dark without him feels impossible. I need him, my body needs him. I’m dripping wet just knowing I’m in his bed and I got up close and personal with his dick.

And, the sound he made when he came? It was like Christmas, my birthday and the Forth of July all wrapped up together.

I made him happy.

I made him roar at the ceiling.

I made him come like a freakin’ fire hose.

Pride swells in my chest as my nipples burn. The memory of his hand on my ass and on my head doesn’t help things either.

I’m obsessed with my step-father. No matter how many ways I tell myself this is wrong, my body heat and the fluttering in my stomach tell me otherwise.

So, I crawl out of bed and pad my way down the hallway, running my fingers along the wall to keep myself steady. The flicker of gold and shadow from the fireplace in the family room casts a glow on the wall as I take the last few steps. As I get closer to the light, I can hear his ragged breathing.

He’s taking these grunting, heaving breaths.

As I creep closer, I press my fingers against my lips so hard, my teeth cut into the soft flesh. The noises he’s making are so sexy that a moan threatens to spill from my lips.

With the wall solid against my back, my vision adjusts in the dimness of the room. My belly flips when I see his hand around that massive length. He moves his hand in long, quick strokes, his head laying back on the top cushion of the sofa.

The head is a deep purple, the way it looked when he popped it out of my mouth earlier. A little thrill runs through me at being able to see it again. He’s completely erect again, and I can’t help but imagine how the thick jets of cum I swallowed would look shooting out of the tip.

My pussy clenches and gushes, and I have to lower myself into a crouch before my knees buckle. I make myself small the same way I used to when I would watch him on Saturday afternoons. Only then, he’d be sitting in that sexy man spread on the sofa. His favorite college football team would be on the television as he growled and yelled at the screen. I’d watch in awe..

This is a replay of that, but so much more erotic and shameful. I know this is a bad idea but that doesn’t stop me from focusing on the movement of his hand. I inch closer, as close as I dare, my gaze never leaving his length.

God, why is that so sexy to watch?

His face is knotted in pleasure. He strokes himself faster, chasing his climax. When his thumb brushes over the tip, he lets out a shuddering moan.

I want that cum on me. I want it in me. I’ve wanted it before I even understood what it meant. I hold my breath as I scoot forward on my knees with eyes wide. When I take my hand away from my mouth, I worry my bottom lip with my teeth.

This man’s cock is the thing of dreams. I’ve seen it so many times in my sleep, but the real thing is so much better. I want to feel him on top of me, experience the weight of his body on mine. I want him to relieve the pressure that’s building in my feminine parts, give me the release I’m dying for.

“Spread your legs wider, baby. You’re gonna let Daddy in there one way or another…”

My clit is aching. I don’t even bother trying to keep from rubbing myself for a little relief. I slide my fingers into the drenched space between my body and my panties, finding that achy spot and press.

I bite back the moan creeping up my throat but I’m not fast enough.

Jackson’s head snaps up, then turns my way.

I flick my eyes from his down to where his hand stalls its frantic movement. A trickle of pre-cum dribbles out of the tip. Without thinking, I lick my lips, wanting to taste him again.

“You sneaking a peek at your father thinking about you?” he asks, his voice rumbling across the void between us. He’s so close, but still so far away.

All I can manage is a nod. I’m so wet, there might be a puddle forming under me.

“You didn’t get enough earlier, did you?”

“No,” I reply with a shake of my head, remembering every long inch that he shoved down my throat earlier.

“Then you crawl over here like a good girl,” he demands. “Hands and knees. I want to see my daughter crawl to me.”


Chapter Four



Jackson

Ican’t even admit to myself how long my daughter’s been making my dick hard. This doe eyed girl is going to be my undoing.

Her plump little tits and lips are probably nothing compared to her pussy. I can’t stop thinking about it spready wide, waiting, that tight little hymen begging for its destruction.

Which, with the heavy hammer God blessed me with, is going to be total and likely painful.

It was somewhere after that curve of womanhood settled in that me and my dick took notice in a different way no matter how much I tried to deny it. If I really think about it, maybe it was her high school graduation pool party where her mother and I had our last knock down fight.

The only thing good about that day was Hallie. The idea that I had helped guide her to this milestone in her life was one thing.

But, then it was her getting out of that pool, soaking wet, bouncing to some boy band 90’s playlist she and her friends were blaring through my Bose speaker system so loud three of the snooty neighbors in that contrived McMansion subdivision her mother thought was the pinnacle of wealthy and success called the cops on us.

God, her tits were falling out the sides of those little wet triangles on her bikini. I nearly came in my shorts when she bent over and that slip of fabric covering her ass slid into the crevice of her pussy lips. That obscene sight has been burned into my memory ever since.

Abigail, her mother, was nowhere to be found. Probably off boinking one of the neighbors, but I didn’t give a shit about that. It kept her from coming to me for sex which for more than a year I’d refused. The idea of touching her had long made my stomach sour and my dick turtle up like an ice-cold bath. Hallie’s the only one I’ve wanted since.

And, Jesus, now I’m harder than I’ve ever been before because of the memory of Hallie’s sweet lips around my dick. I have a feeling she’s going to be a brat again just so she has an excuse to give me another apology.

Now, her eyes are on my dick again as I beat off like a fucking teenager with my first porn mag. She’s poised on her knees just like she was last night.

I lean back on the couch as I watch her crawl closer. My fist is around the base of my erection, holding it in a death grip to keep from spurting. The sight of my little girl in front of me, waiting to suck me off, is damn near too much.

“It looks like it hurts,” she says her tongue tracing her lips. When she shifts, my oversized shirt she’s wearing slips to show off her shoulder. And even though I can see it, knowing she isn’t wearing panties sends a pulse through my aching cock.

“What did you think was going to happen? You look like that… You’d made a hundred-year-old man on life support hard and don’t get me started on that dick sucking miracle of a mouth you have there, baby.”

She snickers, braced on her locked front arms, her ass in the air as balances that sinfully young body on her hands and knees. She admitted she was still a virgin and that didn’t fucking help the situation.

All I can think of is stuffing her full of me, seeing her blood streaked all over my thick cock as I turn her into my own personal barely legal whore.

If anyone else called her that, I’d put a 9mm between their eyes, but for me? Being a slut and a whore is like telling her how beautiful she is. What a fucking miracle.

“If I didn’t know any better, I’d think you’ve done this before,” I say, giving the base of my length another strangling squeezes.

At that she looks away, a blush rising to the apples of her cheeks. So low I have to lean forward to hear it, she says, “I haven’t, Daddy. I’ve been waiting for you.”

“Fuck,” I curse, having to look up at the ceiling to keep my composure.

My little girl is going to drive me insane. I’m going to pop that little cherry, take her virginity just like she’s been waiting for.

Her eye lashes flutter in the low light as she settles back on her heels, catching my attention. She asks for the second time, “Does it hurt?”

Jesus, this girl.

“Yes, baby,” I tell her. “It does.”

“I hurt too,” she whispers like she’s telling me her deepest secret. The lust and pain in her face is almost more than I can take. “Maybe we can help each other?”

“You liked helping me earlier, didn’t you?” I shift so I can lean forward. “Licking and sucking all the cream out of my balls with that bratty mouth. It made you so wet, didn’t it?”

I watch her throat move as she swallows. Then, shaky and unsure, she says, “I don’t know what’s wrong with me. I shouldn’t feel like this. Not for you.”

Her chin starts to quiver. Her tears will be the death of me. I can’t let her have doubts. Not about me.

“Don’t fucking cry, baby,” I demand in a voice that’s both soft and unforgiving. I let go of my dick and reach for her, shoving my thumb between her lips. “Suck on that until I give you something better to suck on.”

She nods, drawing my thumb into the warmth of her mouth. I’m too late to stop her tears from falling over her bottom lids. She recovers quickly with a little moan around my digit.

“You’re just growing up,” I exhale, using my free hand to stroke her hair. “You need me to teach you things. I’m proud you never let a boy touch you. They wouldn’t know how to make you feel good like your Daddy would.”

God, I’m going to hell. And I don’t give a fuck.

She sniffs, sucking harder in agreement. Her gaze drifts back to my dick. My erection hasn’t flagged one fucking bit. Beads of pre-cum run in little droplets from the slit.

“You want Daddy to take care of you?” I say gently. I drag my thumb from her mouth, running it down her bottom lip, holding it there for a second.

“Yes.” Then, softly, she admits, “I’m all mixed up inside. Scared and happy and excited and tense. Like, there’s something that needs to be fixed inside me.”

I groan, she’s so fucking perfect. She doesn’t even know it.

“You’re not mixed up,” I assure her, swiping my thumb over the pink of her cheek. “It’s just the you don’t understand yet. You want me to teach you how to feel good and you want to make me happy in return, don’t you baby? I can do that in ways all those other boys can’t. They don’t understand you like I do.”

She smiles and I get to my feet. Then, I motion her to the wide day bed that’s built in under the bay window. It looks out toward the side of the house, neighboring homes with their lights off are in the distance, but no one’s awake to see us.

“Crawl next to me, then I’ll put you up here and we will continue our lessons,” I say, resting my hand on the top of her head. “And then we’ll see all about what’s going on down in all those achy feelings.”

The play turns darker as she falls back onto her hands.

She follows me as I step toward the window. The sound of her knees sliding across the floor goes straight to my dick, still bobbing out of my open pants.

When we get to the bed, I settle onto the mattress, and she crawls up beside me. Then, she lies back, opening her legs.

“You want to see, right?” she asks shyly. A blush climbs up her neck as a spurt of come releases from my dick, my balls like lead anchors between my legs.

“I do,” I agree, tense with how badly I want her. “You’re soaked, baby. All sticky and sweet. Lay back for me. Close your eyes and just think happy thoughts while Daddy checks things.”

I try to focus, but fuck, I want to just push right into her wet little pussy and tear her cherry away with one thrust. But, I also want to take my time. I want her to enjoy my touch. I need her to crave it again and again.

“I’m a little scared,” she says, tensing as I re-arrange her legs.

I put her heels on the edge of the mattress. When I get them into the position I want, her knees drop to the sides. Her dripping, pink pussy is framed perfectly by her soft thighs.

“No need,” I rumble, massaging her hip. “Has Daddy ever hurt you baby?”

She shakes her head, her hair fanning out around her face. Her lips part as I walk my fingers up her hips. I stop at the edge of her borrowed shirt, grabbing onto it and waiting for her to speak.

“No,” she answers then tightens her lips into a thin line, her chest rising and falling rapidly. “Never.”

“That’s right. Sometimes there will be a little pain,” I admit, “but I’ll always make sure it’s only when necessary. You’re mine, you know that right? Mine to do with as I please. No more bratty attitude though, or you’ll get punished again and that does hurt, doesn’t it?”

Her tits thrust upward, but I hold them down, forcing her to stay still “Yes, it hurt… But it also felt good. That’s probably wrong too, I just don’t know, I’m confused but it all feels good, and I feel ashamed.”

“Don’t you ever, ever feel ashamed of what you feel, baby. Especially about me and you,” I tell her. I kiss her forehead, as I continue, “Don’t feel ashamed of how I touch you, how that feels so good. That’s just natural. I know you better than almost anyone, why wouldn’t I be the one to know what feels good for you?”

I ease the fabric up then. My mouthwatering as I expose her tight little nipples. I nearly shoot my load when my eyes catch on the perfect mounds of creamy flesh.

Her voice cracks as she whimpers, “I’m so sorry I let mom cut us off.”

“Shhh,” I shush her, “we don’t need to talk about that, or your mom.”

Her lips tug downward in the corners, her eyes squeezing shut. She seems almost pained as she asks, “Did you know…what felt good for her too?”

There it is. The question I knew would come.

“Not like this. I never felt like this for her,” I say fiercely. “Only you have made me light up inside like a damn Christmas tree.”

She giggles and her body shakes. That was the right answer. That was what she needed to hear.

“You’re so pretty, baby,” I praise, the words making her glow. “Keep those eyes closed until I say, you understand?”

She nods and my cock brushes the inside of her thigh as I shift my hips. She moans at the contact. My fingers explore those perky tits like I’ve been dying to for so long. I roll a tight nipple between my thumb and forefinger, and she arches up into the touch.

“Oh God,” Hallie says as she jerks, her knees starting to shake.

She shudders as I give each nipple a pinch.

“They get hard and tight when they are happy. They like how I touch them,” I say, tweaking them a little harder. “They’re telling me that just like your pussy tells me it wants me to play with it when it gets all warm and sticky, did you know that? You don’t have to tell me you want Daddy to play with you. Your tits and your pussy do it for you. So, even if you say no, I know better.”

She’s too gone on the sensations to respond. What comes out is a broken moan. It’s breathy and desperate, needy. My step-daughter is the fucking sexiest thing I’ve ever seen.

My love for her never wavered, but now? It’s overflowing making my heart studder and images of what we could be together race through my thoughts.

I groan, leaving the hem of my borrowed shirt up on her chest above her tits. Then, I drag my hands down her belly to the place I know she wants to be touched the most. I glide my fingertips along the crease where her thighs meet her pelvis. Her belly convulses, conveying her need without words.

“I know all about your body, baby.” I press the pad of my thumb over her clit, just holding it there, feeling how soaked she is. “You know this spot, don’t you?”

“Ah!” she whimpers, her back curving as I apply pressure to that little bundle of nerves. “Yes, but it’s never felt like this.”

“It will always feel better when I touch it,” The words claw up and out of my throat, giving her the guidance she needs. “It’s getting messier too. That’s your body telling me how much you like how it feels when I teach you these private, grown-up things. Things you can’t tell anyone about, do you hear me?”

Her lips fall open on a frantic nod, and her voice is stretched thin when she says, “It’s getting… achier. Like it just wants more and more. Like there’s something else it needs.”

“Oh, there is something else,” I smirk. “If you’re extra good, I’ll make sure your greedy little girl parts get it, but only when I say.”

“I promise, I’ll do whatever you say,” she nods, desperate for both approval and relief. Hher hips lift into my hand as I ease my middle finger into her tightness to the second knuckle.

“Good girl,” I say, showing her a bit of mercy and grinding my thumb on the hard little bud of her clit. “You want more, your body is greedy. Your pussy is greedy. It wants all those good feelings. But you know what it really wants?”

There’s a pause, and her eyes flutter open then close again just as quickly.

“You can look at me now,” I swallow as saliva gathers under my tongue. She’s fucking perfect all wide and pink and glistening. It’s the pussy to end all pussies, for me for sure.

“What does it want?”

Hallie doesn’t get a verbal answer. Instead, I pinch her clit before lowering my face and sucking it into my mouth. Then, I fuck my finger into her sloppy soaked opening.

“Oh god!” she cries, writhing as I eat her pussy, lapping and flicking, concentrating on that little nu. “That’s so good. So, good Daddy.”

I mumble into her silky folds. She tastes like heaven, and I know it’s going to be my demise.

“You’re delicious baby,” I growl against her skin. “My face is going to be down here a lot. You like my fingers too, don’t you? Pushing in and out while I suck on your little clit…”

She agrees with a scream. Her toes curl around the edge of the mattress, and her hands fly down between her open legs to weave into my hair. She pulls my face against her, urging me to give her even more.

“Do you ever feel like this?” she asks, sounding delirious. “Like… it’s just too much? You want more, more, more until it hurts.”

I draw back only for a breath. There’s nothing that will pull me away from her right now. I need to stay close, poised to dive back in.

“Yes,” I choke, my voice husky with lust. “You’ve been making my cock hurt for a while baby. Longer than I’ll ever tell you. But you’re going to pay me back for all that pain now aren’t you? You’re going to lay there and let Daddy get off inside your tight little pussy, let him take that cherry you’ve saved for him and bleed on my cock like a good girl. You won’t say no to me will you?”

Her face is flushed deep pink as her flavor coats my tongue. I’m addicted to her little pussy already. I’ll never get enough.

“I won’t say no. Ever. Ever, just please, don’t stop. Please, will you put your mouth back on me?”

I reward her request with my mouth and my fingers. I make it my mission to stretch her because her tight little pussy. When I cram every thick inch of me into her untouched opening, I need her to be able to take it.

I curl my fingers as I lick on her clit, finding a little pad of rougher skin and rubbing it from the inside. Her body jolts under my touch. Broken moans fall from that bratty little mouth.

Without any warning, a squirting orgasm takes over her entire being. Her pussy clamps around my fingers as her sweet juice sprays onto my face. It drips down my neck as she twists and calls for me.

“Call me Daddy when my tongue’s inside you. Say thank you Daddy for making me feel so good.”

She garbles then I introduce her sensitive flesh to the pinch of my teeth.

“Daddy!” she cries as I let my teeth graze her sensitive bits. “Yes, thank you, thank you for making me feel good! Thank you!”

That’s enough to set her off again. Another wave slams into her violently. She drenches me from neck to nuts, and I keep working her over, drawing her pleasure out until her body is a twitching, soaked mess.

So pretty.

When I decide that she’s had enough, I take my mouth away. Then, I slide my fingers out, still massaging her inner walls as I do. She watches me through heavily lidded eyes as I stand.

I peel off my drenched clothes while I give her a moment to recover. She’s splayed out and panting, her unfocused gaze on me as I drop my pants and fling off my shirt, not stopping until I’m naked and staring at my daughter spread wide for me.

“Let Daddy get you out of that shirt,” I say, urging her to sit up just enough so I can get the fabric over her head. As she lies back, I say, “Beautiful, baby girl.”

I already know her pussy owns my cock. I’ll never get enough of her. Body, mind and soul. She’s mine yeah, but I’m hers as well. More than I’d like to admit.

I move my hips between her legs, dragging the head of my cock through her wetness as her hazy eyes lock on mine. She shifts slightly, lazily, asking for more even though I don’t think she knows what she’s asking for.

I lean down, sucking on each of her nipples, giving them each equal attention. The noises she makes are intoxicating, so fucking sweet. Her slick, soft skin rubs against me. The scent of her arousal swirling in the air makes my balls draw tight, ready to blow.

“I’m sorry, I got you all wet,” she blushes.

She’s nibbling her lip when I lift my eyes. Insecurity is etched into her features. My little girl should never feel ashamed of the gift she just gave me.

“You never apologize for that,” I say, kissing the pebbled nub in front of me. “When you squirt, it tells me how much you love what I do to you. I love getting soaked by my little girl. I love teaching your body to do all the grown-up things. That’s what a Daddy should do. This isn’t something some inexperienced boy or a man that doesn’t love you like I do can do. Only a father is capable of teaching you like this.”

My dick is throbbing insistently now that I’m so close to my prize. I grunt as I slip my length through her folds, getting her ready for what’s about to happen.

“How do you like feeling Daddy’s big man part touching you down here?” I tease my voice thick and low.

“I like it,” she nods, her attention locked on where I’m rubbing against her. “It makes me want you to do something else…”

I hum, pinching her taught little nipple between my fingers as she lifts her hips, reaching for more of my girth.

I reach down and give my cock a few pumps, trying to ease the throbbing. It only makes it worse. There’s no relief in this world that will slake my lust but being inside my daughter’s little body.

Step-daughter. Fuck, does it matter?

Not right now. I’m a single-minded mother fucker and getting inside her, taking that sweet, tight cherry from her and paining my cock with her blood and her womb with my seed is all that matters.

I can barely see straight the primal need to fuck her making me blind and dumb.

“What do you want to do baby?” I manage, every word ripping out of my throat.

“I want you to put it there,” she whispers, her innocence more intoxicating than the strongest whiskey. “Where your fingers were.”

“You want your Daddy to fuck you?” I question, needing to hear it. “Is that what you are saying? You don’t care that it’s wrong or that we can’t tell anyone?”

I shift back, and she whines. Standing straight, I clench my cock at the base and slap it down on her wet pink flesh. Over and over again, making her twist and beg.

“I won’t tell,” she gasps. “I can’t stop wanting it.”

“Well, Daddy can’t stop either, you feel that?” I ask as I nudge the head at her entrance. “I’m pushing inside now, I can’t stop either. I’m going to fuck you, bare. Nothing between us, my cum is going deep, baby. I’m going to empty my balls in my little girl while she begs for me to stop.”

Her warmth hugs the tip as I slip in slowly, savoring the tightness of her core. I reach down and tug and position her ankles until they’re on my shoulders.

“Ow,” she hisses as the first inch through her untouched opening.

“The head’s not even inside yet, baby,” I murmur, as soothing as I can muster. “You’re gonna have to be brave. This is all for Daddy isn’t it? All this tight sweetness… it’s just for me.”

“It’s all for you. It was always for you,” she whimpers. Then, she screams as I push even further inside, stretching her virgin pussy to its very limits. Her hands fly upward, and she digs her nails into my triceps. “Ow!”

She shudders but fuck. She’s so fucking hot and tight. I’m not gonna last two pumps, and I’m not even all the way inside yet. She feels so fucking good it should be a sin.

“My little girl,” I grit out, giving her another inch, groaning at how fucking tight she is around my girth. “So pretty for me.”

I look down at where we’re connected. This angle gives me a perfect view of her pink folds spreading obscenely wide. She struggles to take my length it’s damn near as long as her forearm. But she’ll take it.

Her chest shifts with the quick pants coming from her open mouth. Her face is twisted in painful bravery.

“It’s too big, Daddy. Make it stop hurting,” she begs, her whining only making my dick harder, my balls heavier.

“It will,” I promise, pushing further inside. I’m nearly halfway in now, her tight little pussy gripping onto me, begging me to go deeper. “I just need to push a little more inside you.”

A lot fucking more really, but there’s no need for her to know that now. She’s going to take it, no matter how much she cries.

“It’s too much. I can’t,” she protests, flinging her head back and forth. Her little hands slapping at my chest as I bend her like a fucking pretzel, tucking my hips and stuffing a few more inches inside, my face knotted in effort.

“You can. I got you good and soft and wet. All that juice you squired out? That’s your pussy begging for me to fuck you,” I continue to inch forward, rocking in and out of that sweet, perfect impossible tightness. “So, that’s what I’m doing. Don’t act like you didn’t want Daddy to make you a big girl now. It won’t always hurt like this, baby.”

I ease forward with slow steady pressure as she sucks air through her teeth. Her juicy cunt is strangling my girth but I grunt and strain until I’m fully inside, covered in sweat. Jesus, nothing has felt this good.

Ever.

I’m seated in the girl who looked up to me like a father. The girl I carried on my shoulders around the zoo. The girl I went to parent teacher conferences for because her deadbeat dad never showed up for shit.

I hated the way she cried when her mother told her he died in a car accident the summer of her twelfth birthday when deep down I was fucking relieved. One big pain was going to be hard for her, but a thousand tiny cuts from him constantly disappointing her would have killed her.

Or, I would have ended up killing him.

That’s what I’m thinking about as her soft walls hug my shaft, the innocent ring of her virginity spilling blood on my length as I ease in and out. I grit my teeth as I grunt, rocking my way into her tightness, not stopping until I’m balls deep. Then I start over again, dragging out and thrusting back in

“Daddy,” she whines but her hips start to move with me. “I’m stretched so far. So full everywhere. I–”

Her spine curves, tits pushing up as I lean over. I drive even deeper, bending her in half as I take what I want.

I drive the air from her lungs as her eyes catch mine. Her hands are flung over her head as I own her tiny body like a human flesh light.

I grind my pelvis into her open folds, putting pressure on her clit with my body. The wet slapping sounds of our bodies fills the room. The scent of sex and the tang of her blood makes me bare my teeth. Saliva drips from my chin.

“Take. It. Take. It. Take it.” I grunt, over and over. She squeals as I bottom out. “You like it deep. Like I own every inch, inside and out.”

“I’m feeling something, Daddy.”

Her opening clamps down. The slick nectar I’m pulling from her with every pump seeps all over my balls as I hump, hump, hump deep inside my daughter. My eyes roll back with the pleasure and strain of holding back my nut.

“Feeling what baby?” I hiss through my teeth, sounding like a beast when I speak. “That good, achy tickle? The pain’s going away?”

She nods, and I lower my face to hers.

“Fuck, baby,” I curse. “You’re gonna come on my cock. You know what that means? That means you want Daddy to cum inside you. All that sticky seed will to find your hot little womb and make a baby. A baby with my baby.”

I pull back and thrust all the way in again, saying, “That’s a good girl, squeezing my cock like that.”

I hold steady, every girthy inch of me inside of her. Letting her feel me deep inside her belly, I move in tight little grinding thrusts. Her clit gets all the friction it needs to push her over.

“I want to kiss you while you cum, baby. I want to remember how you taste and scream and grab me with that little pussy,” I say before I crush my lips against hers, sweeping my tongue into her mouth as she kisses me back.

I slide my hands up her back. My palms find her head, holding her steady as I pump in and out, totally in control of her tiny body. We rock against each other, moaning until her walls start to flutter and pulse.

“Fuck baby, I feel it, you’re pulling the cum out.”

She twitches before she screams, “Daddy!”

Her entire being convulses with the intensity of her orgasm. She squirts again, her hot juices a flood as she cums on my cock.

“Greedy little pussy demanding all Daddy’s cum,” I growl.

It only takes a few more deep thrusts for me to reach the edge. I spill inside her, the orgasm twitching at the base of my balls before rushing up and out of my cock in a blinding burst of sticky heat. My seed mixes with her own release, intertwining the two of us.

She’s mine, all fucking mine now as I unload inside her with a grunt and a snarl.

“Daddy, did I make you feel good too?” she asks a few moments later, breathless and shy, waiting for my praise.

I untangle her legs from the crooks of my arms watching her wince as I hold myself with my balls to her ass. Our combined juices mingle where we’re connected. I’ll keep her plugged up, giving my sperm a chance to take.

“You made me feel like a fucking king, baby,” I praise, giving her another kiss.

Gently, I ease her legs down, straightening my spine and taking in her flushed body under mine. Her eyes sparkle with pride.

“I love that I made you feel good,” she admits, almost giddy. “I did that.”

I chuckle, her glee that she pleased me almost as good as the fucking orgasm. My bratty little girl loves an opportunity to prove herself to her Daddy.

“You’re my best girl,” I whisper before taking a deep breath, my heart slamming in my chest as I ease out of her battered opening. Her face twists at the loss.

“Another ouch,” she mumbles, as I look down to watch my fat cock pull from her spread opening. A gush of white seed tinted with pink squeezes out of her gaping opening.

“I’m sorry it hurt,” I say, brushing my lips against her forehead. “You did so good, baby. I’m going to give you a reward, okay? Daddy will always take care of you.”

I drop to my knees before she can respond, my face right at her pussy. I lean in and suckle her swollen bundle of nerves. Softly, I give her clit a lick, then I draw it between my lips, making her moan and hiss.

“That feels good,” she says, her voice hoarse.

“It tastes good too,” I say, flicking my tongue over her swollen parts. “Daddy will never get enough of tasting your sweet little girl pussy. I’ve never tasted anything so sweet. It’s a little salty too, because Daddy filled you up until you’re overflowing.”

I groan and lick and soothe until she bucks against my mouth, another climax bursting through her with my name on her lips.


Chapter Five



Jackson

“I’ll be back in a few hours baby,” I murmur, looking down into those big eyes. Tears streak down her cheeks as I hold her by the hair. Her jaw is unhinged, and my cock is down her throat, keeping her from taking in oxygen. “You look so pretty sucking Daddy’s cock. So. Pretty.”

She garbles and saliva drips from her chin onto her chest as I use her mouth like a pretty little fuck hole.

“You do a good job keeping me happy,” I praise, gritting my teeth as her eyes roll back in her head. “Daddy just needs to get off before work. Swallow, baby. Swallow.”

I blow my load down her throat. I’m so deep in her mouth that I feel her tonsils around the tip as my chest and my balls give up every drop left.

“Fucking you all night wasn’t enough,” I admit the raw truth, still holding myself there, cutting off her airway. “I make so much sticky seed for you. You inspire me.”

Her little hands settle on the fronts of my thighs as I ease out of her mouth. Her lips swollen are stretched just like her pussy. The sight is fucking obscene.

“You taste yummy,” she says, smiling up at me.

God, such a beautiful mess on her knees for me. I shove my dick back inside my pants and zip up as I memorize the image. I’ll never get tired of it.

“So do you princess. Like candy.” I reach down and cup her warm cheek. “Now, you should nap. I left out water and some vitamins for you in the kitchen. You drink the whole bottle and take them, understand? All this fucking and sucking will deplete you. I want my baby healthy and ready to fuck whenever I want.”

When she nods, I check my watch. Fuck, I’m late.

I didn’t sleep at all, her body too tempting laying next to me. I lost track of how many times I came inside her before she passed out. Then, I used her little body while she was unconscious.

I’m a bastard, what can I say. She’s turned me feral.

“I’ll be home by dinner, baby,” I assure her. “Get some rest. I have some meetings but when I get home, I’m going to lick that cute little asshole of yours, get it ready to take my thick cock someday.”

Her smile reminds me of all the happy times we had when she was little. Am I a sick fuck for thinking of that now that she’s grown up and I just filled her little tummy with so much cum it’s leaking out of her with every step?

I shrug as I work my way to the door. It doesn’t matter if other people think it’s fucked up. She’s my little girl, and she’s happy with her Daddy.

“I love you princess,” I say as I open the door. “I’ve always loved you, you know that right? I just love you different now.”

With a quick look over my shoulder, I see her put her hands together like she’s praying. Her little body is covered in my marks, but she looks as happy as she ever did blowing the candles out on the birthday cakes I always bought for her because her mother never learned how to bake.

“I love you too, Daddy,” she whispers reverently.

“Good girl. I’ll see you later.”
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“Set up the alpha crew for Friday at ten pm. That singer will need the best of the best around her. Her fans are fucking out of control.”

I’m in the last meeting of the day, thank fuck. All I can think about getting is home and ramming my dick into my daughter. My little girl needs to be stuffed full of my cum again.

I wrap up the last questions for the entertainment security crew for the weekend and head back to my office. I’m going to clear my calendar for the rest of the week. My little princess deserves a trip to wherever her heart desires, and I’m going to take her there.

Before I reach the door, my phone buzzes in my jeans. It’s a ringtone that I haven’t heard in over a year.

A low groan rips from my throat, my muscles in my neck cramping. I don’t even need to look at the caller ID to know whatever she has to say is going to give me a fucking headache.

“This can’t be good,” I say, reaching into my back pocket.

I draw out the phone and see the image of my ex-wife screaming on the screen. It’s the only photo I kept of her.

“What?” I bark into the device, leaning against the wall outside my office door. My admin assistant’s desk is empty.

“Hallie left school!” Abigail screams into the phone.

“What do you want?” I ask, pinching the bridge of my nose.

“Don’t you care?” my ex-wife screeches. “She’s your daughter too!”

“Oh, now she’s my daughter? You’re the one that cut her off from me. Told her to never contact me. you have any idea how much I missed her? I fucking raised her!”

My vitriol boils over. It’s almost as strong as the taste of Hallie’s cunt still lingering on my lips.

“I—I was just mad,” her mother stutters, and I can’t stop myself from rolling my eyes as I bite back the string of curse words I want to release.

Instead, I let her dump on me for the next minute. She tells me all the bullshit that she’s been going through, how Hallie left school and she needs help. Then, the whole point of the call finally reveals itself.

“I need some money. Like twenty-grand. For Hallie. She’s at the house, but she needs help Jackson. Help that’s going to cost a lot of money and she can’t have any contact with anyone for at least ninety days. Just, I need that money—”

I consider the hundred ways I could shut this down. I could tell her what a bitch she is or that I know for a fucking fact Hallie isn’t at her house. I decide that it’ll upset her more if I just hit the red button on the screen of my phone. Then, after I end the call, I block the bitch.

She won’t be bothering me or Hallie ever again. I’ll make sure of that.

I’m shaking my head, trying to get rid of the shitty feelings that that woman always inspires in me when my admin assistant comes around the corner. She seems surprised to see me, but smiles anyway.

“Oh, Mr. Warner, you’re out of your meeting early. Hallie’s here, she’s in your office waiting I didn’t think you’d mind, I know how much she means to you, I was so pleased to see her—”

I turn and tear through the door of my office without a word. I lock it behind me, the click echoing in the room.

“Hallie?” I scan the clean, black and chrome space that serves as a testament to my position here as the security company’s founder.

“Hi Daddy,” Hallie sing-songs as she comes out from my private bathroom.

She’s wearing one of my white shirts and a denim skirt. God, she’s fucking adorable.

“Baby, what are you doing here?” I growl, crossing the room and cradling her cheek in my palm. “How did you get here?”

She shrugs, her lips twisting to the side. Shyly, she admits, “I found some cash in the nightstand and I booked an uber from your laptop. I missed you. I felt like—”

Her eyes drop, lips rubbing together. I know her well enough to read her signals.

“What’s wrong, baby?” I don’t like the sadness in her eyes. I furrow my brow as I urge her gaze back up to me.

“I felt like you might be hiding me. Like, will we always have to hide what we are? Is that why you told me to stay at home?”

I scoff before saying, “No baby, I told you to stay home because I’ve been fucking you unconscious for a good forty-hours and you need rest. And, I needed to straighten out some things here so I could take some time off.”

“Really?” she exclaims, excitement sparkling in her eyes.

“Yes, baby,” I smirk, kissing her forehead. “Really.”

“Then, will you take me out?” she says with a soft giggle. “I’ve missed you so much. But, it’s more than… you know what we’ve been doing at home. I miss the old us. The stuff we did. The places you took me.”

She’s right. We were so fucking close. I enjoyed every goddamn thing we did together and as much as keeping her at home as my personal fuck doll is appealing, I don’t want her ot feel like a dirty little secret.

“Where do you want to go, baby?” I say, caressing her cheekbones. “Anywhere. You name it.”

Hallie hums, scrunching her nose. Then, she says, “I want to go to a diner like we used to.”

“Burgers, fries, and a hot fudge sundae,” I say, reciting her old order.

“You remember?” she asks, playing with the hem of her skirt.

“Of course, Daddy remembers, baby,” I say, grabbing her hand and threading my fingers with hers. “If you want Daddy to take you to a diner, he will.”

As soon as she nods, I tug her toward the door. She giggles, half-jogging to keep up with my quick pace. We pass my assistant on our way out of the office. I think she knows to tell anyone else that asks that I’m out of the office for the rest of the day.

There’s a diner just around the corner from this place. Every time I pass, I think about the way I used to take her one just like this. Honestly, I’m not surprised this is where she wanted to go.

When we get inside, I take her to a table at the back of the restaurant. It’s not that I’m ashamed of her, I’m proud to have my little girl. I just don’t trust myself not to finger her under the table. I doubt my little girl would be very happy if I got us kicked out.

“Daddy will order for you,” I say as I pull out the chair closest to the wall for her.

“Thank you, Daddy,” she says brightly, smiling up at me like she’s the luckiest person in the world.

Doesn’t she understand that she’s made me the luckiest man?

As I settle in next to her, our waitress approaches. Our orders roll off of my tongue easily, and when we’re alone, I put my hand on her thigh, squeezing.

“Daddy,” she whispers, her big eyes wide.

“What is it, baby?” I ask, leaning in closer as I walk my fingers up to her little girl parts.

“I–” she begins, but we’re cut off by the arrival of someone.

“Sorry, sir,” the man, no… he’s a boy, says. “I was just wondering if I could take a minute of your daughter’s time.”

He’s looking her up and down, and I can tell this kid isn’t the least bit sorry. The possessive beast inside me claws its way through my chest. I’m all fire and rage, ready to tear him apart for even looking at my little girl.

“Daddy,” Hallie says before I have the chance to do anything rash. “Hold me.”

She doesn’t wait for an answer, throwing her leg over my thighs and pulling herself onto my lap. I can feel the heat of her core through the little thong I know she’s wearing. My cock stirs away.

In front of us, the kid who dared to look at my baby takes a step back. He can’t seem to take his eyes off of us, though. I don’t blame him.

“You need Daddy, little girl?” I say, low and directly in her ear.

She nods, shifting her hips forward. A little gasp escapes her lips as she feels my erection already straining against my pants. That only makes her grind down harder.

“That’s it,” I whisper in her ear. Then, I turn my gaze to the kid who’s still standing there watching us. I say, “She’s spoken for. Fucking beat it before I beat you.”

“I– Yes sir,” he stutters, nearly falling on his ass as he takes in the sight before him one last time.

My little girl is so focused on making herself feel good, that she doesn’t even realize he’s gone. I think the second she got on my lap, she forgot he was there. She’s so good, only focused on me.

But God, if she keeps going like this, I’m going to end up fucking her right here at the table.

“Hold on tight, baby,” I instruct her, grabbing onto her ass and picking her up as I stand.

“Where are we going, Daddy?” she asks, still rubbing herself against me, her face buried in my neck.

“Daddy needs to get inside that tight little pussy,” I say, practically growling as I storm through the diner straight into the storage room. As I close the door, I say, “And I don’t want anyone else to see what you look like when you’re cumming for Daddy.”

I press her back against the door, reaching between us to free my cock. It’s no use bothering with taking off our clothes. Both of us are too fucking desperate to waste any time. When my jeans are out of the way, I hook a finger into the thin fabric that separates me from that sweet little pussy.

“You’re soaking wet, baby,” I say as I rub my finger through her dripping folds. “Your body’s begging for Daddy to fuck you, isn’t it?”

She whines, throwing her head back against the door and exposing her perfect little throat. I track the way it moves. She swallows harshly, takes in deep, shuddering breaths.

“Let me hear you say it,” I groan, grabbing the base of my cock and rubbing it through her sweetness. “Tell Daddy what your body wants.”

“Want Daddy to fuck me!” she exclaims, her fingers scrambling to find purchase on my shoulders. “Please, Daddy. Please!”

“Good girl,” I praise, rewarding her by pushing the head of my dick into her center.

She stills, not breathing for a moment. Even though she can take me, my cock’s still massive. Every time I shove myself into her little girl parts, I’m stretching her to her absolute limit.

“Breathe, baby,” I say, plowing into her steadily until I’m about halfway sheathed. “Take it for Daddy. Be a good girl for me.”

“Sore,” she whimpers. Still, she grinds down against me, begging for more.

“Daddy’s going to make you feel so good,” I remind her before shoving the rest of the way inside.

She yelps, her tight pussy fluttering around the intrusion. She’s damn near strangling my cock. This girl makes me feel like a fucking god, bringing me right to the brink without having to do anything.

“So tight for Daddy,” I groan, pulling out while her lips try to keep me in place. I slam back in, making her gasp. “You feel so fucking good, baby.”

“Mm, love you, Daddy,” she cries. “Makin’ me feel funny.”

I keep slamming into her, my pace so hard and brutal that the hinges of the door creak with my effort. She keeps mumbling, her pussy tightening around me rhythmically. Her climax is coming so fucking fast, and I’m right on her heels.

“Daddy’s the only one who can make you feel like this,” I say possessively, driving so deep into her I might as well be in her belly, in her chest. “Say it.”

“Only– Only you,” she manages to say, her voice growing higher and higher in pitch.

“Tell me who you belong to,” I say, my thrusts reaching a fever pitch, making her tits bounce obscenely beneath my shirt that she’s wearing. “Tell. Me.”

“Daddy!” she cries as I push her over the edge. “I’m Daddy’s!”

Wave after wave crashes into her, and when I feel her squirting all over me, soaking me all the way down to my shoes, that’s it for me. I bury my thick cock deep inside her pulsing center, tucking it right up against her cervix. Then, with a grunt, I spill right into it, pumping to push it up into her womb.

“Fuck,” I curse, filling her so full her stomach swells. “My little girl’s so good for me. Sucking all the cum from my balls.”

“Want it, Daddy,” she screams, another rush of her juices spilling, mixing with mine.

“You can have it whenever you want,” I say, giving one last final thrust, ensuring that I’ve given her everything I can. “And you’ll take it whenever I feel like giving it to you. Understand?”

“Yes, Daddy,” she says, her body going limp as the last of her pleasure leaves her limbs.

“Good girl,” I reply, slowly lowering her to the floor.

When she’s steady on her feet, I adjust her panties and her skirt. As much as I’d like to see her walking around with that pretty ass out, that’s another sight that’s only for me. Once I’m satisfied with the way she looks, I tuck my cock back in my jeans.

“I got you all wet again,” she says, rubbing her fingers along my soaked thighs.

“That just means I made my little girl feel good,” I say, smoothing out her hair. “How about we take our meal to go?”

“Yes, Daddy,” she says, letting me take her hand and lead her out.

I don’t care about the looks I get. I’m glad everyone can see how satisfied I keep my daughter. Our waitress is happy to box up our food, and after paying for our meal and leaving her a generous tip, I take Hallie out of here. After I feed her, I have plans for her.


Chapter Six



Hallie

One Year Later

“You skipped class, little girl?” Jackson asks, looking at where I’m lounging on the bed, rubbing the curve of my belly.

My cheeks heat up immediately, and I drop my head as I say, “I was just tired, Daddy. You said I could take days to rest if I needed them because I’m growing our baby.”

Being with my step-father has been better than I ever dreamed. He makes me feel important, sexy, needed and protected.

Besides that, he’s so hot, I want him inside me constantly and now that I’m pregnant, my hormones are making me hornier than ever.

Thank goodness, my growing body seems to have Jackson craving me more than ever. If the way his erection is constantly throwing down challenges to his zipper is any indication, he’s as horny for me as I am for him.

“No,” he says as he crosses the room. “That’s not what I said. I told you that if you needed a day to rest, you would ask me for permission to stay home.”

Since coming to live with Jackson, I’ve enrolled in school again. He was right when he said all I needed was structure and discipline.

He also said I needed a ring on my finger and his last name, which he made happen about a month after he picked me up at the bus station. He took me on a trip to some tropical island where we said our vows on the beach, he slid a massive pink sapphire and diamond ring on my finger and made me his wife.

While I’ve been good for him, I don’t shy away from making mistakes.

I know I should have asked permission to stay home. It’s not like he’d deny me something I needed. But can you blame me for wanting to push the boundaries every once in a while?

You can take the pout out of the brat, but you can never really take the brat out of the pout.

“You broke one of Daddy’s rules,” he says, his voice dropping to that low register that tells me a punishment is coming and everything down in my belly starts to hum. He unbuckles his belt, a bulge already forming in his pants. “You know what that means.”

A thrill runs through me, and I say, in a small voice, “Am I in trouble, Daddy.”

“Yes,” he replies, dropping his pants and revealing the monster that has become the center of my world and my fantasies. “But you’re not in trouble for resting. Tell Daddy what you’re in trouble for.”

“I’m in trouble for breaking the rules,” I whisper, sticking out my bottom lip.

“What rule did you break, baby?”

He approaches the edge of the bed, his fist gripping the base of his cock so tight I think he’s trying to strangle it. I can’t take my eyes off of him. My mouth waters. My core clenches with want.

“I didn’t ask permission to stay home,” I squeak.

“You didn’t,” he agrees. “On your hands and knees, baby. Crawl to Daddy.”

Obeying is as easy as breathing. I shuffle toward him, my panties getting wetter with each centimeter I move. When I stop in front of his cock, I lick my lips.

“You get ten strikes,” he tells me, grabbing onto the hem of my dress and pulling it up over my ass. “And you’ll suck Daddy off while you get your punishment.”

The moment hangs around us. The only sound in the room is our synched breathing. He holds steady, waiting for me to confirm I understand.

“Yes, Daddy.”

He cups my jaw, pulling me forward with a gentleness I don’t deserve. His thumb presses against my cheek, urging my mouth open. Then, he glides his length between my open lips.

It’s hot and heavy against my tongue. His savory, tangy flavor dances across my tastebuds. I suck greedily, causing him to curse and buck forward, nearly gagging me.

“Just like that, little girl,” he says through gritted teeth. “Since I have that bratty mouth occupied, I’ll count for you.”

I hum my assent, bringing in air when he pulls back. Then, when he thrusts back in, blocking my airway, his hand comes down on my ass.

The sting ripples through me, making my clit ache with need. Precum oozes from his tip, making his taste even headier. I moan, the sensations swirling inside me.

“That’s one,” he says, thrusting back into my mouth savagely. “This is two.”

His palm comes down on my bottom again. My thighs shake, and my head starts to get fuzzy. As his cock hits the back of my throat, I think I might cum without being touched.

“Three,” he growls, not giving me time to recover.

The third strike is harder, the sound echoing off the walls. It pushes me even further into the space I go when I’m being punished. I suck on his length harder, comforting myself and apologizing all at once.

His hand comes down a fourth time after the low rumble of his speech reaches my ears. Everything’s getting hazy around the edges. All I’m capable of doing is letting him fuck my mouth while he punishes me just like I deserve.

The sting of his fifth strike lingers longer, and tears spring to my eyes. I don’t know why I had to push his boundaries. The rules are in place so he can take care of me.

“Halfway done, baby,” he grunts, shoving his length down my throat and holding it there. “Six.”

This time, I moan around his cock when the spank lands. The pain of my punishment morphs with pleasure. Daddy pulls back enough that I’m able to suck in air. Then, he’s thrusting back in.

The next three times his hand meets my bottom blur together. I feel like I’m floating, paying my penance for disobeying while being safe in my Daddy’s orbit. I’m dripping down my thighs, my little girl parts aching for relief.

“One more,” he says, his cock kicking in my mouth.

So many things happen at the same time. He says, “Ten,” and shoves himself deep into my esophagus. His balls release, and hot cum pumps into my mouth. I suck weakly, more wetness dripping from me, making a puddle on the bed below me.

“Fuck, baby,” he says, giving little pulses, creating just enough of an opening that I can breathe before I pass out.

I’d gladly pass out on his cock. I want to. I think it’s a fitting punishment.

“That’s enough,” he says, his voice shifting as he slips out of my mouth. “Let Daddy look at you.”

My throat is raw, and I sniffle pathetically. His palm, the same one that he used to spank me, rests against my cheek with gentleness, letting me know my punishment is over. I close my eyes as he brushes tears from my face.

“I’m sorry, Daddy,” I say. “I’m sorry I broke the rules.”

“I know,” he tells me as he lies me down, cradling me against his chest. “I’ll let you catch your breath. Then you can apologize by letting Daddy fuck your sweet little pussy.”

“Okay, Daddy,” I say, my body already calling out for more.

We lie there for a few moments. He rubs my back, and I soak in his comfort. Then, he rests his hand on the swell of my belly where I’m growing our child.

I rarely think of my mother. Jackson has help me come to the conclusion that she is flawed and it’s hard for a child to come to terms with that fact sometimes. She’s tried to reach out, mailed me a letter which Jackson intercepted saying what she had to say was not healthy for me and he would be running interference between us until she could act like respectful to us both.

“I’ll get you some water, little girl,” he says, leaning down to press a kiss to my stomach. “It’s my job to take care of both of you. You are my special girl, nothing it the world will come between us.”

“I love you, Daddy,” I tell him as he straightens up. “We both do.”

“I love you both too, little girl,” he replies, leaning down to steal a kiss before continuing. “More than you’ll ever know.”

He’s my world and my protector, my Daddy and my lover. My husband and very soon, the father of our baby.

Not everyone understands what we have, but he tells me that doesn’t matter.

He’s mine. I’m his and my happily ever after is named Daddy and he’s never letting me go.
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