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 CHAP­TER ONE 
The mo­ment I hear my step­fa­ther’s voice on the phone, I re­al­ize I should keep walk­ing. I’m not the kind of girl who eaves­drops at all. I’m the ex­act op­po­site kind of girl, ac­tu­ally. I can say with com­plete sin­cer­ity that I don’t in­tend to eaves­drop at all.

“We’ve been over this,” he says, “and I’m not leav­ing.”

That stops me. He says, “Hang on. I’m fin­ish­ing a project. I’m go­ing to put you on speaker but can we change the sub­ject.”

I hear an­other voice. It sounds fa­mil­iar. A man’s voice. “Kev, you’ve al­ready done more than any­one has a right to ex­pect of any­one else. Why do you in­sist on hold­ing on?”

“I made a prom­ise, Billy Boy,” he says. Okay, it’s his brother. It’s Un­cle Billy. I like Un­cle Billy. I only see him on hol­i­days, but I like him. I don’t like what he’s say­ing in the con­ver­sa­tion, though.

“Kevin,” he says, “you know I love you. You know that. You were mar­ried for what, two weeks?”

“This sub­ject is closed, man,” he says, “Let it go.”

“Does she know who you are, Kevin?” There’s si­lence and I feel a mo­ment of panic. “When was the last time she rec­og­nized you?” My step­fa­ther still doesn’t an­swer. Un­cle Billy says, “At least go out a lit­tle. She’d want you to be happy.”

“She’d want me home,” he says.

“Aren’t you lonely, Kevin? One of these days you’re just go­ing to dis­ap­pear and you’re go­ing to do it be­cause your emo­tions take over. Make the de­ci­sion now and it will hurt a hell of a lot less.”

I know what they’re talk­ing about, or rather, who they’re talk­ing about.

My mom mar­ried my step­dad af­ter they’d only dated a month. They had a fairy-tale ro­mance and I re­mem­ber think­ing on their wed­ding day that I’d never seen her so happy. They spent two weeks hon­ey­moon­ing in Alaska and when they re­turned, my step­dad car­ried my mom across the thresh­old and promised he would stay by her side for­ever.

Then the ac­ci­dent hap­pened.

The other driver was drunk and died at the scene. My mom sur­vived, in the sense that her body con­tin­ued to breathe and di­gest food and her hair and nails con­tin­ued to grow, but the rest of her ba­si­cally died in the crash. Most of the time she’s not even con­scious and when she is, she doesn’t rec­og­nize her­self or any­one around her. It’s been dev­as­tat­ing to me but I never even con­sid­ered un­til now how hard that must have been on my step­dad.

That was six years ago and my step­dad hasn’t dated any­one since.

“At least date some­one,” Billy says. “Hell, for­get dat­ing. Find a friend with ben­e­fits you can cud­dle with when the nights get lonely. It doesn’t have to mean any­thing.”

“It will mean some­thing, though,” my step­dad replies. “We’ve talked about this be­fore.”

“Yes,” Billy agrees. “We’ve talked about this and ev­ery time we talk, you say you’re happy where you are and you’re not go­ing to aban­don your wife.”

“And I mean it ev­ery time,” my step­dad replies. “So why do you keep bring­ing it up?”

“Be­cause you’re my brother,” Billy says. “And you’re not happy no mat­ter how much you in­sist you are. You’re mis­er­able and you’re only stay­ing mis­er­able out of some bull­shit sense of duty you im­pose on your­self.”

“I love her, Billy.”

“The woman you love is dead, Kevin. You know that. The woman in your home is just a shell. Mary died at the scene of that ac­ci­dent. It’s time to let her go.”

I feel a rush of anger at Billy for talk­ing about my mom like that but the anger quickly fades as I re­mem­ber think­ing the same thing only a mo­ment ago. I hate to say it and maybe it makes me a bitch to even think it, but Un­cle Billy is right. My mom is dead and while Kevin is an hon­or­able man for stay­ing by her side, he’s hold­ing on to a woman who isn’t here any­more.

Then he says some­thing that makes him not just an hon­or­able man in my eyes but an hon­est-to-God hero.

“Lisa’s al­ready lost one par­ent. I’m not tak­ing the other one away.”

“I’m not say­ing you should aban­don, Lisa,” Billy protests. “Come on, man, you know me bet­ter than that. I love her. She’s a great kid. I don’t want you to aban­don her. I want both of you to let go of a dead woman and move on with your lives.”

“Billy, for the last time, this con­ver­sa­tion is over, and this sub­ject is off the ta­ble. If you want to talk about any­thing else, I’d love to lis­ten, but I’m done lis­ten­ing to you try to jus­tify a be­trayal. I’m not leav­ing, and nei­ther is Lisa. We’re stay­ing home where we both be­long.”

Billy is silent for a mo­ment. Then he says, “I’ll drop the sub­ject, Kev, but I stand by what I said. As much as you want to be­lieve you can spend the rest of your life celi­bate, we both know you can’t. One of these days, you’re go­ing to slip and when you do, you will never for­give your­self. So, in­stead of liv­ing with un­de­served guilt for the rest of your life, you need to let her go now while you can still hold your head high.”

He hangs up and my step­dad’s head hangs low. I re­al­ize that Un­cle Billy is right about that as well. My step­dad is an hon­or­able man but no one who en­joys sex at all can spend a life­time with­out it. Not by choice any­way. My step­dad is an at­trac­tive man. Ac­tu­ally, he’s hot as hell. I know for a fact that sev­eral of the women in town are wait­ing around for him to move on so they can fi­nally jump at the chance to… well, jump him. He might say no a hun­dred times but even­tu­ally, even the strong­est per­son will say yes.

I de­cide to take mat­ters into my own hands, or rather my own mouth. As soon as my step­dad is asleep, I sneak into his room and softly lift the cov­ers off of his legs.

He is com­pletely naked and I spend a mo­ment star­ing at his cock, stunned at its size. Even soft, I can tell it’s big­ger than any other cock I’ve ever seen. Not that I’ve seen a lot of cocks but… Well, you know what I mean. I slowly kneel on the floor next to the bed and, tak­ing care to be as gen­tle and quiet as pos­si­ble, I take him in my mouth.

He stirs but doesn’t wake and as I suck slowly but pur­pose­fully up and down his shaft, I feel him grow in my mouth.

The feel of him grow­ing in my mouth turns me on an in­sane amount. I know it’s crazy but I can ac­tu­ally feel my­self get­ting wet. I slip a hand un­der my panties as I suck and when my fin­gers slide over my clit, I gasp and then moan around him.

The moan must have made things bet­ter for him be­cause he stiff­ens and a mo­ment later, I feel his cock puls­ing in my mouth. I suck harder, sud­denly des­per­ate to make his or­gasm as strong as pos­si­ble. I’m not ex­traor­di­nar­ily ex­pe­ri­enced but I’ve given blowjobs be­fore. This is the first time I don’t take my mouth off be­fore the guy cums. I don’t know why I keep it on now, even af­ter he cums. What I know, though, is I feel a re­ally amaz­ing sense of tri­umph. I also feel kind of silly and… well, like a silly girl.

I don’t re­al­ize he’s wo­ken up, so when he pulls away and shouts, “What are you do­ing?” I jump in sur­prise.

“I was tak­ing care of you, Daddy,” I say in a small voice.

“Lisa, you can’t do that!” he says. “It’s wrong!”

“I know you’re go­ing to do it with some­one some­day, Daddy,” I say. “This way, it doesn’t have to be with a stranger and you don’t have to leave me or Mom.”

He stares an­other mo­ment, then sighs and says, “You heard Billy talk­ing to me, didn’t you?” I nod and feel so ex­posed sud­denly. He looks at me ten­derly. Most of the anger is gone. “Go to your room, Lisa. We’ll talk about this in the morn­ing.”

I obey but when I lie in bed, I don’t sleep right away and when my fin­gers fin­ish the job they started in my step­dad’s room, I moan, “Daddy.”

 




 


 CHAP­TER TWO 
I don’t think I’ve ever been so damned ex­cited in my life. I guess I feel a lit­tle bit guilty. I mean, if I woke up with a mouth on me, even if I re­ally wanted the guy, I think I’d prob­a­bly be re­ally freaked out. I guess it was all a per­fect storm. Daddy, af­ter years of get­ting noth­ing and feel­ing ter­ri­bly lonely, couldn’t re­sist me as much as he wanted to. 

I don’t feel nearly as guilty about the way I went about se­duc­ing him as—well, I guess un­til he sleeps with me it isn’t re­ally se­duc­ing him. What I mean is, I feel a lit­tle bit guilty about get­ting him to ac­cept a blowjob that he re­ally didn’t want to ac­cept. I feel a lit­tle bit bad about that. On the other hand, I feel pretty sig­nif­i­cantly bad about some­thing else.

For four years, he’s slept in the guest room and I only know about it now.

For all this time he’s just sto­ically ac­cepted his fate and I’m so self-ab­sorbed I don’t even re­al­ize it un­til this very mo­ment. I mean, that’s some­thing that makes me feel very guilty. How does a girl live with some­one for all that time and not know the ter­ri­ble lone­li­ness in his heart?

You hear a lot about kids be­ing re­silient, and I guess that’s true. I mean, I ac­cepted the sit­u­a­tion with my mother a long time ago. I can’t point to when I made that ac­cep­tance but I did. I just reached a point where it wasn’t the num­ber one defin­ing is­sue in my life.

Why?

I guess be­cause there just aren’t prac­ti­cal con­se­quences for me. My step­fa­ther keeps me fed. He made sure I got through high school. While I’m on the sub­ject, I will be go­ing to col­lege in the spring be­cause of him. For me, los­ing my mom is a sad chap­ter in my life but it’s a re­al­ity. I mean, I hate to be so cav­a­lier about it but it’s not re­ally any dif­fer­ent than the fact that I’m a brunette. Sure. I wish I were a red­head. No amount of wish­ing will make me one. If I die my hair, I’ll still be a brunette.

It’s the same thing.

It’s just part of who I am and I don’t have a choice in the mat­ter.

But now, for the first time, I re­al­ize that’s not at all how it’s been for Daddy. For Daddy, his life is a life of sac­ri­fice even though he had a choice, and he still has one.

We’ll talk about it in the morn­ing.

Those words seem to hang in the air for me.

It’s only seven o’clock and I’m in the liv­ing room sip­ping cof­fee. When was the last time I was up, show­ered, dressed, and drink­ing cof­fee at seven o’clock in the morn­ing on a Sat­ur­day? I also straight­ened up the kitchen. I can’t re­mem­ber the last time I ever did a chore with­out be­ing in­structed to do so. 

What’s re­ally strange to me is not feel­ing a lot of trep­i­da­tion about what I did.

In fact, I feel good about it.

I hear my step­fa­ther in the shower and I get the cra­zi­est idea. I imag­ine this is a very stupid thing to do but I do it any­way. I leap up, spilling a lit­tle cof­fee, and I rush to the bath­room. Again, it oc­curs to me how obliv­i­ous I was. He al­ways show­ered in the hall­way bath­room. It makes sense now that I know he didn’t sleep in the mas­ter bed­room. In care­fully test the door. It’s un­locked and I quickly strip. 

I try to be as quiet as pos­si­ble as I make my way in­side. I glance at the mir­ror, which is fog­ging up and I feel pretty con­fi­dent. I mean, I’m not the sex­i­est or pret­ti­est girl in the world, I guess, but I’m not ugly. I mean, lots of boys go af­ter me. As I step for­ward, I have to grab hold of the counter as a thought hits me.

Boy af­ter boy tries but I refuse to give away my vir­gin­ity yet.

I won’t refuse Daddy.

The thought is so shock­ing, I don’t even know how the hell it comes to me the way it does. I mean, how did it not even oc­cur to me at the start? I take a breath and walk to the shower, and af­ter an­other breath, pull the cur­tain back so I can step in­side.

When Daddy sees me walk in, he sighs and shakes his head. “Lisa, I can’t.”

I don’t say any­thing in re­sponse. I just slide one hand over his shoul­der and the other around his waist.

“Lisa, I can’t,” he re­peats but he doesn’t stop me when my hand closes around his shaft and be­gins stroking gen­tly. He hard­ens quickly, and I sigh as a rush of de­sire floods me.

I kiss his shoul­der, his neck, and his ear and when he tries to pull away, I whis­per, “Shh, it’s okay, Daddy.”

My hand moves faster on his cock and his breath­ing grows ragged. With­out warn­ing, he turns and pushes me up against the wall of the shower. The lust in his eyes is in­tox­i­cat­ing and for once, there is no guilt mixed in. I feel my own breath­ing go ragged and softly say, “Will you be my first, Daddy?”

That turns out to be a mis­take be­cause as soon as I re­veal I’m a vir­gin, he re­coils as though slapped. He pushes my hand off of him and says, “No, Lisa. This isn’t right. I ap­pre­ci­ate it, more than you know, but…”

I put a hand on his lips to stop him, then slowly drop to my knees. “It’s okay, Daddy,” I say. “I’ll wait un­til you’re ready.”

Then I take him in my mouth again.

The truth is, I don’t re­ally want to wait. As soon as I saw his cock the night be­fore, thick and hard and strong, I knew I needed it in­side me. That de­sire didn’t trans­late to ac­tion un­til just now but it was de­cided last night when I made him cum in my mouth.

I let him cum in my mouth again tonight and each night for the next week. Each time, I can tell Daddy wres­tles with guilt but gives in be­cause he’s too lonely to stop. I do my best to let him know each time how much I en­joy it and how I’m do­ing it for my­self as much as for him but the re­luc­tance he feels re­mains.

That doesn’t stop him, how­ever, and it won’t stop me.

 




 


 CHAP­TER THREE 
This is such a strange sit­u­a­tion.

I mean…

I guess it’s strange to re­al­ize how… God, what’s the word? 

No. That’s a bull­shit ques­tion. I know ex­actly what the word is. It’s strange for me to re­al­ize how young I am. It’s strange for me to re­al­ize how this sit­u­a­tion af­fects me.

Re­ally, when I started all of this it had ev­ery­thing to do with grat­i­tude for all Daddy did for my mom, for my fam­ily, and me. It also had a lot to do with feel­ing a very pow­er­ful and very in­tense sense of sad­ness for how he gave up his life for us.

I mean, I had an idea that my role should be to com­fort him.

I had an idea that my role should be to give him an op­por­tu­nity to re­ceive a mea­sure of hap­pi­ness and joy he’s en­ti­tled to but doesn’t re­ceive now. It never re­ally oc­curred to me that do­ing this would im­pact me.

I mean, I guess I thought a lit­tle bit about what might hap­pen if I didn’t like it. I guess I thought a lit­tle bit about how I might end up per­form­ing sex­ual fa­vors for him and not en­joy­ing it. I imag­ined that was a pos­si­bil­ity and it didn’t give me enough worry to hes­i­tate. Af­ter all, a lit­tle bit of dis­com­fort about things was a price I was more than will­ing to pay in ex­change for all the man does for me.

When in­stead the sex part turned out to be great, I thought it was a won­der­ful thing. Now, there was noth­ing to think about at all.

Ex­cept I’m fall­ing in love with him.

I know this sounds damned silly but one of the rea­sons I’m fall­ing in love with him is that he never loses the slightly re­luc­tant air about him. It’s like he knows he can’t re­sist me but also feels like it’s wrong. Well, hell, I know so­ci­ety will be­lieve it’s wrong but I don’t feel like it is. I’m an adult. He’s an adult.

The courts al­ready se­questered the money from my mom’s set­tle­ment. I have seven hun­dred thou­sand dol­lars in the bank and un­til I’m twenty-five, the in­ter­est comes to me. That amounts to about three thou­sand five hun­dred dol­lars a month. My step­fa­ther has never re­ceived a cent from that. Even though he could have used it to pay for my up­bring­ing, he used his own money for that.

The point is, I’m an adult and that means Daddy has no prac­ti­cal power over me. 

But this whole sit­u­a­tion would still be looked down upon. I know.

I guess some peo­ple would use that fact as ev­i­dence we shouldn’t have the re­la­tion­ship we have. Not me. What it does for me is just make it clear how care­ful we must be not to be dis­cov­ered.

My body is against him at the mo­ment as he sleeps. One thing I no­tice is his sleep­ing is much eas­ier now. For two weeks, it feels like each night he grows more re­laxed and set­tled as he sleeps. I’m not stupid enough to be­lieve it’s the blowjobs and hand jobs he gets from me that re­lax him. The re­luc­tance his face still shows tells me it isn’t that he’s grown com­pletely com­fort­able with the re­la­tion­ship. I think what’s re­ally go­ing on here is just that the hu­man con­tact has a real and pow­er­ful im­pact on him.

I want to make love to him.

It’s so strange be­cause I al­most feel like I can still taste the cum in my mouth from the blowjob I gave him a few hours back. I can’t of course. He went to be early be­cause he has to get up early. Af­ter mak­ing sure he went to be with a smile, I got back to work on my stud­ies. I’m tak­ing an on­line class so I won’t have to do the ori­en­ta­tion class when I get to the uni­ver­sity. I brush my teeth ev­ery night be­fore I go to bed and tonight is no ex­cep­tion.

The point is there’s no way at all I can still taste him. It still feels like I can.

I al­most climb on top of him. Hell, I can get him hard with my mouth and do it. My vir­gin­ity will be gone be­fore he knows what I’m do­ing. He’ll be ticked off but… Well, he’ll get over it like he did last time. How much of his life is go­ing to be spent do­ing the right thing and never be­ing re­warded for it? No more, if I have any say.

I guess my ea­ger­ness means I’m a lit­tle more force­ful than nor­mal and he wakes up be­fore he cums. I pull my mouth off of him and say, “Please fuck me, Daddy. Please.”

“Je­sus,” he moans and an in­stant later, I feel his cock jerk in my hand, and his cum splashes on my face.

As soon as that hap­pens, I am in­stantly a thou­sand times more turned on. I moan, “Please, Daddy,” one more time.

He sighs and says, “Lie down on the bed.”

I com­ply, my heart beat­ing faster as I re­al­ize this is fi­nally hap­pen­ing. Daddy stands up and heads to the bath­room, re­turn­ing a mo­ment later with a wash­cloth. He cleans my face ten­derly and I moan, “Daddy—”

“I’m not go­ing to have sex with you,” he says. “But you’ve been kind to me, so I’ll be kind to you.”

He slips his hand in be­tween my legs and though I in­tend to beg a lit­tle more, I sud­denly can’t. I can’t make any sound at all ex­cept for the in­vol­un­tary gasps and soft cries his move­ments draw from me.

I’ve cum be­fore, ob­vi­ously. Even be­fore I started things with Daddy, I would touch my­self ev­ery few days or so, though that num­ber has climbed to mul­ti­ple times a day now that I’m over­whelmed with des­per­a­tion for Daddy’s cock.

I can al­ready tell this or­gasm is go­ing to be bet­ter than any­thing I’ve ever ex­pe­ri­enced and when it ar­rives less than a minute later, it feels like a bomb of plea­sure ex­ploded in­side me. I cry out and my body stiff­ens so much that my head and shoul­ders ac­tu­ally lift off of the bed while my legs shake in the air.

When I can speak again, I can only think to say, “Oh, Daddy,” in a voice that trem­bles as much as my body trem­bles.

“Good night, Lisa,” he says.

He lies down next to me and I close my eyes and drink in the feel of him next to me while my pussy still shiv­ers and tin­gles with af­ter­shocks and I am smil­ing when I drift off to sleep.

 




 


 CHAP­TER FOUR 
“By God, lit­tle girl,” Daddy says, “You’re go­ing to lis­ten to me!”

I don’t think I’ve ever seen my step­fa­ther this an­gry. I gulp and nod. Hell, I can’t even re­mem­ber what I was talk­ing about. His tone seems to re­ver­ber­ate through the air and it’s scary as hell. On the other hand, it’s also about the sex­i­est thing imag­in­able.

He points to the couch and I go sit down. I’m acutely aware of the fact that I’m naked. I re­mem­ber com­ing out and start­ing the con­ver­sa­tion. I re­mem­ber ex­pect­ing he would screw me silly af­ter I spoke. Now, all I can think about is his tone.

He walks up and grabs a throw blan­ket from the chair. He hands it to me and sud­denly I’m grate­ful as hell for it. I cover up and he says, “No. It isn’t hap­pen­ing. I don’t know how but I learned to ac­cept that you and I have a re­la­tion­ship other peo­ple won’t un­der­stand. I learned to ac­cept that I don’t have any choice about lov­ing you. I also learned to ac­cept that you’re an adult and you’re al­lowed to make your own de­ci­sions.”

I just stare at him. How in the world can I re­ally not re­mem­ber what the hell I said that started all this?

“But I’ll be damned if you give up your life to stay here with me.”

Oh. Right. Now I re­mem­ber. I just told him I’m not go­ing to col­lege in the spring as planned be­cause I’m not go­ing to leave him alone.

Geez! I can’t be­lieve how I thought that would get him to screw me like that big self-sac­ri­fic­ing mo­ment was go­ing to make the dif­fer­ence and he would some­how agree to take my vir­gin­ity. In­stead, he’s pissed as hell.

“But I want to,” I say lamely. “I don’t want you to be alone.” I feel so ut­terly stupid try­ing to talk about this. It’s like all of my con­fi­dence has dis­ap­peared.

“No way!” he snaps. “You’re eigh­teen years old. You’re not go­ing to throw away your life for some­one else!”

Again, I feel weak. But some­thing oc­curs to me. I look at him and say, “When can I?”

“When can you what?” he asks, eyes still flash­ing an­grily.

“How old do I have to be to throw my life away for some­one else?”

“What kind of a ques­tion is that?”

“Twenty-three maybe?” I ask, stand­ing up. I’m pissed off now and I don’t give a damn that the throw blan­ket falls off me.

“What the hell are you—”

“Well hold on,” I in­ter­rupt, step­ping for­ward and point­ing my fin­ger at him. “By then, I’ll have my col­lege de­gree. Then, I can throw my life away, right?”

“Damn it, Lisa,” he says, “sit down right now.”

“How about thirty?” I ask, “Don’t women pre­tend they’re twenty-nine for­ever be­cause life ends for them at thirty.”

“Life doesn’t end at thirty!” he says, “Now sit down and stop.”

“Does it stop at thirty-one? Two?”

“Damn it, you can’t throw your life away ever!” he says, and he’s trapped.

“Wait, so I can’t even give up hav­ing a life for you when I’m thirty-two years old?”

“No! You’ll have a lot to live for when you’re thirty-two! Now stop.”

“Okay. I get it!” I shout. Si­lence de­scends over us. I walk past him and say, “You’re thirty-six years old. You mar­ried my mom when you were thirty-one and you threw your life away right af­ter­ward. Fuck you. You wal­low in your right­eous­ness and your self-sac­ri­fice like it’s a badge of honor and you’ll be damned if any­one else gets a medal.”

I’m pissed, of course, but I’m also proud of my­self. I don’t think in my life I can re­call a time stand­ing up for my­self the way I did right then. I think I’m right, though. If he doesn’t want me, he can go ahead and re­ject me.

I’ll be damned, though, if he’s the only per­son who gets to make de­ci­sions that put oth­ers ahead of him­self. I’ll be damned if he forces me to ac­cept any more of his sac­ri­fices with no rec­om­pense at all. I’ll be damned if I’ll let him push com­fort, hap­pi­ness, and love aside by pre­tend­ing he’s do­ing it for my own good.

If he re­jects me, he damned well bet­ter re­ject me be­cause he doesn’t want me. Hell, I’ll even be sat­is­fied with him re­ject­ing me be­cause he’s afraid of so­ci­ety find­ing out. I might even buy that he’s afraid some­day my mother might come back to con­scious­ness and he can’t imag­ine fac­ing her when it hap­pens.

But not this.

He doesn’t get to sac­ri­fice ev­ery­thing and then paint my hon­est de­sire as cross I want to bear and then, to top it all off, deny me that cross!

Je­sus! I’m so fuck­ing an­gry right now!

“Lisa,” he says. “This isn’t up for dis­cus­sion.”

“Fine!” I shout. “Then stop dis­cussing it!”

I storm off to my room, stomp­ing up the stairs and slam­ming the door be­hind me. I sit on the edge of the bed and stare an­grily at the door so he can see how se­ri­ous I am when he comes af­ter me.

He doesn’t come af­ter me and when I re­al­ize he isn’t go­ing to, my anger turns into al­most crush­ing dis­ap­point­ment.

God, I want him so badly!

I shout, “Ugh!” and flop onto the bed. I grab a pil­low and clamp it over my head, scream­ing, to try to re­mind my­self I’m an­gry, not sad.

The worst part of this is that he thinks he’s do­ing this for me. He ac­tu­ally be­lieves that the right thing to do is force me away from the life I’ve cho­sen so I can live the one he thinks I should.

I ex­pe­ri­ence a sud­den mo­ment of em­pa­thy when I re­al­ize that Daddy must be just as frus­trated at Un­cle Billy as I am at Daddy. Un­cle Billy is try­ing to get Daddy to live the life Un­cle Billy thinks is right for him just like Daddy is do­ing with me.

Well, Un­cle Billy is right. Daddy must see that now that he’s so much hap­pier with me than he was alone.

Does that mean Daddy is right and I should move away to col­lege?

I don’t want to con­sider that thought, so I throw the pil­low against the wall and scream. The ac­tion man­ages to make my blood boil again but it doesn’t take away my frus­tra­tion.

 




 


 CHAP­TER FIVE 
It’s pretty damned strange to be cer­tain I’m right and also to feel guilty at the same time. I mean, I am right! It’s ut­ter bull­shit for him to think that he gets to be some kind of su­per­man, the very pic­ture of no­ble self-sac­ri­fice, and I can’t make the kind of de­ci­sion peo­ple make ev­ery damned day of the week. I un­der­stand very clearly why I be­lieve I have the right to make this de­ci­sion. I un­der­stand very clearly why I don’t be­lieve he has a right to tell me I can’t.

I just don’t get why I still feel like I’m wrong.

No, maybe I’m not feel­ing wrong. Maybe I just feel like Daddy has earned the right to get a pass. 

Yeah, that’s it.

I get it now. Here I am de­mand­ing my rights when this man sac­ri­ficed ev­ery­thing. 

Well, maybe this isn’t it.

Damn it! What I need is ad­vice. The ter­ri­ble thing is there’s only one per­son on Earth I would trust to give me this ad­vice, and that one per­son is the man who’s al­ready made his opin­ion clear. In my shower in the morn­ing, I think about things and try to put them in per­spec­tive. Two very pow­er­ful thoughts come to mind. First, I re­al­ize it’s damned strange to wake up in my own bed. I don’t like it. 

That makes me think about my mo­tives.

Am I re­ally des­per­ate to re­main with him out of con­cern for him? Is it re­ally a de­sire to of­fer him com­pan­ion­ship and com­fort af­ter his years of lack? Or am I des­per­ate to stay for my­self? I slept in my own bed one night and I feel so damned lonely! Is that it? Is this about me?

One thing I know. Daddy’s mo­tives are pure. He’s will­ing to let go of what he needs and loves be­cause he thinks it’s best for me. I may not agree with his con­clu­sion, but I can’t dis­pute his mo­tives. He’s do­ing it be­cause…

Wait a damned minute!

What if it’s a con­ve­nient way to end the re­la­tion­ship?

What if he’s trapped in the re­la­tion­ship with me and wants it to end but his love for me—the non-ro­man­tic love—and his sense of duty make all this nec­es­sary? I can’t deny that’s a real pos­si­bil­ity, by God. I mean, what the hell do I have to of­fer him? I mean, I’m get­ting pretty damned good with my mouth and I guess a younger woman of­fer­ing reg­u­lar ado­ra­tion is a pow­er­ful thing but, re­al­is­ti­cally, is he bored in con­ver­sa­tions with me?

Do we have any­thing in com­mon at all?

I turn the wa­ter to freez­ing cold be­cause I feel like I have to shock my­self out of run­ning cir­cles in my head. I don’t have the slight­est idea what con­clu­sion I have or haven’t ar­rived at, but this isn’t do­ing me or any­one else any good.

I’m still freez­ing af­ter I dry off. In the early win­ter like this, there’s enough chill in the air that do­ing the freez­ing wa­ter thing wasn’t very wise at all. The prob­lem, I guess, is that I had so much clar­ity when I was in the shower. What I mean is, there was a dis­tinct pos­si­bil­ity I was wrong. I could ac­cept that. Now, af­ter the freez­ing blast, I’m right back to refuse to ac­cept any pos­si­bil­ity other than Daddy be­ing a com­plete jerk about things.

So, I’m kind of bitchy.

I mean, he doesn’t see me be­ing bitchy be­cause he’s at work, but I stomp around the house naked for a while. It’s pretty damned stupid since he’s not there to see my naked body or the lit­tle tantrum of wig­gling my ass in the cold like some kind of a fuck­ing ma­niac. In­stead, I’m just shiv­er­ing like a stupid id­iot for no fuck­ing rea­son at all. It’s about as id­i­otic as pos­si­ble. By noon, I feel a hell of a lot more fool­ish than righ­teously in­dig­nant, and I fi­nally stomp to my bed­room and get clothes on.

There might be noth­ing in my ex­pe­ri­ence as frus­trat­ing as wait­ing for the next six hours for him to get home. 

In the course of that six hours, I lose all my steam. I mean, I’m still just as cer­tain that I’m right. I just don’t have any anger left. It’s more like I’m just afraid of fight­ing again. The idea of fight­ing with a man who’s done so much for me is dif­fi­cult to take. More than that, if I give in (and I’m pretty sure I will) I don’t want the next few months to be empty of ro­mance. I cer­tainly don’t want to go to col­lege as a vir­gin.

So, you can imag­ine my shock when he gets home car­ry­ing pizza boxes, set’s them on the ta­ble, and says, “I’ve been think­ing about what you said and you’re right. I’m go­ing to go check on your mother and then we can talk about it.”

“Okay,” I say, strug­gling to keep the ex­cite­ment out of my voice.

Is he fi­nally go­ing to stop fight­ing me and let us both have the life we want and de­serve? I al­most can’t wait for him to come back, and I fid­get and drum my fin­gers on the ta­ble while I wait.

When he re­turns, I have to fight not to bounce up and down on my chair like a five-year-old wait­ing for a slice of birth­day cake. He sits across for me and says, “You’re right, Lisa. You’re an adult. You have a right to make your own de­ci­sions.”

“Thank you, Da—” I be­gin.

“But,” he in­ter­rupts, lift­ing his hand. “I can’t han­dle the thought of you giv­ing up your ed­u­ca­tion. So, I want you to take on­line classes for your AA at the ju­nior col­lege and I want you to at­tend one class on cam­pus each se­mes­ter so you can be around peo­ple your own age. Does that sound all right?”

“Yes, Daddy,” I say, grin­ning.

“Good. Also, since you’ll be mak­ing your own de­ci­sions, I want to start teach­ing you how to make good de­ci­sions. We’ll start by work­ing on your fi­nances and mak­ing a bud­get to­gether. Does that sound good?”

“Yes, Daddy!” I say.

I leap out of my chair and hug him tightly. We fin­ish din­ner and Daddy is more up­beat and talk­a­tive than I’ve seen him in years.

The best part of the night comes af­ter din­ner, though, when he goes to bed and doesn’t stop me when I fol­low him.

 




 


 CHAP­TER SIX 
“You’re wrong, you know,” Daddy says.

It seems a strange thing to say af­ter we’ve made up. It seems a par­tic­u­larly strange thing to say while both of us are in bed, naked again. I feel in­stantly wary. I mean, af­ter sev­eral months of a re­la­tion­ship that al­ways has a level of tense­ness to it sim­ply be­cause of its for­bid­den and taboo na­ture, this whole col­lege thing was our first fight.

I hated that fight.

I hate the thought that there will be an­other.

I swal­low hard and re­solve not to fight. I even re­solve to pre­tend not to be an­gry if I must. Softly, I ask, “You don’t think I can get a good ed­u­ca­tion on­line?”

“That’s not what I mean, lit­tle girl,” he says, “but I’m still go­ing to hold you to your prom­ise. You have to do the lo­cal classes, too.”

“Yes, Daddy,” I say. So, what are we go­ing to fight about? “But… what am I… Why am I wrong.”

“You said you over­heard me talk­ing to my brother. You said you know I stayed here be­cause I love your mother.”

“You… I don’t un­der­stand.”

He turns on his side and gen­tly strokes my cheek. “Your mother and I got to­gether so quickly. We were mar­ried be­fore I re­ally knew much at all. And then the ac­ci­dent hap­pened and we still hadn’t grown to­gether. I’m not say­ing our mar­riage wouldn’t have lasted for­ever. I’m just say­ing… Well, I thought I loved her, sure.”

This is such a strange con­ver­sa­tion. “I still don’t un­der­stand, Daddy.”

He says, “I promised my­self to give it six months af­ter the ac­ci­dent. That would be longer than we were to­gether be­fore. I would give it six months and then make sure you had a home with rel­a­tives and your mom had med­i­cal care.”

“Six months?”

“And af­ter six months, I de­cided to stay.”

“Why?”

He kisses my fore­head. “For you. When I told your Un­cle Bill that I love her, I was talk­ing about you.”

The words are so shock­ing and un­ex­pected, that I don’t have any frame of ref­er­ence. “Me?” I ask, and if it were a movie, there would be a closeup on my sur­prised face.

“Not like now,” he says. “When I told your un­cle that, I didn’t mean the way I love you now. Un­til you… Well, you know. Un­til then, it was dif­fer­ent.”

“You stayed all these years for me? Not mom?”

“My whole life be­came giv­ing you a shot at hap­pi­ness and suc­cess,” he says, “and that’s why I was too busy get­ting an­gry about you throw­ing your life away than think­ing about whether or not you might not be do­ing it.”

Again, the closeup would show a lot of shocks. Then, it would show my ex­pres­sion melt into tears. “Oh, Daddy!” I cry as I throw my arms around him. “Oh, Daddy!”  I don’t think it’s even pos­si­ble for me to hold him more tightly than I hold him now. It’s strange, too, be­cause no real thoughts run through my head, just sud­den, happy peace.

And sud­denly, he’s on top of me, kiss­ing me. It’s such a beau­ti­ful, new kind of feel­ing. I’ve been naked next to him a num­ber of times and I’ve been naked rub­bing against him. I en­joy giv­ing him blowjobs while naked. This is the first time he’s been on top of me while we’re naked. It adds to the happy, peace­ful feel­ing. 

Oddly, it only oc­curs to me that I didn’t think he was about to take my vir­gin­ity af­ter he starts kiss­ing his way down my body. His mouth reaches my nip­ple and I feel a twinge of re­gret that he didn’t slip in­side of me. That’s when the whole thought of my vir­gin­ity hits me. It’s only a slight twinge, though, be­cause it’s all worked out now. I won’t be head­ing to col­lege in two months. I’ll be here. When Daddy’s ready, he’ll take what I want him to have.

And then he kisses lower.

I guess it’s my in­ex­pe­ri­ence that keeps me from re­al­iz­ing what’s about to hap­pen un­til his lips are right be­low my navel. When I un­der­stand where he’s headed, I want to scream, “Oh, God, Daddy! Yes!” How­ever, I’m so shocked by what’s about to oc­cur that I just lay there with my mouth open in shock.

When he reaches my pussy, I re­al­ize in­stantly this will be noth­ing like what hap­pens when he uses his fin­gers. His tongue slides slickly over my slit and ev­ery­thing about the con­cept of plea­sure changes for me.

When he used his fin­gers on me, it felt like a ball of plea­sure formed in­side my pussy and when I came, it felt like that ball ex­ploded pow­er­fully and sent a shock­wave through my en­tire body. Now feels just like that ex­cept the ball of plea­sure that forms fills my en­tire body and each flick of his tongue on my clit causes light­ning to shoot up my spine and down my legs so I gasp and shake and shud­der like I’m be­ing shocked.

When this or­gasm hits, it feels less like an ex­plo­sion and more like my body is be­ing lifted on a wave of plea­sure and dropped hard only to be lifted and dropped again. He keeps suck­ling my pussy while I cum and when he fi­nally lifts his mouth off of me, I am shak­ing like a leaf and gasp­ing for air.

Then he is in­side me.

I don’t think there are words to de­scribe the way I feel right now.

Yes, there is.

Per­fect.

I feel per­fect.

He feels per­fect.

Ev­ery­thing feels per­fect.

There is a pain but only the briefest in­stant of pain and it gives way al­most im­me­di­ately to a deep, ful­fill­ing plea­sure that makes the pre­vi­ous or­gasm seem al­most triv­ial by com­par­i­son. In­stead of feel­ing like I’m rid­ing on a sea of sen­sa­tion, I feel like I am the sea and ev­ery fiber of my be­ing ex­ists only to ra­di­ate warmth and sat­is­fac­tion and over­whelm­ing sen­sa­tion. His thrusts stim­u­late not just my pussy but ev­ery sin­gle nerve cell in my body and I moan and gasp and cry out be­cause if I didn’t, I might ac­tu­ally pass out from the in­ten­sity of it.

When my or­gasm hits, I scream but my or­gasm isn’t even the best part, even though it’s by far the most pow­er­ful one I’ve ever felt.

The best part is hear­ing his own cry and feel­ing his pulse in­side me. I feel like I be­long to him in the most pow­er­ful way pos­si­ble and even though my body can barely han­dle the sen­sa­tions I feel, I feel like I could stay in his arms like this for­ever.

 




 


 CHAP­TER SEVEN 
I feel the robe come around my body and un­til I do, I don’t even re­al­ize how cold I am. The ter­rycloth comes over my body and rubs against my nip­ples, hard as hell from the cold. If not for the cold mak­ing me breath­less, I would let out a moan from the con­tact. “Princess, what in the world are you do­ing?”

“Daddy,” I whis­per, “I’ve never seen snow.”

“What do you mean? There was snow last year.”

I nod as I look at the blur of white fall­ing over the back­yard. “I mean I never saw it fall. The few times it’s snowed here, I al­ways wake up in the morn­ing and it’s on the ground. I never saw it ac­tu­ally fall.”

Sud­denly, he’s car­ry­ing me like a baby, cra­dled in his arms as he walks me back into the house. He sets me down gen­tly on the big, fluffy rug in front of the fire­place, which is empty at the mo­ment. “You’re go­ing to sit and get warm,” he says, “and you can watch the snow through the win­dow.”

A half hour later, though, I’m back on the porch with him, this time bun­dled up and with a big steamy mug of hot co­coa. “It’s beau­ti­ful,” I say.

He says, “It sure is.”

“I wish mom could see this,” I say.

His arms wrap around me from be­hind and he whis­pers, “I know you do, lit­tle one. I know you do.” He kisses my neck and then my ear. 

“I’m go­ing to make you stewed lamb to­day, Daddy,” I say. “Will you take me to the gro­cery store?”

“What’s the oc­ca­sion?”

I gig­gle and turn around. “Mak­ing stewed lamb for my Daddy.” The truth is, I found out one of the lo­cal classes I can take is a cook­ing class. It counts to­ward an elec­tive. The class doesn’t start for a while but it made me do some re­search for recipes on­line. This one ap­pealed to me be­cause there’s a lo­cal sheep farm. “And also, can we go to High Rock­well Farm, Daddy?”

“Okay, princess,” he says, “and I sup­pose that will be a nice warm din­ner.”

I nod and then kiss him. “I want a dif­fer­ent thing that’s nice and warm now, Daddy.”

We don’t make it to the bed­room, and there’s some­thing re­ally amaz­ing in an al­most sur­real way to look out the big slid­ing glass door and see snow fall­ing as I move on top of him.

On top of him.

It’s my first time do­ing that, and I love it. It’s like all the ex­cite­ment and in­ten­sity of sex but with the con­trol and… uh, I don’t know, servi­tude. Is servi­tude the right word? The point is, I get the won­der­ful in­ten­sity of the pen­e­tra­tion but still get to feel like what I do I do as some­thing for him. Maybe I just over­think things.

Yeah, I’m pretty sure I just over­think things.

That’s okay with me, though. I cer­tainly don’t ever want sex to be­come some­thing run-of-the-mill and un­wor­thy of thought.

His hands move down to my ass and he grips them firmly. The added sen­sa­tion seems to add jolts of plea­sure all over me. I guess I un­der­stand how it can make my clit pulse with sen­sa­tion and how it makes my pussy clench and un­clench. How in the world his hands hold­ing tightly to my ass cheeks can make my nip­ples seem stim­u­lated, I have no idea! That’s what hap­pens, though, and I al­most gig­gle at the idea that sex with Daddy could ever be un­wor­thy.

When I cum, I move my hips like crazy and if I weren’t moan­ing and cum­ming so hard, I prob­a­bly might gig­gle as I think about how this ab­so­lutely fran­tic move­ment makes this po­si­tion noth­ing at all like a blowjob, no mat­ter how in­ti­mate and giv­ing it seems to me. I move like crazy and when Daddy cums, I can’t stop mov­ing at all. I just keep go­ing un­til Daddy’s hands tighten enough on my ass cheeks it al­most hurts and I end up im­mo­bi­lized. Then, I fi­nally do gig­gle and col­lapse on him.

“I love you, Daddy,” I whis­per.

His hands move up to gen­tly stroke my spine. “I love you, too, princess,” he whis­pers back.

I turn my head and see the snow fall­ing and snug­gle a lit­tle more against his chest. “For­ever, Daddy,” I whis­per. I feel warm and happy.

 




 


 EPI­LOGUE 
Six Months Later

I can’t stop smil­ing.

I sup­pose it’s strange that at nine­teen years old the sight of straight A’s on my re­port card can make me feel as giddy as it did when I was nine years old.

Of course, it’s not just the grades that make me grin like a kid on Christ­mas.

It’s the look on Daddy’s face when I show him. It’s the way his eyes light up and the way he holds me and tells me he’s proud of me. It’s the love in his eyes when I ask him if I can go tell Mom.

I head up­stairs to the room where my mom now rests. It’s much big­ger than her old room and set up with state-of-the-art med­i­cal equip­ment. Daddy also hired a nurse to visit once a week so Mom can re­ceive all the med­i­cal care she needs right at home.

I walk to the bed and look down at my mother. She’s rest­ing peace­fully and even though I know she can’t hear or feel me, I softly stroke her fore­head as I say, “Hi, Mom. I got my first re­port card from col­lege. Straight A’s. I did it, just like you al­ways told me I could.”

I pause a mo­ment and re­gard her face, still beau­ti­ful in sleep.

“We got a new house,” I say. “It’s much big­ger and the room you’re in has ev­ery­thing you’ll ever need, so we’ll never have to put you in a hos­pi­tal or nurs­ing home.”

Mom takes a breath and even though I know it’s the res­pi­ra­tor that’s fill­ing her lungs, I imag­ine that hear­ing this pro­vides her some re­lief. I lean down and kiss her fore­head. “I love you, Mom. I don’t tell you that enough. Wher­ever you are, I love you, and I hope I make you proud.”

When I leave the room, Daddy is wait­ing for me. He takes me in his arms and holds me while my tears trickle softly down his shoul­ders. Af­ter a mo­ment, he says. “You do make her proud.” He cups my chin and tilts my head up. “And you make me proud, too.”

I smile at him. “Thank you, Daddy. I feel bet­ter now.”

“That’s good, sweet­heart,” he says.

I slide my hand un­der his box­ers and say, “Do you think you can make me feel even bet­ter?”

I’ll let you guess the an­swer to that ques­tion.

Thank you for read­ing this book. I hope you en­joyed read­ing it as much as I en­joyed writ­ing it. To tell the truth, I re­ally love writ­ing, read­ing, and think­ing about for­bid­den love. There’s some­thing in­cred­i­bly sexy about en­joy­ing what so­ci­ety finds taboo! If you like read­ing about step­dads, teach­ers, and other folks (who ought to know bet­ter) find­ing it im­pos­si­ble to re­sist an ea­ger, younger woman; you will want to check out my other books.

Did you think things would turn out for Lisa and her Daddy the way they did? Did you think he would tell her how she was the love that kept him there? They might not be able to tell the world about their re­la­tion­ship but I think they’ll end up with a won­der­ful hap­pily ever af­ter. How about you? It will be a nice life even if that life is a lit­tle dif­fer­ent and a whole, whole lot more taboo than most re­la­tion­ships. 

And just so you know, I love to hear from my read­ers. Reach out any­time. Have a par­tic­u­lar sce­nario you’d like to see put into words? Just want to say hello to me? What­ever the rea­son, I love writ­ing this kind of thing and I love hear­ing from peo­ple who love read­ing it.

In the next episode of the Taboo For­bid­den Dad­dies of Rock­well Pass Ro­mance Step­Dad Play­time se­ries, you’re in for some­thing very sexy and very sweet. Eigh­teen-year-old Hanna de­cides to lose her vir­gin­ity. The an­nual Row­ell Pass Mas­quer­ade Ball seems a per­fect place to make it hap­pen. What would you do if you had Sex with some­one you thought would be anony­mous only to dis­cover it was your step­dad? Be­fore long, Hanna and her Daddy are right in the mid­dle of an ab­so­lutely for­bid­den ro­mance! Can she work things out? Find out in Yearn­ing for Her Step­dad, the next steamy tale of small-town for­bid­den ro­mance in Rock­well Pass!

Claim your FREE of­fer!!

 




 
   
    

  

 


 ALSO BY  PENNY SNOAK 
Pos­ses­sive Dad­dies Lit­tle Se­ries

Pos­ses­sive Dad­dies Lit­tle Se­ries is about the chance first meet­ings be­tween Dad­dies and Lit­tles, and the sparks and spice and steam be­tween them. Lucky en­coun­ters be­tween stu­dents and pro­fes­sors, bar­tenders and pa­trons, and the girl next door to a hot new neigh­bor–read about the hot, sexy first meet­ings of Lit­tles and Dad­dies.

 

Daddy’s dirty lit­tle night out

Daddy’s naughty lit­tle les­son

Daddy’s Naive Lit­tle Neigh­bour

 

Daddy’s Ac­ci­den­tal Lit­tle Se­ries

Daddy’s Ac­ci­den­tal Lit­tle Se­ries is about rich, Chicago Dad­dies find­ing their per­fect Lit­tles through­out the city.  Whether they are a lawyer, busi­ness owner, or just rich thanks to their fam­ily’s money, they will find their per­fect Lit­tle to spoil and take care of.  Read along as they dis­cover their per­fect Lit­tle de­spite the many sit­u­a­tions each of them ends up in.

 

Daddy’s Ac­ci­den­tal Lit­tle Beauty

Daddy’s Ac­ci­den­tal Lit­tle Helper

Daddy’s Ac­ci­den­tal Lit­tle Run­away

Daddy’s Ac­ci­den­tal Lit­tle Heart­break

Daddy’s Ac­ci­den­tal Lit­tle Worker

Daddy’s Ac­ci­den­tal Lit­tle Fighter

Daddy’s Ac­ci­den­tal For­ever Lit­tle

 

Sol­dier Dad­dies Lit­tle Se­ries

Sol­dier Daddy’s Lit­tle se­ries is about the most un­likely cou­ple learn­ing to ex­plore the Daddy-Lit­tle lane, even un­der the pres­sure of their very dif­fer­ent and de­mand­ing ca­reer lines. Un­ravel the ro­mance that blooms even as the Ma­rine spoils his Lit­tle silly!

 

Sol­dier Daddy’s Sub­mis­sive Lit­tle

Sol­dier Daddy’s Du­ti­ful Lit­tle

Sol­dier Daddy’s Naughty Lit­tle
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