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Penny didn't bother with wrapping paper. She slapped the gift on the table and slid it across with an unceremonious shove. “Surprise,” she said, as he caught it. “Just what you always wanted, huh?” The box was the size of a deck of cards and about as exciting, if his expression was anything to go by. “Don't you want to open it?” She was leaning on her elbows, all eyes and anticipation.

He tilted it, inspecting it like a caveman might eye an iPhone. “You know I hate surprises, Pen.”

She shrugged, all attitude. “Too bad. It’s your birthday, not a funeral.”

Daddy rolled his eyes, but a smile tugged at the corner of his mouth. “Last year, I got socks,” he said. “Tough act to follow.”

He stared at the box like it might sprout legs and run off if he looked away.

“Novelty socks,” Penny corrected, pointing a finger at him. “Maybe it’ll help you find out who you really are.”

“You saying you think I’m adopted or something?” He was playing it cool, but he ripped the box open with the care of a toddler at Christmas.

Penny's laughter filled the room, a teasing melody. “A mystery for the ages,” she said.

He held up the genealogy test kit, skepticism painted all over his face. “It’ll probably just say I’m part Neanderthal.”

“Finally, you’ll know which side of the family to blame.” She winked at him, loving every second. “I thought it’d be fun. And, y'know, cheaper than therapy.”

“Well, aren’t you thoughtful.” Daddy had given up the fight. His hands started ripping into the kit.

“Just spit in the tube and send it off,” Penny instructed like a game show host. “It’s the gift of knowledge.”

“You sure it won’t just come back ‘old guy, currently annoyed’?”

“If you’re lucky,” she shot back.

With a grin that was more fatherly than pleased, he tore the thing open and let the contents spill onto the table.

***
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THE ENVELOPE FELT HEAVY in Penny's hand. He was trying to be all casual on the couch, but Daddy had been eyeing the mailbox like a lovesick puppy all week. “Don’t everyone get excited at once,” she said, waving the envelope in front of him.

Daddy folded his arms, a man of forced patience. “Looks like junk mail,” he said. “Guess it’s not too late for socks.”

Penny dangled the envelope just out of reach. “Hmm, says it’s for ‘Old Man, Currently Annoyed,’” she read, sticking her tongue out at him. “Must be a mix-up.”

“Fine, fine,” he said, cracking a smile despite himself. “Give it here, brat.”

She flopped down beside him, the results clutched tight in her fist. He made a grab for it, but she was quicker.

“Hey, watch the merchandise!” He looked more like a kid than she’d ever seen, eyes wide and all mock impatience.

“Do I need to put you on my knee?” His voice was gruff, with just a hint of humor beneath it.

“Oh, save that for later,” she shot back, finally relenting.

The envelope landed in his lap, and he took a moment like he was afraid to touch it. She prodded him in the ribs, her impatience not far behind his.

“You first,” he said, holding it out to her, a peace offering she couldn’t resist.

Penny tore it open, her laughter bubbling up again. “Okay, are you ready for the good news?”

“Is there any?”

Penny’s fingers fumbled with the paper, and she pulled it out in a grand gesture. “You're officially eighty percent caveman,” she teased, then made a face like she was reading something terrible.

His face was a mix of anticipation and dread. “What’s the bad news?”

“Uh,” she said, all humor drained from her voice.

The change in her expression flipped a switch in him. “Come on, spit it out. Or is it a spit-take?”

“I’m serious,” she said, and she sounded it.

Daddy was ready to crack another joke when she thrust the paper into his hands, all the color drained from her usually playful face.

She was waiting for him to process it, arms crossed and jaw tight.

“Not biologically related,” he read out loud, like the words were written in some foreign language. “You’re shitting me.”

He glanced up at her, expecting the punchline, but Penny’s eyes were huge and deadly serious.

“I thought you knew,” she said, voice small in a way that didn’t suit her.

“What the hell, Pen?” His voice was loud and full of disbelief.

“Don’t ask me. You’re the adult.”

He scanned the paper, over and over, like he was expecting it to change. Penny’s eyes bored into him, her own disbelief a mirror to his.

“What does this even mean?” His voice had gone from shock to something almost hopeful.

Penny shrugged, the gesture too big and helpless for her usual cocky self. “Means I’m the best daughter you never had” she said, but the sarcasm didn’t stick.

They stared at each other, silence thick and hard to swallow. She wondered if his surprise was the same as hers, wondered if his was tangled up in excitement and guilt and a jumbled mess of what next.

He kept looking at the paper, and then back at her. There was something in his gaze that had never been there before, something he’d probably never let himself feel. Penny was feeling it too, and it was terrifying.

She watched him, waiting for him to be the adult, waiting for him to say something that would let her off the hook.

But Daddy just kept staring, the word not burning its way into his brain like it had into hers.

Unrelated.

***
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THEY’D MADE THEIR WAY through half a bottle before he worked up the nerve. Penny was cross-legged on the floor, her back against the couch, a glass of Jack in her hand and a flush on her cheeks. “You’re not gonna like this,” he said, sounding more like an overgrown teenager than her stepdad. She looked at him through narrowed eyes, drunk enough not to care and not enough to stop herself.

“You’re the boss of understatements tonight,” she shot back, slurring just a little.

Daddy sat on the couch above her, head resting against the wall, the ceiling an escape he couldn’t use. “You’re still my kid,” he said, knowing it was a lie.

Penny grinned like she’d won a prize. “Test says I’m not,” she reminded him, poking at the raw nerve she knew she was.

“Yeah, well. Still.” He let his gaze wander over her like it was the first time he’d let himself look.

“Good thing we didn’t send the results to Mom, huh?” She was joking, but it came out like a threat.

He tipped his drink to his mouth, and his mouth into a grin. “She’d want custody,” he said. “Think she’d win?”

“I’m not going to Miami with her,” Penny said, laughing, but her heart was racing under the flush.

“You really don’t know.” Daddy sounded hurt, or drunk, or both.

“What don’t I know?” Her curiosity was a slow flame, already licking at the edges of her.

He rubbed his hands over his face, his reluctance already breaking. “If I tell you—”

“You’ll have to kill me?” she interrupted, mocking him.

“No,” he said. “You’ll think I’m the biggest piece of shit on the planet.”

Penny set her drink down, her eyes on him like he was the final scene in a thriller. “Now you really have to tell me,” she said, calling his bluff.

The tension between them was tighter than the cork they’d popped, fizzing out of control.

“I didn’t know.” He was more to himself than her, still processing.

“Didn’t know what?” she said, her foot nudging his leg, demanding attention.

“That we weren’t related. That I was free to—” He stopped, his throat tight and empty.

“Free to what, Daddy?” The way she said it, it wasn’t what she’d called him for the last fifteen years.

He shook his head, as much at his own audacity as at her insistence. “Forget it. It’s nothing.”

“You’re a coward,” she taunted, and he knew she meant it.

“Goddammit, Pen.” He was wild, all raw nerve and confession. “I’ve wanted you since you turned eighteen.”

She was still, but her face said she was sprinting to catch up. “What?”

“Fuck. Before that.” He hid his face behind his hands, shame that tasted like whiskey.

Penny stared, waiting for the punchline. Waiting for him to say he was kidding.

“I thought I was sick,” he said, his hands falling away. “I thought I was a fucking monster.”

“What do you mean, ‘wanted’ me?” she said, but the sarcasm wasn’t sharp enough to cut through the heat between them.

“You’ve got every right to be pissed,” he said, and he’d never meant anything more. “I just couldn’t—”

“Couldn’t what?” she pushed, her voice a dare and a question all at once.

“Pretend anymore,” he said. The words hung in the air like his next drink.

Penny picked up her glass, taking a long, slow sip. “So you fantasized about me?”

“More than that,” he said, his voice low and unsteady.

She raised her eyebrows, looking unimpressed and undone.

Daddy swallowed hard, like he was still trying to wash down the truth. “You know your underwear drawer?”

Her heart skipped a beat. So did her breath. “What about it?”

He smirked, a million pounds lighter and still on thin ice. “Sometimes things went missing.”

“You asshole!” She didn’t know whether to throw the drink at him or into her own mouth. She settled for the second. “Mom said I was losing them in the wash.”

He watched her, searching for anger and finding interest instead. “You have no idea what you do to me,” he said, and the words were rough with honesty.

Penny was leaning closer, forgetting the floor beneath her. “Did you...” She didn’t finish, couldn’t, wouldn’t.

His face answered before his mouth did. “I jerk off into them,” he said, like he was tasting freedom for the first time.

“Jesus, Daddy.” She was horrified, and she wasn’t.

“You’ve almost certainly worn my dry cum against your little pussy,” he said, the heat between them a third person in the room. “Often. Probably now.”

Penny’s breath was coming too fast. Her body was buzzing like it belonged to someone else.

“You’re sick,” she said, but it came out breathless and wanting.

“Probably,” he agreed, and he didn’t sound sorry. “I always try to catch a look at you coming out of the shower, but I’m never quick enough.”

Penny’s mouth opened, but the words didn’t follow.

He kept his eyes on her, the drink forgotten in his hand, the whole world waiting for her response.

“Wow,” she said, and her lips curved into a half-smile. “Just wow.”

Penny was the queen of gross exaggeration. A hurricane in an elevator was a breeze compared to this shit. Her own stepdad, lusting after her all this time. It was supposed to be disgusting. She was supposed to be mad. But she wasn’t.

She was wet.

That was the hard, awkward, undeniable truth. Her panties were damp and her breath was short. Her body was betraying her brain and all its supposed outrage. She’d never been this turned on, and that included prom night with two shots of tequila and Trevor Bennington's hand up her dress.

Daddy had gone silent, watching her like a scientist in a porno lab. She couldn’t meet his gaze, couldn’t admit to the heat pooling between her legs. What the fuck was wrong with her?

He was looking at her like he’d hit a nerve. Like he’d known all along and was just waiting for her to catch up. “Cat got your tongue?” he asked, his voice cutting through the noise in her head.

She was startled, not ready to say anything and definitely not ready to say what she meant.

“You didn’t think I’d say it out loud,” he said, more statement than question.

“Kind of hoping you wouldn’t,” she muttered, knowing she didn’t mean it. Knowing he knew too.

“But you’re glad I did.” He was pushing it, testing the line between truth and disaster.

“Sure,” she said, trying for sarcasm. “Every girl wants to know her guardian jerks off into her underwear.”

“Especially the ones who get this wet over it.”

Penny felt her face burn. Not with shame, but with the thrill of being caught. “You’re fucking sick,” she said, as much to herself as him.

“I don’t hear you denying it.”

She wanted to throw something at him, something hard and angry and made of lies.

“Nothing to say, Pen?” He was enjoying this more than was legal in forty-eight states.

Her nipples were hard under her t-shirt, and she felt them with every breath. He had to notice, had to know. Her disgust was a flimsy disguise, a thin layer over something she was more than afraid of.

“Bet you’re soaked,” he said, his words as close to a touch as she’d let him get.

“Fuck off.” Her voice was less certain than it needed to be.

“You’ve never been this turned on in your life.”

He said it so plainly, so goddamned sure. She felt a jolt run through her. She wanted to hate him for it, but the way he was looking at her, the heat of it was more than she could pretend to resist.

“You’ve probably been wet before,” he said, standing over her. “Probably didn’t even know why.”

She bit her lip, and it tasted like more than booze.

“I did.” He smiled, just enough to make her wonder if he was teasing.

“Thought I was losing my mind.”

He reached down, his hand catching her wrist, pulling her off the floor. She was dizzy with it all, the rush of standing and wanting, the thrill of his skin on hers.

Her shirt rode up, exposing her stomach. She wanted to pull it down, to cover herself, but she couldn’t move.

He let go of her wrist, and she stayed right there, right where he wanted her.

“Want to know what I think?” he asked, so close she could smell the whiskey and desire on his breath.

“Not really,” she lied, feeling pressure build where it shouldn’t.

“I think you’ve known all along.” He ran a finger down her arm, a touch that was light and heavy and too much to take.

Penny was shaking with it, with the need to say fuck you and fuck me, with the need to let it happen.

“Tell me I’m wrong,” he said, and the challenge in his voice made her wetter than ever.

The truth was all over her, inside her, sticky and hot and undeniable.

“Tell me you’re not dying for it.”

Her legs were weak, and she felt her heart between them, pounding out a rhythm she couldn’t escape.

He backed off, leaving her standing there, trembling and unsure.

“We’ll talk when you’re ready to admit it,” he said, knowing it wouldn’t be long.

“Asshole,” she said, but it came out in a way that was all invitation and no insult.

He was winning, and she couldn’t find it in herself to care.

It was supposed to be disgusting. It was supposed to be mad. But it was hot, so fucking hot, and all she wanted was more.
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The pair, now stinking pissed, meandered to the bedroom together. In here, walls leaned like drunks, thick with yesterday's breath, and two half-dressed bodies formed a loose alliance of knees and elbows on a secondhand bed. He smiled, thin as a rusted knife, while she straddled the edge and wove slender fingers through the smoke of his reluctance. They said this was supposed to be about love, but it looked more like chaos from where she sat. Chaos and whiskey. An empty bottle hit the floor and made a kind of tragic music. His hands took to fumbling at himself, and her eyes lit up like they were a kind of audience. “Cum for me,” she said, as if she'd planned to say it all along. They rode through the sharp night on the same crooked wave, each movement their bodies made jarring loose another bad idea, each shared breath sewing another inch into their hasty unraveling.

Penny sat on the edge of the bed, long limbs bending where they would. Daddy looked ready to bolt or pounce or cry, whichever came first, perched like that. She flicked her hair back and gave him a smile, a sweet, razor-edged thing.

"Cum for me," she repeated, letting it hang there like an invite to all their worst impulses. “If you like to fucking shoot into my pants so much, shoot for me now, Daddy”. She had the kind of voice that made you forget how to think straight. His nod was slow and stupid, and then his hands were at himself, jerking in awkward uncertainty. The motion of it turned the air electric, a cocktail of anticipation and fear. She drank it in like she might drink him next.

“Oh wow, you’re huge, Daddy!” Penny’s surprise was genuine. She had never imagined the tool that had supposedly created her before, and now she saw his thick shaft, the thought betrayed itself between her legs, too.

Penny worked at her top, shifting it so the skin underneath came out to play. The motion lined up with his, perfectly in tune, like they were choreographing the scandal of a lifetime. Daddy’s eyes darted, little renegades tracing the dim walls, trying to find some proof that this was real and not some booze-drenched fever dream.

Their breaths kept pace, faster now, hot and syncopated. The place was small enough for every noise to join in—his grunts, her moans, the brutal serenade of bodies in motion. Daddy’s awkwardness had melted into something else, something dangerous. Penny’s eyes stayed on him, merciless and inviting, as he slowly ground his big prick against his palm, her mouth drooling in the same way his head shined.

She drew him deeper into the chaos. An empty bottle dropped, its sound like a rough punctuation mark to their dangerous grammar. He lost himself in it, in her, in the mad music of their flesh and their fucked-up, all-or-nothing drive.

It felt only right to Penny that she remove her panties, tossing them over her - step - father’s cock as he quickened his pace. Her soft blonde pubic hair parted immediately by her hand, the wet clicking of her soaked labia arousing him further as she rubbed herself in time with him.

“Fucking hell, Daddy, I really am soaked.” Her words flowed out of her like a river. “If you give me any sort of decent load I swear I’m going to come too". I want it, Daddy”.

At that point Daddy stopped moving and arched his back as he grimaced, gripping his thick cock at the base. For a moment all was still, and then the eruption flowed. Rope after rope of thick semen gushed out of him, rising up into the air and over his hairy chest.

Penny instinctively pushed out her tongue, a greedy slut in front of the vesuvius exploding for her, as she firmly gripped her cunt and came hard to the thought of that warmth flowing into her pussy. As Daddy’s cock started to twitch, sperm merely seeping down his shaft now, Penny reached for it.

“We’re not done, Daddy”.

***
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PENNY SNARLED THE WORDS like they were already halfway to gospel. "Breed me, Daddy." She was out of her mind and into his, knowing exactly how to bridge the two. She crawled up onto the bed, raising a leg over the top of her step-father, eyeing up the slick river of semen coating his chest as she guided his still-swollen prick to her slit.

As she rubbed herself along his shaft, she leaned over Daddy and instantly went in for a deep kiss, pushing her tongue as far down his throat as she could. His penis throbbed in her hand, finding renewed strength as she tongue fucked the man who had been her father just a day ago.

The bed complained beneath them as they let loose the dogs of bad judgement. Everything about it was fast, wild, absolute. He pushed into her, and she opened around him like a fucking gift. This wasn’t where they meant to be, but now that they were, no one was stopping to think.

Daddy held on to her hips, rough and insistent, his hands saying all the things he hadn't known how to say until now. Sheets twisted around them, making a mess of old cotton and tangled limbs. Penny gasped his name and then a few more words that weren’t his name at all, but they sounded just as sweet. She grinned against him, wild as anything, as his thick shaft reshaped her insides.

Her legs locked into a squat, keeping him where she needed him most. She bounced on top of him, matching his energy and raising it tenfold as he slammed into her, the numbness of his cock turning to pleasurable pain. Nothing was spared—every inch of their bodies, every dirty word she threw at him, every guilty thought turned loose and unleashed.

He found his voice, low and sure, like he'd traded in his hesitance for a better model. "Penny," he breathed, like maybe she'd let him have her in more than just the physical sense. The words filled the room, competing with the slap of skin, the stutter of springs, and a desperate, reckless kind of need that put anything else to shame.

For brief moments Penny would remember Daddy dropping her off at prom, being there for her graduation, helping her move to college. Had he wanted her then? Had this cock, now splitting her in half in the best way imaginable, been available all this time? Her clit throbbed beneath her as she drove him into her cunt, lost totally in his girth.

“I’ve wanted to fill you so many times before, Pen!” came the muddled cry from Daddy, gasping as his balls slapped against his former charge’s perfect ass. “I’ve shot so much for you in the past. I want it so much now.”

Penny let him have it, all of it. Her voice echoed against the dim walls, each repetition of that wild command giving him fresh permission, fueling the chaos. “Breed your good girl, Daddy. Fill me with seed!” Her head dropped back, and then snapped forward, and then laughed the way only a bad girl on the brink can laugh.

The room felt ready to implode, and they were its mad scientists, conducting dangerous, ecstatic experiments. Their bodies collided with a fevered pace, saying all the things their minds were too scared to process. It didn't matter what it meant—right then, it only mattered that it was real.

He called her name like an incantation, like a lifeline, like an ending. They found release in each other, the joy in Penny overflowing as she felt a fresh river of Daddy’s cum flow into her. She pushed herself down hard onto him, sucking the seed up into her orgasming cervix. Daddy was spent, on the verge of passing out as his prick gushed its last into his girl.
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Penny and Daddy’s living room was packed like a can of sad, disbelieving sardines. Friends and relatives lined the walls, some perched on armrests, some cross-legged on the carpet. A heavyset man with a bald spot took up half the loveseat, shaking his head as he repeated, "You can’t be serious," to anyone who would listen. Two women huddled in the corner, arms crossed, whispers frantic. Penny stood in the middle, fists clenched, a defiant smirk tattooed on her face. “We’re not here for your blessing,” she said, giving her words a moment to simmer in the silence. Daddy shifted beside her, shoulders square, hands stuffed in his pockets. “You all wanted the truth,” he added, his voice gruff, unapologetic. “Well, here it is.” They watched the crowd crack open with shock, mouths dropping, eyes darting. Every breath seemed to ask, How did this even happen?

The youngest woman looked half-interested, half-bored, twirling a lock of hair. “I can’t believe this,” she said. “I just can’t.”

Penny flicked her eyes over the group, taking in the full range of disgust and awe. “If it’s too much for you,” she snapped, “you know where the door is.”

“But how?” A frail-looking woman squawked from the edge of the couch, knuckles white as she gripped a throw pillow. “How did this even happen?”

Daddy’s voice cut through the chatter like a dull knife. “It wasn’t overnight, if that’s what you’re thinking.” He leaned forward, rough hands hanging between his knees. “We didn’t plan for any of this, but when it came out that I wasn’t her father—"

The woman with the pillow gasped. “Oh, my God.”

Penny laughed, a short, sharp sound. “Yeah, that was our reaction, too.” She hooked her arm around Daddy’s neck, looking like she’d just won the lottery. “Big surprise, huh? I guess the universe has a sense of humor after all.”

Someone snorted from the corner. “I’d say more like twisted.”

An older man with a crumpled hat glared at them, his face a study in wrinkles and anger. “You two think this is some kind of joke?”

Penny tilted her head, eyes daring him to take a swing. “I think it’s our life, and we’ll live it however the hell we want.”

Daddy shifted his weight, bracing for the backlash. “It’s like we told you. We found out, and everything changed. What were we supposed to do, just pretend nothing happened?”

“You should have—” the woman with the lock of hair hesitated, “—I don’t know. Acted like normal people?”

“Normal’s overrated,” Penny shot back. Her fists unclenched, but her defiance stayed locked and loaded. “You can sit there and judge us all you want. Won’t change a damn thing.”

The air felt like static, charged and crackling. No one knew whether to speak or let the silence condemn them. Finally, the woman with crossed arms broke the tension. “Well, it’s not every day you hear this kind of news.” Her lips curled like she’d sucked on a lemon. “Do you really think this’ll end well?”

Daddy ran a hand through his hair, leaving it even messier than before. “It’s working out fine for us so far.”

Penny crossed her arms, mirroring the woman’s pose but with twice the confidence. “We’re not sorry, if that’s what you’re hoping.”

“Selfish,” the old man muttered, pulling the brim of his hat down.

A skinny guy with a camera around his neck seemed almost amused. “So, what—now you’re just gonna act like a couple? You know, out in the open?”

“Why not?” Penny said, her voice a mix of challenge and thrill. “The truth’s out, isn’t it?”

“I just don’t get it,” the frail woman whimpered, tears threatening. “I just don’t.”

Daddy leaned back, taking in the bewildered, angry, fascinated faces. “Look, you wanted to know what was going on. Now you do.”

“You really think you’ll be happy?” asked a woman with graying roots, more curious than upset.

Penny didn’t miss a beat. “Happier than any of you, that’s for sure.”

A younger guy by the door rubbed the back of his neck, speaking for the first time. “And if we don’t like it?”

Penny smiled, wolfish and wide. “Who cares?”

The answer landed hard, its weight felt in the uneasy silence that followed. They’d dropped a bomb, and the fallout was everywhere—angry mutterings, incredulous stares, the complete unraveling of what anyone thought they knew. Penny and Daddy watched them all, knowing they’d left the room torn and buzzing, exactly as planned.

***
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SHE COULDN’T TEAR HER eyes away. There it was. The second pink line she’d been both dreading and expecting. Penny turned the test over, as if the back might say something different, like “just kidding!” but no such luck. It was real. Too real. She punched in his number with shaking fingers. “I’m pregnant,” she announced, no hello, no preamble, her voice loud in the tiny apartment. The stale air seemed to shiver with the news. She imagined him standing there, stunned and speechless, like the first time they’d kissed and he’d pulled back to ask, “Are you sure?” before pulling her closer than ever. It didn’t take long before the rapid thud of his footsteps echoed down the hallway. The door flew open, crashing against the wall. Daddy was a mess of frantic hair and wide, questioning eyes, like maybe he expected to see someone else holding that test. “This is real—what now?” he asked, and they both laughed like they were one shock away from madness.

Penny tossed the test on the counter and grabbed Daddy’s arm, her grip tighter than necessary. “Tell me I’m dreaming,” she said, though they both knew this was real as hell.

Daddy sank into a chair, the same one that held him through their first night together, their first awkward fight, their first million everything. “And we thought that little announcement was a shocker,” he said, raking a hand through his hair. “What do we even do now?”

Penny shrugged, then laughed, a wild sound in the close space. “The hell if I know. I didn’t exactly plan this.”

His eyes were wide, locked on hers. “Are we ready for this? I mean, really?”

Penny swiped a bottle off the table, the cold glass sweating in her hand. “Ready or not,” she said, voice wavering just a little. “It’s happening.”

Daddy was up in a flash, pacing like a caged animal. “Jesus. A baby.” The word lingered between them, like it needed time to sink into their skin.

Penny set two glasses down with a clink. “I guess condoms only work if you actually use them.”

He choked out a laugh. “Yeah, that’s what I hear.”

They poured out questions and whiskey, drinking each in frenzied gulps. Penny found a crumpled piece of paper, half-written notes from when this was all just hypothetical. She scratched at it with a pen, crossing out every other word.

“Go to the doctor,” Daddy read over her shoulder. “Do we even need that?”

Penny tossed the pen aside, her fingers running through her hair like a comb. “I’m pretty sure it’s the first step.”

He shook his head, half in disbelief, half admiration. “This is nuts. We’re nuts.”

Penny tapped the test, as if daring it to change. “Looks like we’re having a baby,” she said, still tasting the words.

They sat across from each other, the tiny apartment feeling tinier by the second. Daddy’s knee bounced like it might launch him through the roof. Penny looked at him, a mix of terror and something like excitement on her face. “Got any bright ideas?”

“Run away to Mexico?” he offered, eyes wild with humor and maybe a pinch of real desperation.

She laughed again, lighter this time. “And then what?”

“We can come up with some awesome baby names on the beach.”

She tossed a coaster at him, shaking her head. “You’re crazy. We’re crazy.”

“True story,” he said, catching the coaster and the joke at the same time. “So. We gonna keep it?”

Penny’s breath hitched for a second. “You don’t think it’s a bad idea?”

Daddy moved closer, his hand warm and solid on her leg. “The best bad idea we’ve ever had.”

A pause filled the space, pregnant with meaning.

“I think we can do it,” Penny said finally, her voice edged with determination. “I mean, it’s gonna be hell, but we’ve done hell before.”

Daddy’s grip tightened, a promise in the pressure. “We can do anything.”

The light in the apartment felt harsh and real, a bare-bulb testament to what was coming. Penny took it all in—the scattered papers, the overturned test, the man she’d gambled everything for. It was insane, terrifying, exactly what they needed. “Alright then,” she said, holding his eyes with her own. “Let’s have a baby.”

The words sealed the deal, binding them in a new, beautiful chaos. They sat together, hands and futures intertwined, ready to take on the mad, wonderful world they’d created.

***
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IT WAS TOO BRIGHT, too white, too cold. Penny squinted against the sterile walls and the fluorescents above. Everything in the room was sharp-edged and unkind. The antiseptic smell turned her stomach in knots. She didn’t think she could do this. Not with all the odds against them. Not after everything. But here they were. Here they fucking were. Her grip tightened on Daddy’s calloused hand, each contraction a vicious wave. “I don’t know,” she panted, as his words of encouragement bled into the hum of medical equipment. “You sure we’re gonna make it through this?” He brushed the sweat from her forehead, a rough gentleness in every stroke. “We made it through the other shit, didn’t we?” They both looked up at the same time, catching each other in a frazzled moment of eye contact. The monitor beeped, slow and steady, mocking her scattered heartbeat. Penny braced herself against the next round of pain, half-laughing, half-crying at the absurdity and inevitability of it all. When the final push gave way to their daughter’s first, fierce scream, they both breathed out, a sigh of exhaustion and relief that had been months in the making.

She squeezed his hand with bone-crushing force, her knuckles white, his fingers rough and steady. “I can’t,” she gasped. “I don’t think I can.”

Daddy bent close, his hair wild and untamed. “You’re stronger than this,” he said, the words more command than comfort.

The starkness of the room swallowed them whole, from the bright lights to the echo of instruments clattering on a tray. Penny’s world narrowed to the pain and his voice.

“Why did I let you do this to me?” she half-joked, half-cried, her body rebelling with each new contraction.

He smirked through the strain. “It takes two, babe.”

“Remind me,” she hissed, “never again.”

The words gave way to a scream as another wave crashed through her. The monitor kept its steady, mocking beat, her breaths all over the place, wild and unfocused.

“Penny, look at me.” His voice was a lifeline, pulling her back from the chaos. “We’ve made it through worse.”

She locked eyes with him, finding something like calm in his panic-stricken face. The next contraction hit hard, and she bore down, teeth gritted, heart racing.

“It’s not like the first time,” she grunted, her voice choked with laughter and tears. “Not like that test.”

He shook his head, half-smiling. “This is real, babe. The realest.”

The white walls and harsh lights blurred together. Penny lost track of time, only the moments of pain and breath, of holding on and letting go, marking the minutes.

“I don’t know if I can,” she repeated, her strength waning, but her spirit defiant.

Daddy moved closer, his forehead resting on hers. “Yes, you fucking can,” he whispered, a promise in each word.

Penny caught her breath and gave everything she had. The room was a mess of antiseptic, of beeping monitors, of sweat and noise and pushing and pushing and finally—

A cry broke through it all, loud and fierce and full of life.

Their daughter’s voice filled the sterile space, the sweetest, most impossible sound they’d ever heard. They both breathed out, a release months in the making.

Daddy’s hand stayed tight in hers, grounding her, steadying her. “We did it,” he said, the words shaky and full of wonder. “We actually did it.”

Penny laughed, exhausted, a glow of disbelief and triumph in her eyes. “Told you we could.”

They lay there, a tangle of arms and exhaustion, the hum of the world finally slowing down. The odds hadn’t stood a chance against them. Nothing ever did.
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