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Chapter One


Lily

Ishouldn’t be in his office.

Not like this.

Not with mascara streaking down my cheeks and my thighs pressed together like I can hold in the shame. Like I can pretend the hallway stares didn’t happen. Like I didn’t hear Tyler laugh when he showed my photo to his friends.

I’m not even crying anymore.

I’m shaking.

And when the door creaks open behind me, I flinch so hard my knees knock.

“It’s just me, sweetheart.”

The principal’s voice is quiet but underneath it, there’s something…off. Like he’s holding back a thunderstorm.

I don’t turn around. I hear the soft click as the door closes.

“Turn around and look at me.”

God, I can’t.

Not when it’s him.

Not when it’s Dane.

The man who used to make me pancakes with Mickey Mouse ears. The man I’ve called dad for years.

After he gave my mom an ultimatum, quit drinking, go to counseling or else, she chose or else.

She left a note and me behind. Dane didn’t flinch. He never made me feel like being left behind with him was a problem.

Dane Weber is my stepfather and also the principal at my school. It’s been an interesting four years.

I turn as my heart hiccups.

He’s across the office in three long strides, all six foot four of him in that tailored black suit that makes him look more like a bodyguard than a school administrator. Hands flexing. Jaw all hard right angles and those ice blue eyes that send heat waves prickling over my skin.

Why does he have to look like that? All the girls talk about him. They wonder how big his dick is. They ask me. Tease me.

I don’t know for sure. I’ve never actually seen it, but I’ve seen hints.

Evidence against the front of his pants. An occasional gray sweatpants sighting.

A new rush of wetness coats my panties.

God, I’m going to hell, I know it.

My step-father is forty-two. I’m eighteen, a month from graduation and he’s the hottest man I’ve ever seen. None of the boys at school compare. Dark hair, silver at the temples, just the right kind of lines around his eyes and in his forehead.

And don’t get me started on his forearms. I’ve been drooling in my Captain Crunch at breakfast for longer than I should staring at them every morning as he sits bare chested at our kitchen table, drinking coffee, asking me questions about the upcoming day, what I might need help with not knowing that I’m secretly fantasizing about how his lips would feel on mine.

“What happened?” he asks as his scent tickles my nostrils. I’d know it anywhere. It’s this dark spicy cologne I’ve given him every Christmas for years.

Being the daughter of the principal is no picnic to begin with. Making friends is like playing some lawless LARP game. You never know who really wants to be your friend and who is about to stab you in the back with a foam sword.

I shake my head. “Nothing happened.”

I tap the toes of my regulation black lace up Mary Janes on the black linoleum floor.

He steps closer. Goosebumps rise on the exposed skin of my legs where the hem of my navy-blue plaid skirt rests mid-thigh.

“What. Happened.”

My throat dilates. Mouth like the Sahara. “It was just a picture—”

“A picture?” His voice turns to thunder. “Someone posted a picture of you?”

Heat rushes to my cheeks. “No. Yes…not really posted, Tyler sent it. From his phone. Someone from gym class must have taken it. I don’t know how many people he sent it to.”

His eyes darken. “What kind of picture.”

I cover my face.

But he doesn’t let me hide. “Show me.”

Large, warm hands close gently over my wrists and tug my arms down. My lip trembles, but his touch is…not angry. He’s never angry with me.

With mom, he was. A lot.

Especially when she would berate me for random things.

Like not keeping my room as spotless as a surgery suite. Or, her favorite, not cooking her daily breakfast omelet exactly how she wanted it. Slightly runny in the center but crisp and fluffy on the outside.

Adding some bravery to my spine, I untuck my phone from under my leg, tap the screen and hold it up so my dad can see it. The photo is of me in the girl’s locker room, wet from the shower, white towel open, the full Monty on display.

My classmates tease me about my flat chest. I’ve barely developed compared to most of them. I have only a hint of hair down there and I’m still in a training bra.

His teeth grind and it takes all my courage not to bolt out of his office. Silence is all he gives in return as he releases a shaking breath and darkens the screen on my phone, setting it on top of my backpack next to my feet.

“You’re shaking,” he’s right in front of me, and for a second, the storm in his voice breaks. “Baby, why didn’t you come to me?”

I suck in a breath.

Because even after everything—after Mom vanished and he had to put the pieces of an abandoned teenage girl back together, I still dream about him standing at my bedroom door, saying, “Ready for a story, princess?”

Because I’ve never felt safe with anyone but him and I have a secret fear that if I’m too much trouble, he’ll toss me out like yesterday’s garbage.

Not that he’s ever done anything that hinted he would consider it, but the whole situation has always felt precarious.

I whisper. “I didn’t want you to be mad.

His jaw ticks.

Then—God help me—he lifts me.

Just scoops me into his arms like I’m made of porcelain and forbidden dreams. “When have I ever been mad at my little girl?”

He carries me to the leather couch by the window and sits down with me in his lap, my legs over his, one of his hands already pressing gently to my lower back, the other cradling the back of my head.

And I melt.

Like a pad of butter in the sun, I lean in, head on his shoulder my entire being going soft and pliant.

“Never.” I admit. “I just want to be good. I don’t want your life to be harder because of me.”

“Oh, baby. I don’t care what the law says,” he growls into my hair as I remember how he informed me two months ago that the divorce was final but that as far as he was concerned, that didn’t change anything between us. “You’re my daughter.” The last word sounds painful and he adds, “You’re mine. No matter what the world thinks.”

His hand moves up and down my spine in long, slow strokes. Like he’s reminding himself I’m real. Like he needs to calm himself down before he does something illegal.

I’m eighteen so it’s not that kind of illegal. But, he’s my principal. I’m at the end of my senior year, but there are still rules. Laws.

“What did I say the day your mom left?” his lips brush my temple.

I blink up at him.

He tips my chin with two fingers. Forces me to look into his eyes.

The same dark green ones that used to soften when I danced around the kitchen barefoot.

“You said… I’d always have a home with you.”

He nods. “That hasn’t changed.”

“But I’m not—”

“You’re mine,” he repeats on a grunt. “Not hers. Never hers. You know that.”

His chest draws me in. My fingers twitch to reach up and lace them into his hair, brush my lips on his just to share his breath.

“I don’t know who I am. Where I belong.”

“You know the only reason I stayed with your mother was because of you. I would never leave you or let her take you away.”

I shouldn’t feel this hot, this horny for him. Not with the man who shared a bed at least for a moment with my mother.

But I do.

Because the way he’s looking at me right now—like he wants to break every rule, ruin every boundary, burn down the world—it lights something deep and wicked in my belly.

“You’re not a little girl anymore, are you?” he says, his thumbs moving to brush my cheeks.

“No,” I whisper.

His eyes drop to my mouth.

“You’ve grown up so beautifully, sweetheart.” His voice drops to that rumble that makes things inside of me reevaluate my moral compass. “And you don’t even know what that does to me.”

My thighs clench. Wet warmth seeps from my body sending dark shame coursing through my veins.

He notices.

And his whole body goes still.

“You’ve been needing this,” he says, pulling me tighter until I feel like we are merging into one person. “Needing me to see. Needing me to protect you. In a different way.”

My breath hitches my insides fluttering. “Yes.”

His lips graze my forehead. “I’m going to be taking care of you now different than before. No more hiding. No more crying alone. Those boys, they don’t get to look at you ever again. You understand me?”

I nod against him.

“Now, say it,” he growls. “Who is going to take care of you?”

“You are.”

“Good girl.”

My breathing turns to shallow pants.

And that’s when I feel it. A movement. A twitch against my backside.

Hard.

Thick.

Pressing beneath me.

He doesn’t move. Doesn’t hide it. He lets me feel what I do to him.

And when I shift in his lap, he groans in a way that shakes me down to my marrow and my nipples nearly pop through my white button up blouse.

“Daddy…” I whisper, the title I used for him over the years feels decadent on my tongue. I haven’t called him that for so long. That word is for little girls not for eighteen-year-olds that know better.

His whole-body jerks. That thickness under my behind nearly catapults me off his lap.

“You don’t know what you’re saying,” he rasps. “The Daddy I am to you now is not the same as I was then.”

The way his arms engulf me makes my pulse tick faster.

There’s a spinning sensation inside my head like I’m falling.

And I squeeze my eyes shut and hope.

He feels it.

Just like me.


Chapter Two


Dane

She’s the temptation I’ve fought for so long. I’ve wanted to fuck that little pussy of hers more than I want to breathe.

Daddy.

She hasn’t said that for three years, five days. And I can’t breathe.

She doesn’t know what that word means to me. What it unlocks.

But her body melted when she said it. My dick jerked and filled. I know she felt it.

Her thighs squeezed together, her ass wiggled on the boner I’ve been fighting off since she turned eighteen. Her eyes flicked to my mouth, then back down, like she knew—knew—what she’d just done.

"Baby," I choke, locking her in my grip, "you don’t understand what you’re playing with."

She wiggles again.

And again, and I think of lifting her skirt, moving her panties aside and sliding my cock between her ass cheeks, just letting it sit there, sandwiched in that softness.

That’s not so wrong, is it? Letting her skin cradle me. Maybe use some of that lotion of hers that smells like strawberries and sin so I’ll slide back and forth while she wiggles on my lap.

No one would know.

I’ll leave her a present under her panties so the world smells her father on her. Evidence of the deviant thoughts that I can no longer control.

“Are we playing a game?” She breathes and cum spurts from the tip of my dick into my boxers.

I move my hand along the warmth of her thigh, just enough to drag the soft cotton of her skirt over the hardened line of my cock.

“We are playing. We’re playing keep secrets. Can you do that?”

I clench my jaw. Hard. Count to ten.

It doesn’t help. My balls fucking ache to heave and explode. I have to get inside her.

Maybe if I can just taste her.

Then, I’ll be okay. Just one little lick and then, back to being a rational man. Not a perverted father figure who wants to violate his daughter.

Step-daughter my conscience tries to remind me.

“Yes, always for you. I’ll keep all our secrets.” She moves again, more than a wiggle, adding a little moan, heat transferring from between her legs onto my thighs.

"Don’t," I grit. "Don’t move like that again unless you are ready for what’s coming next."

She freezes. Those sweet, big eyes lift to mine. Fluttering her lashes like she has no idea what’s going on.

And then…

One slow roll of her hips. Then she’s rocking, back and forth her head lolling on her shoulders, those bee stung pink lips opening.

My grip turns punishing.

I force her still.

She lets out the faintest whimper and—Jesus.

I can’t think.

The air in my lungs turns to acid. I want her plump little lips to give me a kiss and not just on my mouth. I imagine her crouched down as I open my pants. I pray I locked the door as I guide her head to my cock from her position under my desk.

I’d keep her there for hours, licking my balls, sucking my cock, swallowing my load as I dole out punishments to students. Listen to shithead parents tell me how it’s impossible that their little Tommy or Suzie could be such a fucking monster.

This is what I need. My own personal stress reliever hidden at my knees, choking on my dick as my balls empty down her sweet, little throat.

"Is this what you want?" I grit out, the words raking up my throat. "You want your Daddy to be bad for you?"

Her breath is shaking now and so is the rest of her. Her cheeks flushed. She gives the barest nod.

I close my eyes.

The sound I make isn’t human.

"You don’t know what I’ve had to do to keep my hands off you."

My mouth finds her temple.

Then her jaw.

Then the edge of her ear.

"You think I didn’t see you this year? In those tiny skirts? Biting that bottom lip? Looking at me like I’m the answer to all your filthy little girl dreams? The ones where Daddy lays down to read you a story and then ends up teaching you things a little girl shouldn’t know?"

She’s breathing faster.

God, she’s so beautiful it makes my heart ache.

I’ve had her all to myself since her bitch of a mother took off. She was always jealous of how Lily took to me. Who could blame her? Her own father was never in her life and her mother treated her like an inconvenient obligation on the best of days.

Good riddance. I hadn’t touched that bitch in years but put up with her because I would never leave Lily. One horrible drunken night in Vegas had one glorious outcome.

Lily.

“Daddy, your lips feel good.”

“It feels good to me too, baby. It always has. But, it’s different now. Remember when I put you to bed and would always kiss your forehead and tell you how much I loved you?”

She nods, her lips parted. “I always said I love you too. This much.” She holds her hands apart on a shy smile.

“Yes, you did but I love you in a different way now. And I get to show you how I feel.”

I keep her pinned in place, my palm flattening against the curve of her lower back, my fingers splayed at the edge of her waistband as my hips move in time with hers. Fabric creating friction between us.

"You think I didn’t dream about this?" I growl. "You, in my lap. Begging me to be the one who teaches you what that body is for. Your little girl juice is soaking you, isn’t it?"

She whimpers again.

“But, if you don’t teach me, you want one of those other boys to do it?”

I snap. The idea of anyone else touching her has me seeing red. My thick cock is the only dick she will ever know.

I grind myself against her. Her lashes flutter. She clutches my lapels.

"Feel that?" I breathe against her neck. "That’s what you do to me. You did that."

Her lips part. She makes a helpless sound and tries to rock again.

“Please, it feels funny. Down there. Achy.”

"You wait for Daddy. I’m going to teach you. You are going to learn."

She freezes. Her soft body trembling as my dick throbs wanting inside that cherry heat.

“But, I want—"

"You don’t take," I grunt, squeezing her earlobe between my teeth until she hisses, then I let that sweet flesh go. "You receive."

I buck my hips upward making her yelp. My hands guide her hips like she’s a doll built for my use.

She gasps.

"You’re getting all slippery down there," I groan, "aren’t you, baby girl? Getting all drippy down in your girl parts."

Her whisper seeps into my ears like black smoke. "Yes, Daddy. My panties are super sticky."

I curse. Then pray.

My forehead falls against hers.

"This is dangerous," I say, more to myself than to her. "So fucking dangerous."

"I’m never scared when I’m with you Daddy. Never." She presses those warm little lips on mine just for a second, for one breath saying, “Teach me.”

And just like that…

I jam one hand under the hem of her skirt. Shoving her legs apart until my fingertips hit wet heat and lace.

"Such a pretty little thing," I whisper, dragging a finger along the damp indent of her lips. "Sloppy for Daddy. You want to learn how to please me, don’t you? You want Daddy to take out his fat cock and teach you how to stroke it just the way he likes?"

She nods frantically her soft blonde hair bobbing around her face.

"Say it."

"I want to please you."

"Say it right."

"I want to please you, Daddy."

I press my mouth to hers.

And the moment our lips meet, I know I’m done for.

She opens to me like she was made for this.

For me.

Our kiss is heat and surrender and denial poured into a moment of connection.

When I finally pull back, we’re both breathing hard.

Her cheeks are pink. Her lips swollen. Wetness soaks through the fabric between her hot little legs.

Just like that, I’ve got her up and against me.

Her hands fly around my neck but only long enough for me to take the three steps across my office. Hit the lock button on the door as we go by, then sweep one hand across my desk, throwing files and my half full coffee mug to the floor in a crash.

I display her on the hard wood, her hair fans out, blonde strands catching light like a halo. I glance out the window of my office into the courtyard where students are laughing, studying and unaware their principal is about to violate his daughter right here on school grounds.

“Daddy" Her chest rises in panicked peaks, the fabric of her regulation school girl blouse pulling across those womanly tits sent straight from hell to break me. “Please.”

“Please what?” I grind out, dragging my jaw down the column of her throat. That strawberry and sugar scent floods my senses as my teeth graze her pulse point. “Touch you?” My words turn guttural. “Tell me to stop, baby.” I smirk into her skin.

“I-I can’t—" She gasps when I grip her knees, thumbs skimming inward, and bucks harder against the desk’s edge. “I don’t want you to stop.”

Her body bows. Every nerve ending in me is shocked to life.

Her eyes pop wide, lips bitten raw, spine arched to shove those forbidden tits toward my face.

I don’t know if it’s lust or ownership that makes my fingers knot in her hair but the urge to fucking tear my daughter apart is pushing me to the edge.


Chapter Three


Lily

My pulse stutters. “Is this going to break me?”  

“Only enough that I’ll be the only one who can put you back together.” His hand moves from under my skirt, fingertips circle my nipple, sending a shock straight between my legs where I’m already wetter than I should be. “Good girls learn what makes their Daddy happy.” Another flick of his wrist—my insides jumble.  

Before I can protest, he devours my mouth in a kiss. His tongue is pushing between my lips, until I’m matching him breath for breath, desperate even as I try to fight all the naughty feelings for this man I shouldn’t want this way.

My voice cracks when his other hand slips lower, brushing over my clit in a light swipe that has me moaning into his mouth.  

We finally break apart, his eyes are wild on mine, there’s a lingering string of our combined saliva between us.

As he takes a low breath it snaps.

“I like things a certain way, baby.” He leans back to study me, eyes glinting with something feral and tender.

“Does this mean… you’re going to teach me how you like things?”  

He grins with a dangerous curve of lips that sends another wave of heat twisting the tension tighter in my belly

“Oh, baby, I’ll teach you so many things.” His hips roll against mine and I whimper at the pressure coming from that thick column under my ass. “But not the kind your textbooks talked about.”  

I chew my lower lip, nodding quickly before I can hesitate.  

His hand flattens over my right breast, thumb brushing my nipple until it pebbles under his touch. “Tell me you crave my mouth on you.”  

“Yes,” I gasp, the word unraveling from my throat like silk.  

Dane’s gaze darkens as he eyes my body like a hunter dissecting prey. “I need to test this,” he rasps. His fingers pinch my hardened peak making me arch into his grip. “Bet you’ve never let anyone kiss these.”  

“I—I’ve never…done anything.” The confession spills out.  

His grin flashes feral. “That makes Daddy so happy.” His palm drags lower, thumb grazing the swell of my breastbone. “Spread your legs wider.”  

When I do, he groans. The sound fans over me like fire.

“Like this?” The tremor in my voice matches the tremors shaking my insides.

“Much better,” he grits out, bending to nuzzle his nose beneath my collarbone. His shaved jaw scrapes sensitively against my skin, leaving fiery trails. “You’re so goddamn pretty down here. I’m going to lick all that sweet teenage pussy juice up with my tongue.”  

“Is that okay that I’m like that? So…wet?”

“Yes, babygirl. It’s beautiful and sexy. It tells me what I need to know. That you are a good girl. Such a good girl.” he pets me between my legs, grinding his erection against my thigh.

The contact sparks a wildfire between us. Dane’s jaw tightens as he captures the peak of my breast with his teeth, biting down just enough to sting. I yelp, fingers tangling in his hair.  

His hand leaves my breast, long fingers circle my ankle with a hard tug, then the other placing my heels on the edge of his desk.

The sound of voices and my classmates moving around just on the other side of his door while I lay with my legs open in front of my step-father makes my heart speed.

“Are you ready for Daddy to make you his big girl finally baby?”

God, yes, I scream inside my head but all I can do is blink. Blink.

Blink.

“It’s okay, you don’t have to agree, I’m going to do what I want either way,” his mouth descends and the contact sends my hips into spasm.

To say the sensation of his warm, wet mouth on my most intimate parts is overwhelming, is a giant understatement.

I fling my head back and forth. A guttural moan escapes me when he circles my sensitive nub with his tongue through my panties, his hot breath radiating through the fabric.  

“More,” I beg, voice breaking.  

His laugh is a rumble against me.

“You’ll take what I give you, little one.” The words sound hard but the pressure of his lips licking and kissing the little scrap of fabric between my legs feels more like worship.

“So fucking sweet. My babygirl’s pussy is top tier just how I imagined it.”  

When he finally releases me to trail up his hands up my ribs, I’m sweat-slicked and panting, I reach for him blindly. His hard length presses against my clit through the black fabric of his pants, making us both curse in unison.  

“Christ,” he swears, forehead slamming down against mine. “You’re going to kill me.”  

My fingers find his neck, pulling, then his cheeks, wandering down his arms, I want to touch him everywhere.

I tilt my chin upward begging for his lips but he catches my lower lip between his teeth instead. “What’s wrong?” I whisper.  

“Your hands are driving me insane.” His breath hitches when I fist the front of his shirt, tugging him closer. “You think you can touch everything but the part that needs it?”  

“I…don’t know how to—”  

He doesn’t let me finish. Breaking our grip, he palms himself through the fabric with a groan, thumb stroking over his zipper.

“Like this,” he grits out, squeezing my hip hard enough to bruise. “Wrap those fingers around me and show me what you’re made of.”  

The soft sound of a zipper stalls my breath as he grips my wrist, pulling me so my body is contorted at an angle my hand within an inch of his open pants.

I hesitate—then bite my lip and slide my hand into the opening. I explore through the fabric with my fingers until I feel it. His breath hitches as I close around him, thick and hot in my palm.  

“Fuck,” he roars, bucking into my touch.

My heart feels lodged in my throat as I swallow around it, moving my hand up and down, stroking and squeezing. The skin is like silk over a stone hard rod. It moves with my hand as Dane curses under his breath.

“Yes, exactly like that…faster…”  Dane’s eyes roll back with the movement of my hand on his thick erection, jaw dropping open. “God, you’re beautiful,” he rasps as he adjusts my hand so his length is freed from the confines of his boxers and pants.

“I can’t… breathe,” I whimper, fighting the wild surge inside me. Panic rising. Futility tangled with desire. “This isn’t right.”  

“Just keep moving your hand baby. I’ll tell you what’s right and wrong. You play with Daddy’s cock like a good girl and I’ll lick your pussy some more and I’ll make you cream all over my face, but I just need you to take the edge off real quick. So be a good girl and jack Daddy off.”

I run my hand over the hardness, looking at the thick veins that snack around the shaft as Dane spits down onto the tip.

“Rub that all over the head then up and down. Your hand feels so fucking good baby. Such a good girl for me.”

I do as he says, moving my hand up and down as he spits again and again, warm saliva oozing between my fingers until his eyes glaze over and little droplets are seeping from the swollen tip, his fingers press between the elastic at the apex of my thigh, finding my opening and one plunges inside.

“Soaking. Your little body is getting ready. This cock is going to be painted with your blood soon but I’m going to save all the cum in my balls until I’m all in on that tight little cunt baby. Stop moving your hand and let go of Daddy’s dick, you did a good job.”

He peels my fingers from his length as I lick my lips, wishing I could wiggle my tongue on that tiny slit at the top where the liquid seeps out but Dane has something else in mind as he grunts and lodges his thick cock back inside his pants.

“I like touching you.” I whisper.

“I like you touching me. You look so pretty holding my cock and you’re going to look even more beautiful when it’s in your mouth. So beautiful I’m going to take a picture. A hundred pictures and we can look at them together whenever we want.” He swallows, his finger pushing in and out of my slick opening making the world go soft around the edges. “You want to do that for me don’t you? Let me show you what that little mouth is for?”

Dane lowers his face before I can answer, his hot breath ghosting over my soaked panties before he crushes his mouth to my core.

A savage groan escapes him as pulls his finger out, then rakes both hands under my ass, yanking the scrap of lace down my legs and stuffing it into the chest pocket of his suit jacket. He doesn’t break eye contact, those dark eyes blazing.  

“You’re making all this sloppy juice for me,” he breathes. His mouth is a furnace—a relentless swipe of his tongue there, sucking my clit between lips until I moan helplessly. “So tight,” he mutters against me, fingers pinching and opening me, his shoulders forcing my legs open wider still.  

The world narrows to the scrape of his stubble, the touch of his tongue on the forbidden places that have craved this for too long.

“More. Oh God,” I whimper, fists tangled in his hair, but he silences me with a long, slow drag of his tongue through every ridge, each pass driving my hips off the desk.  

“Not God, baby, Daddy.”

The bell signaling the end of the school day rings through the office, more voices rise outside the door, the curtains are pulled shut but for a second, I think I see someone trying to peer through the littlest crack.

“Christ, you’re like pussy crack. I’m addicted. Look at me.” He orders into my folds, his jaw rough against my inner thigh as I twitch and jerk. “I want you to watch your father sticking his tongue inside you. Keep your eyes on me.”

Dane’s teeth graze sensitive flesh and that tongue flicks relentless circles, pushing in and out, his eyes locked on mine.

I’m barely holding on, his eyes narrow the lapping of his tongue building a pressure so sharp it feels like I’m going to come flying apart into a million sharp pieces.  He returns a finger to my opening and I nearly lose consciousness.

“I’m going to—” I snap as his thumb grinds on my clit while his tongue flicks and laps lower, biting back the climax clawing up my spine.

His head lifts again, now smirking at me between licks, face glistening with my wetness before he replaces his finger with his tongue in long, deep thrusts that make me buck and bang my head against the hard wood.  

“Daddy!” I cry, my legs tangle around his neck, the hard desk under my shoulders as he eats me until my world becomes nothing but a white-hot pin prick of focus on the sensations he’s creating with his mouth.  

When my body can no longer survive teetering on the edge, a searing wave rips through me, muscles clenching wildly around his tongue, his finger. His eyes lock with mine like a challenge as I roll through a climax that has me screaming his name.

A hard palm slaps down over my mouth, scented with my arousal as I ride the aftershocks.

The orgasm is relentless. Grabbing and pulling and tossing me around until I’m a boneless blind mess with the only father I’ve ever known between my legs licking up every drop.

"This can’t be undone, baby.” He finally says when I’m done bucking and squealing. His hand leaves my mouth, my lips open sucking in air trying to refill my burning lungs. “You came on my face. You made a mess and did something naughty with me. We have to keep this a secret."

I lift my head. His eyes are on me as he finally stands. My legs still wide.

"I don’t want to undo it."

He adjusts my feet so they hang over the edge of the desk. Pulling me up to a sitting position by my hands then presses his lips to my forehead.

Then my temple, my cheek. The corner of my mouth.

My arousal is on his face and I breathe deep wanting to remember this forever.

"You need new structure now," he says against the part of my hair. "If you’re going to be mine, you’re going to be Daddy’s good girl."

Heat spirals through me.

"I want to be."

He stands straight, eyes raking over me, and there’s pride in his gaze now.

"Then you’ll follow my rules. You’ll come straight to me after school. No boys. No secrets. You’ll wait for me to get home every day, ready to please me in whatever way I need. You ask permission before doing anything that puts you in danger—physical or emotional."

I nod.

"Say it."

"Yes, Daddy. I promise."

His chest rises like he’s trying not to let that destroy him. His hands go to the knot on his sapphire blue tie that matches his eyes, adjusting it slightly.

"And you listen the first time I speak. You obey not because you're weak, but because you trust me."

"I do."

He brushes his thumb along my lip.

"You’ll wear what I pick. You’ll eat. Sleep. Take care of yourself. You’ll tell me when you're hurting. When you need praise. Or punishment. Your little body is my playground now. I’ll do what I want with it. When I want. You understand me?" His voice darkens along with his eyes.

My whole-body shivers.

"Yes, Daddy."

He nods slowly, then lifts me off the desk, my legs barely supporting me.

His eyes burn into mine.

"Now, sweetheart... tonight, when I get home, we will see how well you take direction."


Chapter Four


Lily

The house feels different. Something darker simmering under the place where I’ve always felt safe.

This was Dane’s house when he and my mother married. When we first came here, I remember telling my mom it was a mansion.

She shushed me and told me to be seen and not heard, that this man was our meal ticket and she wasn’t going to have me ruin it for her.

Now, sitting inside, the air smells like the scent of a storm right before it breaks.

His last text told me what to wear. A lavender tank dress he bought me three years ago for my birthday. A girl’s body changes a lot from fifteen to eighteen.

It’s far too small. My breasts are pushing up on the low-slung neckline and the hem hits just under the curve of my butt cheeks.

No bra. No panties. I want to just see my little girl in her little dress when I walk in the door.

My pussy gushes when I hear his car pull up.

I’m shaking by the time he shuts the front door.

It’s not just the house that feels different, it’s him.

We’re not in school anymore. We’re not pretending.

I turn to look at him the way I have thousands of times when he came home from work as I sat at the counter doing homework or lay on the couch watching anime. He would always greet me first and smile.

“Hey baby, how was your day?”

But, the way he says it now, I know everything is different.

His tie is already off.

He just walks toward me like something ancient and hungry, and every step has the thousand knots tightening down low in my belly.

"Bedroom," he says.

One word.

But it hits me between my thighs like a hammer.

I nod, biting into my lower lip as I turn and pad across the wood floor toward the curved stairway.

He follows me up, and when I pause in front of the door to my bedroom he growls.

“No, I’m going to fuck you in my bed. Your bedroom will be for playtime when I want."

My breath hitches as heavy hands rest on my shoulders guiding me forward.

I slip through the door and his hands lift.

Then he spins me on my toes to face him.

His gaze drops, takes in my dress, the nervous way I’m twisting the hem.

"Good girl. I can see your little nipples through the fabric."

I shake as he walks in an inspecting circle around me. His hands lowering to pinch the hem of my dress drawing it upward.

When he finally pulls the soft fabric over my head and drops it to the floor, he steps back and drinks me in like he’s waited years for this.

"So fucking perfect," he groans reaching for the front of his pants and rubbing himself. "Daddy’s beautiful girl. You know how much I love you, don’t you?"

I can’t move.

Not when he sinks to his knees in front of me. Not when he presses his mouth to my belly.

"You feel better now?" he asks. “Knowing you are all mine?”

"Yes."

He kisses lower.

"You feel wanted?"

"Yes, Daddy."

Lower still.

"Then lie down. Open those legs. Daddy’s going to have to hurt you a little, but then, I promise, I’ll make it all better."

I climb onto the bed, trembling as he grips my knees pushing them wide.


Chapter Five


Dane

Her fingers curl into the bedding as I unbuckle my belt, then the button of my trousers.

“Christ,” I groan, tilting her knees so she’s fully bared to me then kick off my shoes, strip in a matter of seconds.

Her eyes pin on the obscene length jutting out in front of me. The head as big as her little fist.

“I’ll give you a few kisses, but I can’t wait. Daddy needs in there bad.”

I lower my face, sucking and licking her sweet nectar until she’s calling for my dick. Pushing her just to the edge then pulling back.

“You’re soaked. You want Daddy inside you now?” She whimpers as I line up and slam into her, her cunt gripping me so damn tight it’s a miracle I don’t spill instantly. “You want to know what it feels like to be a big girl?”

But there’s something sweeter here—the way she rocks with me almost immediately, meeting each thrust like she’s been craving this just as much.

“Tell me,” I demand between grunts, my balls slapping against her ass. “Who do you belong to?”

“Y-you,” she manages before I claim her lips, swallowing the confession into a kiss.

“So let me in baby. You’re choking Daddy’s dick.”

She shudders on a deep breath. Her walls massaging me as her opening fights back.

The rhythm quickens, our bodies slick until every thrust is full and long, her heels digging into my ass as if begging me not to stop. But stopping isn’t an option anymore.

I see nothing but white-hot static, my vision erupting into sparks as her body tightens around mine like a vise of silk.

A roar claws up the back of my throat. I’m inside my daughter, Christ, it’s better than I even dreamed.  

“Hold tight,” I snarl, I plunge deeper, harder, until there’s nothing but her scent and the way her body squeezes me.  

“I’m trying.” She studders, her eyes squeezed shut.

“I know you are baby. Just a little more, you’re being so brave, Daddy needs to get off inside your tight little pussy, I can’t stop, baby. I can’t.”

She writhes, nails clawing my shoulders as if begging for more. “It’s hurting,” she pants, legs hitching to lock us together.  

I can’t form words. Can’t soothe her right now.

Just grunts, thrusts, the slap of skin meeting skin as I slam into her core again and again. The bed groans beneath our frenzy. She’s drenched—hotter than hell, every pulse of her walls a weapon aimed straight at my control.  

I’m unraveling. Fists clenched in her hair, I drag her mouth to mine between brutal plunges.

“Christ, you’re perfect. My perfect little angel.” I’m barely holding on, teeth grazing her lips as she melts into the kiss.

My hips piston—balls slapping her with each violent jerk—I fight not to explode. The pressure builds like a fist around my cock.

She whimpers, arching off the bed her fingers yanking my hair like she needs to tie us together forever. “Ow. It’s too big.”  

“It will get better. Your body was made to adjust. I’ll kiss it all better, don’t worry, just take a breath and let Daddy in baby. I’ll give you a sticky hot prize at the end.”

Five more strokes and I’ll snap. Six could send me to my grave. But I slow, grind into that spot deep inside her that makes her moan.

She fumbles toward her chest, fingertips fluttering over her heart where it hammers like a trapped bird. “Hurts even here—it’s too much—”  

“No,” I choke out, slamming inside with enough force to make her cry out. Throat tight, I thrust again, the world narrowing down to her body arching beneath my hands. “Not too much.”

Her fingers curl into my shoulders. “Y-you feel it too?” She breathes, eyes wet as she meets mine. “In your—”  

“Every nerve,” I lie through gritted teeth, because yes, God damn it—I’ve never felt a thing so vivid. Not even when I’m coming, which is racing toward me faster now. Her pulse thrums against my palm where I grip her throat, frantic and beautiful as the storm between us cracks wide open.  

“Come inside me,” she whispers, voice breaking like glass. “I want to make you feel good Daddy. I want that to be my job now.”

I don’t waste another second.

“I’m here. Right here.” I spread her wider, knees braced against the mattress as my pace quickens into a brutal rhythm. “Look at me, baby. Watch what you do to me.”

My balls slap her core with each stroke, and when she whimpers, digging nails into my arms like she’s trying to pull me deeper, deeper.  

Her pained whimpers break through my lust fever. “Daddy—you’re tearing me apart.”  

“You love it.” I growl against her lips before kissing them raw then pulling back to see her eyes cresting with tears. “You’re tight as hell, baby. Can’t… can’t hold on much longer—”  

Through the pain her body breaks free, her back bowing in a silent scream as she clenches me impossibly tight.

“Daddy!” Her fingernails score my shoulders, hips rolling wildly until I’m slamming into her one last time, my release tearing through me like wildfire.  

“Yours,” I roar to the ceiling, collapsing on top of her, sweat-slick and panting. My forehead pressed to hers, I catch her chin between thumb and forefinger. “Tell me again.”  

Her eyelids flutter open, glassy with tears. “Yours. Your daughter. I’ll always belong to you.”  

My cock twitches inside her at those words. The possessive alpha in me grins like a wolf.

“That’s right.” I roll us until she’s straddling me, legs quivering but holding strong as I pump into her again, slower now. “Now call me Daddy while I fuck you raw.”  

Her laugh is mixed with a wince. “Daddy…”  

My fingers knot in her hair, pulling her down for a kiss that leaves no room for questions—or doubts.

“You took your dad’s cock tonight. How did it feel to be my little toy?”

“I loved it. I loved feeling it go inside me even though it hurt.”

“How did you like when I spurted all that sticky seed deep inside you?”

She giggles. “Good. You made a funny face when it came out of you.”

I chuckle back, moving her hips on my shaft. “You know what all that is right? All that sticky hot stuff I put inside your little hole?”

She gives a shy shrug. “It’s to make babies.”

“That’s right. Good girl.” I buck up, thrusting faster, watching her little tits jiggle as she rides me in a slow rocking rhythm. “That means I’m going to put a baby inside you. If not today, soon. I’ll keep coming to you, you’ll have to open your legs whenever I say. I push it into you as deep as I can so all that good baby batter gets up inside your little womb.”

I press my palm on her belly as her eyes turn to slits, then lower it to rub her swollen little nub with my fingers.

“Oh, Daddy, that spot is so good.”

“Yes, your clit. It’s the most special spot down here. I’ll tickle it. I’ll kiss it and lick it. Your pussy will crave me touching you from now on.”

“Yes.” She hisses her head falling back.

I’m fucking my step-daughter. God, why does it have to feel so fucking good?

"You're never leaving this bed again."

“Not even to go to school?” I let my orgasm go as her tight teenage pussy snaps tight around me again, her body creaming me as a shuddering orgasm shakes her body.

“Yes, to go to school.” I’m panting as my balls empty and my fingertips dig into her hips, holding us tight as we climax together.

Once I can see straight, I pull her by the neck down onto me, nuzzling her against my chest as the last spurts of come fill her pussy.

“But, you’ll be called to the principal’s office a lot now. And once you are in my office, I’m going to have to lick you down there and you’re going to be sucking my cock like a good girl. Then, I’ll fuck you and send you back to class with my cum leaking out of you for the rest of the day.”

“Daddy.” She giggles, her body soft as I land a hard smack on her ass. “Ow! What was that for?”

“Because I felt like it. You're mine now. Every inch. I do as I please, remember?"

“Yes, I remember. I think my pussy likes our new relationship. I’m glad mommy isn’t here, she would ruin everything.”

I hum against the side of her hair. “She’s not allowed to come back and ruin anything princess. Now, I’m going to take you off my cock, but you need to put your legs in the air and keep them there.”

I groan as I drag her off my still swollen dick, flipping her over and laying her down.

“Like this?” She puts her legs up.

“Yes, now take your fingers and push Daddy’s present back up inside you. That’s a privilege to be my cum holder. You squeezed it out of my balls, now it’s your job to take care of it.”

Her fingertips trail down her belly, finding her center and pushing inside with a hiss. “It’s sore, but it’s hot and slippery.”

“You need to get used to all that. I’m going to be inside you a lot from now on. Daddy is horny for you all the time and soon, once you’re pregnant, I’ll come inside your ass.”

“What?” I press my hand over her lips.

“All of you is mine. Daddy's going to take such good care of you. If I want to fuck your ass, I will.”

"Will it feel as good as when you fucked me here?” She moves her fingers in and out of the battered little hole where our combined juices are coating her fingers.

“Yes, eventually it will. I’ll lick you there too just to be sure.”

“I have so much to learn.” She gets a wistful look in her eyes.

“Yes, baby, but Daddy loves you. Even when he’s fucking you like he doesn’t. Always remember that.”

“I love you too, Daddy.” She holds one hand up high, stretching it toward the ceiling. “This much.”

“Good girl.”


Chapter Six


Dane

She's wearing my shirt.

That’s it.

Just the white button-down from yesterday. It swallows her frame, hits mid-thigh, and leaves her legs bare.

I should be a gentleman. Let her eat the breakfast I made. It’s Saturday, we have all day to fuck and suck and learn all the things we crave about each other.

But she walks into the kitchen all soft and flushed, her legs shaky from last night, and I lose every ounce of discipline I ever pretended to have.

"Get over here."

She startles. Looks at me with those big, sleepy eyes.

"I was going to—"

"You were going to sit in Daddy's lap while he feeds you. Now."

She scurries.

Good girl.

The second she's in my arms, I wrap myself around her. Press a kiss to her temple. Her cheek. Her jaw. I can’t get enough of her.

She tastes like sex and makes my heart seize. I love her more every second.

"You sore?" I nibble her neck.

She nods shyly but let’s out a satisfied sigh.

"You like that?"

"Yes, Daddy."

My cock twitches beneath her.

"You’ll be feeling me for days, baby. I like that. Like knowing you’re carrying the memory of me in every step you take. All Daddy’s hot seed making you a sticky mess under your panties."

She whimpers as I slide a forkful of eggs to her mouth. She opens like a good girl.

"Daddy..."

"Hmm?"

"What happens now?"

I pause.

Then I cup her jaw and tilt her face up as she chews slowly.

"Now you stay right here where you belong. In this house. In my bed. My cum deep inside that tight little teasing cunt of yours. Then, soon enough, you’ll be wearing my name."

Her eyes widen as she swallows.

"Name?"

"I’m putting a ring on your finger, baby. The moment the courthouse opens. I fucked that virgin pussy of yours raw. You’re going to have my baby. Daddy’s baby is going to be inside you. And you’ll be my wife and I don’t care what the world says."

"But—"

"No buts. You think I’m letting anyone else look at you again? You think anyone else gets to hear your little sounds? See that perfect body when it twists and squirts and makes a big mess?"

She shakes her head.

"That’s right. You’re mine. You’ve been mine since the day you moved in. You just didn’t know it yet."

"I know now." She leans in and I crush our lips together shoving my tongue deep, teaching her that her mouth will receive whatever I want to put inside it from now on.

My hand slides to her belly. I palm it.

Flat now. But not for long.

"You like feeling Daddy grunt and spurt inside you?"

Her breath catches. “I loved it. I love you kissing me, all the funny feelings it makes. Your big cock pushing inside me, the way you look when you feel good.”

"Gonna keep you knocked up, barefoot, and milk filled. You'll be Daddy's good little creamy wife. Always waiting in my bed. Legs spread, tits squirting."

She moans.

I slip a hand between her thighs.

Sticky and hot.

"Say it."

"I want it. I want to be yours. I want your baby, Daddy."

"Good girl."

I feed her the rest of the plate of foot, but my mind is elsewhere.

Once she’s swallowed the last bite, I turn her to face me, forcing her to straddle me. Her body’s a temptation I’ll never get over—warmth radiating through my jeans.  

“I’m going to slide inside you,” I grunt, thumb circling her clit without mercy. Her breath hitches. “When Daddy needs relief? I’ll hit it hard, baby. As hard as I like.”  

“Until it hurts?” she whispers, tracing a circle on my cheek playing the game with me.  

“Sometimes, but then, you’ll get all those good funny feelings again.” I rip the shirt over her head, drinking in how pink and perfect she is—untouched except by me. “And this?” I twist her clit between thumb and forefinger until she yelps. “This is your special spot and I’m going to spend a lot of time kissing, licking, touching...”  

My palm skims the valley between her breasts.

“I’m marking every inch again today,” I say, licking a stripe up her neck. She’s got that sweet little strawberry scent from the bath I gave her early this morning, my mouth a beast devouring her sweetness.  

I reach down and free myself from my pants, then lift her and guide the tip to her wetness.

“Open wider.” I grip her hips sharply until she complies.  

“Is this good?” She strains to open her legs as she leans against me.

“Very good. Now, sit on it.” I tell her grazing the flesh of her neck with my teeth.

“Oh God—” Her fingers knot in my hair as I push her down.

“Be a brave girl and let Daddy in. Are you mine now?” My teeth scrape her earlobe, her body opens, my cock buried inside her as we both heave in deep breaths. She nods, and I lift her knees, position her little feet on the edges of the chair, driving deeper than before. “Answer me.”  

“Yes—Daddy,” she gasps. I slam into her relentlessly, her cries echoing off the walls until the room spins, everything narrowing down to how good she feels wrapped around me. “You’re… too deep this way.”  

“Take it all,” I snarl, pumping faster when her channel pulses against my shaft.

Her fingernails rake down the sides of my neck as we crash toward the edge again. I catch a breast in my hand, thumb rubbing that stiff peak into a burning point until she’s fucking back as hard as I am.  

When the climax rips through me, I’m blind. Her walls milking every drop of come from what feels like my bones.

We collapse into each other, the scent of breakfast and sex swirling around us. My forehead rests against her shoulder as I realize this girl has carved herself into the places of me where I was emptier than I would ever admit.  

Her body goes limp and her hands are in my hair, clinging like she’ll never let go.

“I love my Daddy.”

“I love my daughter.” Another spurt of cum shoot up from my balls as I’m buried deep inside her hot little cunt.

She’s never getting away. I’ll make sure of it.

Because she’s mine now.

And I’m never letting her forget it.


Chapter Seven


Lily

Two Months Later

It’s raining.

Not the kind that lashes and screams, but the soft kind. The kind that makes the whole world feel like a lullaby.

I’m curled up in his lap, wrapped in his hoodie, watching the drops slide down the window.

His hand rests over my belly. Sticky between my legs from when he had me on all fours just an hour ago. I’m showing now.

Just a little.

Enough that his touch lingers there more often than not. School’s over, I graduated early. Top of my class thanks to Daddy.

He’s quiet. But I know that silence.

"How many times do you look at me like that in a day?" I whisper.

His thumb circles my belly.

"Every damn time I blink."

I turn in his arms, and his eyes are molten.

"You did this to me, Daddy."

"Damn right I did. And I’m not done."

I laugh, but the sound turns into a sigh when he kisses me. It’s not the greedy kind.

It’s the forever kind.

He pulls back just enough to speak against my lips.

"I still remember the first time I taught you how good Daddy’s mouth could feel on your special spot."

His hand strokes down my back.

"Now look at you. Full of my baby. Wearing my ring. Still calling me Daddy like it’s your favorite word."

"It is."

He smiles then his eyes flick to the envelope beside us.

The one from the courthouse. He grabs it and opens it.

Inside: two pieces of paper. One with my new last name. One confirming the marriage license we finalized last week.

I watch his throat work as he reads it. Like he’s done a hundred times since we got married. When he looks at me, there’s something almost broken in his expression.

"You’re really mine."

"Wasn’t I always?"

He lifts me in one movement, throwing me down on the couch, stripping off his shirt, lowering his massive frame half-covering my body with his.

He kisses the curve of my stomach, licking down my chest.

"Let me show our baby what devotion looks like."

I open for him. My nails dig into the rigid planes of his shoulders, muscles jumping under my grip as I haul him down onto me.

“Push it inside me,” I gasp against his throat, my fingers clawing up the ridges of his back like a woman possessed. “I want to make you feel good.”  

His roar shakes the room. His cock is a white-hot brand between us, thick and throbbing like it always is.

My blood flares when he rips open his jeans with one brutal hand, freeing that monstrous length to spear between my wet folds.

And then he’s moving—hips pistoning. “Can’t wait another second,” he growls, the head of him stretches my entrance.  

“Now, please,” I whine, twisting beneath him until he growls low in his throat. I love that sound.  

His fingers claw into my hips as he plunges inside, driving the air from my lungs, stealing every coherent thought with one brutal thrust.

“Look at you…” His voice cracks. “So tight it’ll break me.”

The feral look in his eyes says everything. He grinds harder, fingers twisting my nipple raw until I’m clawing at him like prey.

“These little tits are going to grow with your belly and I’ll suck on them until the milk spurts out,” he snaps, yanking my leg over his shoulder to drive deeper still.  

“Are you going to come inside me again Daddy?”

“Always baby. After I spurt inside you, I’ll let you clean me up with your mouth, then I’ll give you a hot load down your throat. How does that sound?”

I moan in answer. “So good.”

When the peak hits us both, his cock pulses inside me and his roar tears the air—I drown in it all. His come floods me in thick waves while he buries his face at my neck, growling promises of our future.  

“I was always yours,” I whisper against his sweat-drenched temple, clinging as we sink into the aftermath.  

“I know,” he says his voice raw as he pulls out slowly. “I’m going to eat my cum from your pussy only because you’re already growing my baby inside you so you don’t have to hold it in anymore.”  

A furnace ignites between my thighs the moment he shifts to his knees, lowering himself, his hands sliding up my legs.

I’ve counted every night since we both gave in in his office. He makes me feel greedy for craving more.

“Yes,” I pant, bracing on trembling palms.

His curse vibrates against my skin as he buries his face, the daylight coming through the windows of our home.

One swipe and I’m unraveling. He’s relentless as always, licking and sucking.

“Spread wide for Daddy.”  

I comply, knees trembling wider, splayed open. The pressure builds faster than it should—my back arches as he nips my clit, a deliberate scrape that makes my vision blur.  

Before I can speak, I’m a gasp trapped in my throat as he drags his palm up my thigh to the apex of my heat, pressing down with deliberate pressure.

By the time he’s finished, I’m crying.

He kisses my tears.

Whispers, "Daddy’s right here, baby. Always."

And I believe him.
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