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    Chapter 1 – I Want Daddy


  


  Emma was drooling. Was he seriously forty-three years old? How was that possible? His body was so muscular and defined. His arms were chiseled and his shoulders wide. His thick head of brown hair rivaled that of any of her male high school classmates, and those mouth-watering abs belonged on the cover of a fitness magazine. And, oh my God, that bulge!


  It didn’t take long for her to realize that her mother had hit the jackpot. Guys like Rick don’t grow on trees. Men like him weren’t supposed to be single in their forties, let alone looking for a girlfriend of a similar age. Don’t self-made millionaires usually date girls twenty years their junior? That was the perk of being a desirable man, wasn’t it? But despite the fact that her mom was approaching forty, divorced, and came along with a teenage daughter, Rick fell for Cindy after bumping into her at a grocery store on a muggy Saturday afternoon, and you could say that their lives changed in a big way from that very moment.


  Goodbye small two-bedroom apartment, hello seven-thousand-square-foot estate! The days of struggling to get ready for school in their one and only bathroom were well in the past. She had her very own bathroom now! Heck, the house had five of them! Six bedrooms, an inground pool with a hot tub, and four sprawling acres of perfectly maintained grass: sometimes she felt like a movie star. She’d even received a brand new Jeep Grand Cherokee for her eighteenth birthday last month! But as amazing as the materialistic perks were, the emotional bond was even better.


  She was the daughter Rick never had. A lifetime of building a construction company from the ground up had taken priority to starting a family of his own, but you wouldn’t know that from the way he treated her. Sometimes she forgot that he was her stepdad instead of her actual father. Her real dad didn’t have any involvement in her life, but Rick was there for everything. He attended her soccer games, shared in all of her important milestone events, and even played a vital role in her decision to attend college locally this upcoming fall.


  The end of her senior year was fast-approaching on this late May afternoon, and Emma was spending her Saturday relaxing by the pool. Her little orange two-piece bikini served as the perfect complement to the lounge chair that she soaked up the sun on. Attempting to remember if she’d applied an adequate amount of sunscreen was far down on her list of concerns at the moment, however. She was significantly more captivated by the hunk making his way over to the diving board.


  Where did Mom find the nerve to complain about anything? She had her very own Don Draper at home—minus the negative personality traits that her favorite Mad Men character possessed. Rick’s brown hair even resembled Don Draper’s slicked side part comb over haircut. And don’t even get her started on his dazzling blue eyes. They sparkled!


  It was bizarre how her mother had recently started to behave like her life was anything other than spectacular over the past year. As if this house, all the gifts, and their new cars weren’t enough; now, let’s talk about the guy that she would do just about anything to have all to herself.


  His chiseled jawline was more than enough to cause butterflies to flutter around in her stomach. This man belonged in Hollywood! George Clooney who? Exactly! Her stepfather would be the ultimate sex symbol if he was on the big screen, and a snowstorm wouldn’t prevent her from being out here in her bikini. Why you ask? Because of the eye candy, of course.


  Perhaps Mom’s finest purchase was the black Speedo that he’d just strolled by in. Even his legs were all muscle! Her definition of “fit” had been rewritten after spending the last four years in the same house as him. Even now, did he just bum around in the sun on one of the few Saturdays he took off from work? Absolutely not. It wasn’t in his nature to be lazy. Nope, he was jumping into the water to swim laps.


  An immense sense of disappointment seeped into her blood as he slipped into the water. Would it be out of line to ask him to pose for her? “Hey, Dad, I know this might sound kind of weird, but can I stare at you for a few hours?” Yeah, on second thought, that probably wouldn’t go over so well.


  She jumped to her feet and headed for the sliding glass door which led to their house, catching a glimpse of her reflection in the mirror as she strutted along the paving stones that surrounded the pool. Going to the gym three days a week with Ashley had paid major dividends. The five-foot-six brunette wasn’t exactly in need of a weight-loss plan, but she may have put on a few pounds at the conclusion of her soccer season.


  That problem was in the rearview mirror now. Her body was back to the lean frame she’d always carried it at, and her skimpy bikini top showed off the little cleavage she had. Let’s just say that she wasn’t blessed in the chest department like her best friend Ashley.


  A quick spin just in front of the door revealed a much different story when it came to the one part of her body that she could control though. “Perk” was the word. Her butt looked amazing! And to think that she’d originally scoffed at Ashley’s proposal to explore the weight room at their gym. Just look at what squats had done to her butt! It defied physics now!


  She took a quick peek back at the water to see what Dad was up to. How badly did she want him to be staring at her right now? He had to be a little bit attracted to her on a sexual level, right? Facially, she shared her mom’s brown hair and chestnut eyes, but she owned the body of an eighteen-year-old stunner. Mom didn’t possess her youthful glow either.


  The only person’s opinion she cared about was her fathers—not the boys at school, the guys at the gym, or especially those creeps who always commented on her Instagram pictures—but she didn’t like her chances of ever finding out his true thoughts on her appearance.


  Emma headed inside the house and skipped her way to the kitchen, her naked feet barely touching down on the hardwood that covered the dining room floor. She made her way past the solid black walnut island that sat in the middle of the kitchen, and to the refrigerator to pour herself a glass of lemonade. Her home never failed to amaze her. She still wasn’t used to the luxuries that surrounded her after all these years.


  Only a short walk separated her from the family room—the very room she loved more than anything in the world. The furniture was all Italian leather, the stacked stone fireplace caused her to feel like she was at her very own private mountain retreat, and the lack of a television made it the ideal room to enjoy a good book on a winter night.


  She still couldn’t get over the way her mother had been behaving lately as the refreshing drink swiftly filled her glass. Why in the world would Mom interview for a job over an hour away? Why had she applied for a job at all? She didn’t need to work, but the constant mentioning of feeling bored led to her exploring uses for her sociology degree online, and now she hoped to land a position as a human resources representative at a law firm over forty miles away.


  She filled a separate glass with water, shaking her head in confusion as she collected both the beverages off the beautiful marble kitchen countertop. The last thing she would do was work if she was married to Dad. Her only job would involve busting her ass at the gym seven days a week to keep herself looking good. Being a trophy wife to the world’s greatest guy sounded like a pretty sweet gig to her, but it was like Mom didn’t appreciate just how good she had it.


  She made her way back outside, leaving the glass of water at the edge of the pool for Dad. No sugar was a staple of his diet. He was too disciplined to indulge in unhealthy treats. She couldn’t even recall ever seeing him drink alcohol. He was just a handsome, successful, charismatic machine—built to run for maximum productivity.


  She retook her spot on the pool lounge chair and picked up her Kindle after helping herself to a long sip of lemonade. Was it wrong to want high school to last forever? Someday, she would have to leave all this behind, and she wasn’t exactly in a hurry to move on from her life of leisure.


  A few minutes of faint splashing passed before a deep voice spoke up. “Thanks, sweetheart.”


  She looked at the pool with a smile. Dad was enjoying the water she’d left out for him, and she was basking in the feeling of being called “sweetheart.” The cute pet names were endless: sweetheart, pumpkin, honey, baby, Em, giggles—all of which resulted in her turning to goo. The latter referred to her laugh that he loved so much. He only called Mom either Cindy or honey, but he had at least half a dozen nicknames for her!


  “So, what does the birthday girl have planned for tonight?” he asked.


  A big smile grew on his face as a result of her giggling. Her birthday had been almost a month ago at this point, but she was still being surprised with little gifts every few days! Like the bouquet of roses sitting on the front seat of her Jeep when she left for school yesterday morning. Or what about that big box of Mike and Ikes she had waiting for her at the breakfast table last week? She hadn’t enjoyed that fruity candy in close to a decade! She didn’t even know that they made them anymore! But that was her amazing stepfather.


  “No plans,” she revealed, placing her tablet down on the table next to her lemonade. “I was thinking about asking Ashley to spend the night, but Mom complained that she’s been staying over too much lately.”


  “Is that what she said?” he asked.


  Emma nodded.


  “That’s nonsense,” he noted.


  “I know that she stays over a lot, but—”


  “What did I just say?” he cut her off. “Ashley’s welcome to stay over whenever she wants.”


  “Really?” she asked. “I don’t want to get you in trouble with Mom or anything.”


  “My house, my rules,” he announced, his firm tone reflecting his dominant personality to a tee.


  She couldn’t help but laugh after hearing that. Dad didn’t allow her mother to walk over him by any stretch of the imagination, but she didn’t buy his peculiar timing in acting like some kind of tough guy. It was definitely easier to lay down the law with Mom staying over at Grandma and Grandpa’s house for the night.


  Her grandparents lived mere minutes from where Mom’s new potential office was located, so she decided to stay with them after a long day of interviewing, and to make the lengthy drive home tomorrow after she was refreshed.


  “Your house, your rules, huh? Easy to say when Mom’s not around,” she teased.


  He set down his glass of water before remarking, “Your mother knows who’s in charge around here.”


  Where had this version of her stepdad come from? He’d never been anything but a perfect gentleman to both her and Mom. He never even raised his voice! Sure, he was a wiseass from time to time, but his current tone wasn’t a sarcastic one—it was serious.


  “Then why are you letting her interview for this job?” she asked.


  “Your mother is a grown woman,” he said after helping himself to a swig of his ice water. “I’m not her father. I’m not going to tell her what she can and can’t do. This seems like one of those times where she doesn’t realize how good she has it.”


  He didn’t have to tell her that. She was well-aware of Mom’s irrational mindset. Her mother should be busy shopping for sexy outfits to wear for Dad, not interviewing for a job that she didn’t even need.


  “What are we going to do if she actually gets it?” she asked. “She’s seriously going to drive two hours a day? And what about during the winter? Dad, that’s a dangerous commute.”


  He took another sip of water before expounding on his thoughts. “Sweetheart, she’s forty-three years old. I can’t tell her that she’s not allowed to work. Hopefully she’ll come to her senses and realize that she could be spending her time more productively, but if this is something that she really wants to do, then I’m going to support her.”


  As if he wasn’t amazing enough already. Was there any question that he would support all of her own decisions as well? He really was perfect.


  “Maybe a job will chill her out a little bit,” he added. “I don’t know what’s gotten into her lately.”


  She knew that she wasn’t imagining things! Dad felt it too. Selfishly, the idea of Mom not being around as much sounded pretty good. There would be less nagging, significantly fewer arguments, and Ashley could stay over as much as she wanted. Mom would be way too busy to complain if she was always working.


  In a perfect world, Mom would get this job, Dad would work less, and her life would freeze as an eighteen-year-old high school senior without a care in the world; but then again, she didn’t have anything to bitch about either. Not appreciating her amazing life would feel similar to Mom’s situation.


  “What’s going on with Doug?”


  Her ears perked up at the sound of that rather awkward question. She’d hoped that he’d forgotten all about last weekend.


  “Nothing,” she answered meekly, her eyes avoiding the hunk in the pool. The uncomfortable moments of silence that followed caused her to reiterate her stance. “Nothing’s going on, Dad.”


  “I don’t like that kid,” Rick said brazenly.


  Could that have been any more obvious? What was the biggest giveaway? Was it the fact that Dad arrived home hours earlier than ever before last Friday? Or how about him sitting right next to the front door so that he wouldn’t miss meeting her date? Actually, the real answer would be the twenty-minute interrogation he put poor Doug through. Her classmate looked like he’d been through a war by the time they finally left for the movies, and she could only imagine what Dad had said to put the fear of God into him. Doug didn’t so much as attempt to hold her hand over the next three hours. Yep, her father had scared her date shitless, alright.


  “Doug’s a nice guy,” she defended her classmate. “It was a friendly invite to dinner and a movie. It wasn’t anything serious.”


  “Yeah, I noticed,” he shook his head, still not believing what he’d seen. “That fuckin’ kid picked you up in basketball shorts and flip flops.”


  She didn’t follow.


  “He was wearing basketball shorts and flip flops!” he emphasized again. “For a date!”


  “We agreed to keep it casual,” she laughed. “I wore jeans and a t-shirt. It’s not like I had on a gown or something.”


  Doug’s choice in wardrobe was just the tip of the iceberg in regards to his list of complaints. “And when was the last time that kid brushed his hair? He looked like a bum.”


  Part of her loved how overprotective he was of her. It was probably a good thing that she wasn’t outgoing and boy-crazy like Ashley, because he didn’t seem to be a fan of her dating. She wasn’t even looking for a long-term relationship with Doug anyway. He was a nice guy who she’d just so happened to be partnered with on a physics project; and besides, could she really have said no to him? He’d nervously stuttered through his entire date proposal. It was the cutest thing ever!


  She wasn’t in any hurry to lose her virginity, but it was impossible to deny the pressure that came along with being an eighteen-year-old girl. It felt like her male classmates expected the girls at school to be sluts at times. And then there was that whole frightening ordeal that happened with Holly Thompson last summer. What started as innocent flirting on Snapchat, ended with the redhead hooking up with two guys on the football team at the same time, and the nickname “Three Hole Holly” was born.


  Nope, she was perfectly fine not having a boyfriend, and graduating high school as a virgin wouldn’t be a problem in her book. Maybe she would ask Doug to prom? At least there wouldn’t be any pressure to hook up with him.


  Rick still couldn’t move on from the bizarre situation that had occurred seven days ago. “You shouldn’t date guys as some kind of charity project, pumpkin. I know that you’re just trying to be nice, and I’m sure this was the highlight of that kid’s life, but—”


  “That’s not why I did it,” she cut him off. “I did it because he’s a nice guy. Do I want to be his girlfriend? No, but I don’t see the harm in going out to dinner and a movie. Take a guess at what we discussed while we ate?”


  He could only imagine what that dork could possibly have to say to her. “What did you two talk about?”


  “Our physics project,” she revealed. “Does that sound romantic to you?”


  Was he really that out of line for expecting a different kind of guy to show up at the front door? An overweight, acne-covered, messy-haired nerd wasn’t exactly the boy he’d envisioned dating his daughter. Where was the quarterback of the football team? Or how about an inspiring entrepreneur? Not one of her male classmates had their shit together? None of them realized just how amazing the knockout was who they attended school with? Credit to Doug for having the balls to ask her out, but his little girl had to stop being so nice all the time. There wouldn’t have been any harm in declining Doug’s offer.


  Dad was seriously still annoyed about this? “We’re friends. That’s it.”


  Rick finished the last of his water, flabbergasted as ever by the idiots Emma went to school with.


  “You know, Dad, Tommy Jenkins asked me out at the beginning of the year,” she admitted, getting a kick out of his suddenly ultra-serious look. “Would you rather I have gone out with him?”


  “Who’s Tommy Jenkins?”


  “He’s the starting linebacker on the football team,” she answered. “They finally kicked him out because he’d stopped attending class after the season ended, but he still hangs around campus to sell weed. Maybe I’ll find out what he’s up to on Monday…”


  The glare being sent in her direction let her know just how sincere Dad was. She loved egging him on like this. “He’s really cute too,” she added.


  “Let’s see here…” he pondered the idea of her dating a guy like that. “Well, the first thing to go would be your jeep—that’s gone. Next would be your credit card, your phone, and the ability to leave the house. You would be locked in your room for at least the next five years.”


  She rested her head back, looking straight up into the suddenly cloudy sky with a big smile. “Oh, is that right?”


  “And then I would dig a big hole in the backyard for this Tommy fella,” he went on.


  She laughed so hard that she snorted. “You would kill Tommy!?”


  “Our buddy would get a dirt nap, alright,” he chuckled along with her. “You would be grounded, Tommy would be dead, and I would be in prison for the rest of my life. Sweetheart, how about we avoid all of that?”


  “You know how much I love my phone,” she noted sarcastically.


  That wasn’t a joke to him. She was always glued to her smartphone. “No shit. Lord knows you wouldn’t risk losing that thing.”


  She looked back at the pool to propose a very realistic scenario. It would be best to get this out of the way now. “I might ask Doug to go with me to prom. As friends! You’d rather I go with Doug instead of a guy like Tommy, right?”


  Maybe Doug would be the best thing for her until she found a guy up to her standards? At least dating that geek would prevent some manipulative jock from attempting to take advantage of her, and that was really all he cared about at the end of the day. All of his concerns about her relationship choices came from a place of love.


  The sound of his ringing cell phone put an end to their discussion. She leaned over the table to see who was calling. “Chris?”


  “Are you kidding me?” he huffed. “It’s Chris?”


  She nodded, picking up on his annoyed tone.


  “Can you bring me my phone, pumpkin?”


  She retrieved his phone and carried it over to him, not looking forward to what this call would do to his mood. Dad deserved a relaxing day off. He earned it! But it was fairly obvious that there would be a problem waiting for him on the other end of the line, and it didn’t take long for her gut instinct to be proven correct.


  “Yeah?” he answered from inside the pool.


  …


  “He did what?” Rick questioned, blown away from what he’d just been told. “Are you kidding me?”


  She didn’t like the sound of that.


  “Why is he talking back to customers? Especially someone as important as Roger?”


  …


  “Jesus Christ,” he groaned. “This is just what I need today…”


  …


  He hopped out of the pool while explaining his plans to the warehouse manager. “No, I’m going to head over to Roger’s store.”


  …


  “Yeah, now. I can’t let this sit until Monday. Roger’s too important.”


  …


  “Tell him that I’ll be there in twenty minutes,” he said while grabbing a towel from the empty pool chair next to her. “I’m coming from my house.”


  …


  “Okay, and how about someone explains to him that we don’t talk back to customers? I can’t believe this needs to be said.”


  …


  “Good, I’ll be there in twenty.”


  …


  “Bye,” Rick huffed before ending the call. He immediately turned to his daughter. “Never be self-employed, sweetheart.”


  How many times had she heard that over the years? He always told her to find a good job at an established company, but what were the odds of Dad actually being able to heed his own advice and work for someone else? Zero, most likely. Her father was an alpha male who naturally took charge of every situation he was in, so obviously he needed to be his own boss, and problems came along with being the man in charge. Truth be told, it couldn’t be any clearer that he would be miserable if he worked for someone.


  Even his current frustrated mood couldn’t impact the way her eyes wandered the chiseled masterpiece that was his body. Watching him dry off was better than any movie she’d seen in the past five years. How lucky was Mom?


  “You can’t send someone to take care of the problem?” she asked. “Dad, you never take any time off. It’s not good to work nonstop the way you do.”


  “I promise I’ll relax tonight,” he assured her with a comforting smile.


  “Tonight?” she questioned. “That means you aren’t going to be home until tonight?”


  “Yeah, I’m going to swing by the warehouse and check on the inventory,” he said while scrolling through his email on his phone. “I should be home by eight.”


  “It’s three o’clock!” she reacted loudly, beyond frustrated by this turn of events. “Working five hours on a Saturday isn’t relaxing!”


  His daughter wasn’t wrong, but he was set in his ways. “How about I pick up a pizza on my way home?”


  He may as well have told her that he was taking a trip to the North Pole. “Pizza? You’re going to eat pizza?”


  “Hey, I told you that I’ll relax tonight,” he chuckled. “Invite Ashley over too. I’ll bring dinner home.”


  While she liked the sound of him taking the night off, those delicious abs didn’t exist courtesy of pizza dinners. She didn’t want him getting too crazy. “Pizza sounds good. I’ll text Ashley.”


  He hung the towel over the back of the chair to dry before heading for the house. “See ya tonight, pumpkin.”


  “Bye, Dad!” she shouted back. “Drive carefully!”


  It took all of ten seconds for Ashley to respond to her text. Of course, her girlfriend was up for spending the night. When wasn’t she? Her BFF probably liked her house even more than she did, and sometimes she wondered if Ashley liked her father more than her as well.


  




  

    Chapter 2 – Everyone Wants Daddy


  


  “I’m not saying that we have to get married or anything. I’m just talking about being his side girl.”


  Emma didn’t dig this new look. Oversized hats? Who would actually wear something like this in real life?


  “I’ll be the girl that he takes on vacations, spoils with shopping sprees, and who he surprises with a new BMW on her birthday.”


  Was she out of touch when it came to the latest trends? She’d always been up to date on the hottest looks in the world of fashion, but these hats were ridiculous. She checked the magazine cover to verify that she had the latest issue. Yep, these were the upcoming summer trends, and she was lost from her spot sprawled along her bed on her stomach.


  Ashley was far less confused as she stared up at her best friend’s ceiling from her position flat on her back on the carpeted floor. A comfortable green pillow behind her head aided in visualizing her fantasy to a tee.


  “Okay, imagine this,” Ashley went on. “It’s Monday morning and you’re alone at the kitchen table. Your mom comes in and asks how you slept.”


  Emma flipped the page to be greeted rudely by the most disgusting thing on the planet: tie-dye. She would kill herself if this became a real thing. There’s no way she would live in a world where everyone wore tie-dye.


  “You tell her that you slept good,” Ashley continued, completely lost in her story. “But then you ask where your dad is?”


  And not just tie-dye shirts, but tie-dye dresses!? This had to be a joke. Imagine a society where she was an outcast because she refused to wear tie-dye?


  Ashley was just getting started. “Your mom tells you that he’s out of town for the week on business, but it turns out that’s just his cover story. Guess where he really is?”


  Emma flipped the page again and immediately smiled. Sequins! Now we’re talking! How amazing did that bright pink sequin strapless dress look? And those matching pink high heels were unreal! Hello potential Christmas present!


  “He’s actually in Aruba,” said Ashley. “He has his toes in the sand, a beer in his hand, and a big smile on his face. And what’s causing that smile? Well, that would be the girl next to him who’s busy enjoying her piña colada.”


  Emma finally tore her eyes away from her magazine. Ashley seriously couldn’t even attempt to sugarcoat it anymore? When wasn’t she raving about Rick? Her stepdad wasn’t one of their classmates, and he certainly wasn’t an eligible bachelor either. He was married! And he was her dad!


  “Who’s he with?” Emma decided to entertain her girlfriend’s nonsense as she turned her attention back to the fashion catalog.


  “Me,” Ashley revealed to the surprise of no one. “He decided to take me on a surprise getaway for the week, and I just noticed that he doesn’t have the proper amount of sunscreen on his stomach.”


  Emma rolled her eyes.


  Suddenly, Ashley was surrounded by sand. Birds squawked high above as crashing ocean waves created the perfect soundtrack for her fantasy getaway. Her long blonde hair came to rest on her large breasts, and her blue eyes matched that of the sparkling water in front of her.


  Her tiny bikini top didn’t shy away from putting her cleavage on display either. The cool sensation of sunscreen moistened her hand while her eyes turned to the perfect specimen relaxing in a lounge chair just to her left. This was exactly where she belonged.


  “Ashley,” Emma called out.


  Ashley found Rick’s stomach with her petite hand, all five of her fingers wasting little time in running over the ridges of his chiseled midsection. The line of hair moving south from his belly button—or as she liked to call it, his goodie trail—was just that: a trail leading to all the goodies. The dark hair covering his chest was intoxicating. Her insides heated up from the way his muscles glistened in the sun. His little black Speedo got her wet in a heartbeat. This was her dream guy. He was the man who spoiled her rotten, and then put her in her place inside the bedroom. He was perfection.


  “Earth to Ashley,” Emma tried again.


  But those abs needed an extra layer of protection, and the scorching sun would burn his glorious stomach without the aid of her secret ingredient. You see, there’s a long list of chemicals involved in the production of sunblock: benzophenone-3, avobenzone, methylisothiazolinone, and quaternium-15 to name a few. And many of these ingredients can actually be harmful for your skin. It was her responsibility to keep her stud in tip-top shape. Hours of research (well, not really) caused her to arrive at one very simple conclusion. There was one last vital necessity in keeping his skin safe.


  Her tongue.


  She leaned over and began planting kisses on his ripped abdomen, his lack of a reaction coming as anything but a surprise. This stud knew that he should be worshipped. It couldn’t have been any more obvious that she was obsessed with him. While the vacations, gifts, and the weekly shopping sprees were all incredible, she didn’t need to be monetarily compensated for her companionship. She would willingly allow him to walk her around on a leash if that’s what he demanded from her.


  “Ashley!”


  Emma’s loud voice ripped her away from the heavenly beaches of Aruba, and sent her back to her ordinary life in upstate New York. There was no millionaire boyfriend, no extravagant vacations, and no rock hard abs for her to drool over. The only thing on her plate were the hundreds of unbelievably mediocre boys she attended school with; and oh yeah, those thousands of guys on Tinder who all thought they were Brad Pitt. She would kill to trade places with Mrs. K.


  “What?” Ashley sighed, annoyed that her dream date had been interrupted. Things were just about to get juicy.


  “Where do you want my dad to get the pizza from?” Emma asked while looking down at her phone.


  “Did he just text you?” Ashley inquired.


  “Yeah, he’s asking where we want him to order from,” Emma said.


  “There’s this new place that just opened in the village that’s really good,” Ashley told her. “We should get it from there.”


  “What’s it called?” asked Emma.


  “Um…I think it’s called Rick’s,” Ashley said with a grin. “They actually have this really unique way that they serve their pizza. It’s kind of taking the world by storm, to be honest.”


  Did her friend ever stop? A new pizza place had just opened, they served food in a unique way, and it just so happened to be called Rick’s? Emma could put two and two together. It’d become exhausting by this point.


  Ashley’s smirk grew more devious by the second. “It’s the greatest business strategy ever. You see, they do this thing where they find the hottest guy they can, and then smear pizza all over his abs so that you can eat it off his stomach!”


  Emma turned her attention back to her magazine. She couldn’t be bothered with this nonsense anymore.


  “And who’s the hottest guy in the world?” Ashley asked, peeking over at the bed to discover that she was having a very one-sided conversation. “Your dad! Oh my God, I would so lick his abs clean!”


  Emma couldn’t possibly love these floral designs more—especially the all-over prints on the maxi and mini length dresses. You really can’t go wrong with flowers, can you? Colorful, fun, and screaming of summer: now, this was a look that she could get behind.


  “Tell him to pick up some beer too,” Ashley added. “How fun would it be to get drunk together? The three of us?”


  That could be fun to text Dad. He never indulged in alcohol, and the idea of him getting drunk with her was pretty much an impossibility. Perhaps this would be a way for him to truly chill out? Maybe a few beers would help her father to get the much-needed relaxation that he so rightly deserved? Or she could keep dreaming. But hey, what would be the harm in being a bit of a wiseass?


  She sent him a text. Pizza from Bella’s. Ashley is requesting some beer too :)


  “Did you text him?” Ashley asked.


  “Yeah, I told him that we want a pizza from Bella’s, and that you requested beer.”


  “Did you really had to word it like that?” Ashley groaned, not a happy camper at the moment. “Why couldn’t you have said that we both want it? It makes me sound slutty.”


  “That’s the point,” a now giggling Emma informed her bestie. “There’s no way that he would ever buy us beer, you know that, right? Like, I could name a million things that he would bring home before he would get us alcohol.”


  It didn’t take long for Ashley to be lost in another fantasy. What if alcohol was the ultimate truth serum for her friend’s sexy dad? What if Mrs. K became a distant thought to him after a few drinks? This could be so hot!


  Emma’s phone buzzed, causing her to check the message that would undoubtedly be from her stepfather.


  I ordered from Bella’s. In your dreams on part 2 of that message, btw. I’ll be home in 20.


  She knew it. Chances are that she wouldn’t see her father drink until her twenty-first birthday, and she had some definite plans of bringing him to the bar with her on that special day. They would get hammered together at least once in her life.


  “He’ll be home in twenty minutes,” Emma announced.


  Who needed Aruba when you had this amazing mansion? The inground pool in the backyard could easily substitute for the beach, and some cheap beer would be a perfectly fine replacement for a piña colada. Ashley was far from picky when it came to Mr. K. She would be a happy girl as long as he was in the picture.


  “How do you think that your mom landed your dad?”


  Emma tossed her phone onto the blankets, and curiously peered down at Ashley. “She met him grocery shopping. You know that.”


  “No, I mean like how did she really land him?” Ashley elaborated on her question. “She must be amazing in bed or something.”


  Discussing Mom’s abilities in the bedroom was uncharted territory for the two friends. Emma was very thankful for that too. It truly looked like nothing was off-limits anymore.


  “I highly doubt that,” Emma chuckled, struggling to envision a wild side to her mother. “My mom doesn’t exactly come off as the crazy type.”


  Things weren’t adding up for Ashley. “Okay, let’s look at the facts. One, guys like your dad always date models. Now, I’m not saying that your mom isn’t pretty, but let’s be honest here. She isn’t exactly a supermodel.”


  Emma wouldn’t argue that. Her mother looked good for her age, but forty-three is forty-three, and no amount of time in the gym could replicate the youthful perk of an eighteen-year-old girl. Most regular guys would kill to be married to a woman like Mom. Rick just didn’t qualify as a regular guy.


  “It’s not like it was just your mom either,” Ashley went on. “How many guys are willing to marry a woman with a kid? You’re awesome; but still, you know what I mean.”


  Emma giggled from her spot up on the bed. Ashley better call her awesome! They’d been best friends since grade school, after all. And to be completely honest, Emma had explored this exact topic plenty of times in her own mind as well. Mom seemed to be batting way out of her league when it came to her marriage.


  Ashley wasn’t done raving about the man who she was fairly infatuated with. “Rick treats you better than my dad treats me, and I’m not talking about all the stuff he buys you either. Have you ever seen my dad at one of our soccer games? He doesn’t even bother to show up! But Rick has never missed a game, despite running a business and working like ten times as much as my dad. Your life’s like a fairy tale or something.”


  “It’s—”


  “I think your dad likes me more than mine does,” Ashley cut her off. “You know that I love you, but I get so jealous of your life sometimes. I would kill for half of this.”


  “I’m—”


  Ashley was lost in her own conversation, and all the proof of that was in her interrupting Emma yet again. “But let’s get back to your mom. So, here’s my theory on how she scored your dad. Emma, your mom’s head game must be insane.”


  Emma stared blankly down at the floor, confused by the sudden change in direction of their discussion. “What?”


  “Her head game has to be crazy,” Ashley repeated. “I’m talking like world-class.”


  That hadn’t cleared up Emma’s confusion. “What’s head game?”


  “How you give head,” Ashley answered nonchalantly. “She must give the best blowjobs ever. It’s the only thing that makes sense.”


  Emma was even more lost than before. Head game? They were discussing her mom’s oral sex abilities now? What!? Her friend wasn’t a slut by any means, but she always payed close attention when Ashley discussed sex. Pretty much everything she knew about men came courtesy of her more experienced BFF.


  She couldn’t believe how curious she was to hear Ashley’s thoughts. “You-you-you..uh…think my dad married my mom because of her…um…blowjobs?”


  “Absolutely,” Ashley nodded immediately. “I actually think her age played a major role in getting your dad. A nineteen-year-old college girl can’t give head like a woman in her forties; plus, your mom knew what kind of guy she was dealing with. She had to pull out that grade-A head.”


  “Grade-A head?” Emma asked. “There are different types of head?”


  This time, it was Ashley who couldn’t appear more baffled. “Are you serious?”


  Emma nodded reluctantly, fully aware of the can of worms she’d just opened.


  “There are five different types of head,” Ashley explained, still sprawled along the bedroom floor on her back. “The type of blowjob you give all depends on the guy you’re with.”


  Emma sometimes wondered if Ashley was actually a character from a Quentin Tarantino movie. She always had an answer for everything—no matter how ridiculous the question. There were five different types of blowjobs? Was this a universally accepted fact that she was unaware of, or just another absurd truth which existed solely in her girlfriend’s world? It was time to find out.


  Emma closed her magazine and moved her phone out of reach. She was fully on board with learning about the different types of oral sex. “What kinds of blowjobs are there?”


  “First, is ordinary boyfriend head,” Ashley started. “This is the most basic of head, because it’s for the most basic of guys. It’s the kind of head you would give Doug if you two were dating.”


  “Hey, Doug’s a nice guy,” Emma spoke up for her classmate.


  “I’m not saying that he isn’t a nice guy, but he’s just an average Joe,” Ashley explained. “He can be replaced by a million different boyfriends. You don’t go above and beyond for a guy like that.”


  “What’s the next type?” Emma questioned, eager to move on from discussing her potential prom date. Why did everyone have a problem with Doug except her?


  “That would be ordinary husband head,” Ashley told her. “My dad falls under this category.”


  “You think that your mom gives your dad basic head?”


  “For sure,” Ashley said. “You know my dad. He’s an overweight, balding, lazy underachiever, and this is coming from someone who loves the guy! Trust me, my mom is so fed up with his bullshit. They barely even talk to each other at this point. There’s no way he’s getting a lot of action.”


  So much for Emma’s attempt to make Ashley uncomfortable. She’d somehow forgotten that the word “awkward” didn’t exist in her friend’s world. Heck, Ashley would probably critique her mother’s technique if she walked in on her own parents getting frisky.


  “Now, next on the list is spectacular husband head,” Ashley went on, loving this conversation. Nothing compared to discussing sex. “This is the type of head that your dad’s getting. Well, it’s what he should be getting if your mom is doing her job.”


  She should be offended after hearing that, shouldn’t she? Or perhaps she was simply accustomed to Ashley’s ridiculous personality by this point? Or maybe, just maybe, a little part of her agreed?


  Kinks, daily blowjobs, role-play: nothing should be off-limits when it came to her mother’s end of the bargain. Just look at what Rick had done for them. He’d changed their lives! Her stepdad was the kindest, handsomest, most loving man she’d ever met, and every single one of his needs deserved to be attended to. It was only right!


  But what if Mom wasn’t doing her part? What if she was slacking when it came to her wifely duties? The burden of sexually satisfying a man like Ashley’s father seemed quite taxing, but things couldn’t have been further from problematic when it came to pleasing Rick. Mom should look forward to it! She should wake up every morning with a big smile on her face, and her head full of risque ideas of how to worship the man she adored.


  But sometimes, she wasn’t so sure if her mother actually adored Rick.


  Her complaints had been taking a bit of a turn lately. Occasionally, Mom would bitch about Rick. She would grumble about how many hours he worked, about why he had to spend so much time at the gym, and why he wouldn’t hire a maid to clean the house. Dad obviously didn’t want to hire a maid. Why would he? It wasn’t in his nature.


  Who was the guy cutting their grass while the rest of their upper-class neighborhood had lawn mowing services handling their yards? Dad, of course. He changed the oil in their cars, fixed everything that broke, and even shoveled the driveway during the winter. He claimed that is was a great workout. Honestly!


  He was too lively to sit back and allow someone else to do the job. It was the very reason that he expected Mom to take care of the chores around the house. Her mother didn’t see things the same way, however.


  “I bet that your dad has a big dick.”


  Emma’s ears perked up after hearing that. “Excuse me?”


  “I said that I bet your dad has a big dick,” Ashley repeated brazenly. She’d never gotten this bold before when it came to her love of the one man she adored more than just about anyone on the planet; but hey, what better time than now? “He has to.”


  “Are you seriously talking about my dad’s dick?” Emma asked, fairly shocked. “Really?”


  “Stepdad,” Ashley corrected her. “That makes it perfectly fine.”


  “I don’t even know what to say…”


  “How about that you agree?” Ashley laughed. “Don’t pretend that you’ve never thought about it before.”


  …


  “Emma?” Ashley asked.


  …


  Ashley swiftly sat up Indian style on the floor, staring a hole through the girl who chose to remain silent on the bed. “Don’t even give me that shit.”


  “What shit?” Emma finally spoke up. “I didn’t say anything.”


  “You’re seriously going to pretend that you’ve never thought about Rick that way?” Ashley continued to probe for details. “Do I look like I was born yesterday?”


  What was she supposed to admit? That she’d inappropriately fantasized about her stepdad a few times? Or more like a few hundred times? It was never real though!


  “Stop,” Emma said, attempting to put an end to this insanity.


  “I know that you have,” Ashley went right along with her act. “It would be impossible not to. I mean, I don’t even live with him, and I think about him all the time.”


  “Oh my God…” Emma groaned.


  “But I do!” Ashley declared passionately. “You know that!”


  “Yeah, as a joke,” Emma said. “I always thought that you were kind of teasing me.”


  “Yes and no,” Ashley admitted. “I mean, I love breaking your balls about how hot Rick is, but I’m kind of in love with him if I’m being completely honest. He’s pretty much my dream guy.”


  An unfamiliar feeling of awkwardness swept through the room. Teasing, joking, and downright making fun of each other had never been a problem in the past. This, however, was different. It seemed real.


  The passing years had only resulted in growing feelings for the man she called dad. It would also be dishonest to pretend that she didn’t see what Ashley saw. Rick was the total package, and he just so happened to love her more than anyone in the world—her own mother included. At least that’s how it felt at times.


  Should she admit to it? Ashley was the only person she would ever dream of discussing something like this with, but that still didn’t make it right. Stepdad or not, he was still her father, and it was wrong to think of him that way!


  No, Emma wasn’t ready to have that conversation. It was time to move past Rick. “What comes next?”


  “We’re not done with spectacular husband head,” Ashley said with a grin. “Now, most husbands probably don’t get a lot of oral after they’re married. I mean, the job’s pretty much done, right? If a girl has a ring on her finger, then she isn’t as dedicated to pulling out all the stops like she is during the dating phase.”


  “How in the world would you know that?” a bewildered Emma asked.


  “Because I talk to a lot of women,” Ashley told her. It was the biggest perk of her annual summer nail salon job, after all. Gossiping with the customers was fun! “And I just know this stuff.”


  Emma rolled her eyes.


  “It’s different with a spectacular husband though,” Ashley said. “There’s a bigger urge to keep a man like that happy. You should hear some of the things those rich housewives would talk about while getting their nails done. About how they would spend all day shopping with their husband’s money, and all they had to do was buy some sexy lingerie for him to be perfectly fine with it. Is that the life or what?”


  Emma wasn’t so sure about that. “It probably sounds more exciting than it really is.”


  “No, it doesn’t,” Ashley immediately disagreed. “Coming home to a stud husband after a day of shopping sounds like heaven to me. Do you ever get jealous of your mom? I mean, she’s probably the luckiest girl in the world.”


  “Who comes next on this ridiculous list?” Emma asked in an attempt to move things along yet again.


  Ashley clearly wasn’t ready to do that. “I’d trade places with your mom in a heartbeat. I would cook, clean, and be in the gym seven days a week. God, I’d worship the ground your dad walks on.”


  She would love to defuse her bestie’s obsession with her stepfather right about now. A simple reminder of one of his flaws would most likely do the trick. Everything would cool down after the reveal of a bad temper, a phony personality, or an issue with infidelity. The problem was that Rick didn’t possess any of those imperfections. He was literally immaculate.


  “Well, he’s married, so you’re out of luck,” Emma put it as bluntly as she could. “Now, who gets the second best kind of head?”


  “That would be spectacular boyfriends,” Ashley revealed, unfortunately having to put the fantasy of marrying her dream guy behind her. “John Harmon is a perfect example.”


  Ah, John Harmon. Did everyone have a crush on him? It certainly felt like it. He’d pretty much been the stud of their class since the fourth grade. He was the sexiest of their male classmates, the star quarterback on the football team, and he possessed the lethal combination of blond hair and blue eyes. Unfortunately, he’d also been off the market since middle school.


  “Do you think that Tiffany is rocking John’s world?” Emma asked, skeptical of that happening. “I don’t know about that. I mean, she seems like such a prude.”


  “Tiffany has had John locked down since middle school,” Ashley said. “Like, you have no idea how hard I flirted with him back in ninth grade during our math class, but he never flirted back. Not once!”


  Tiffany Smithen and John Harmon were one of those perfect couples. The prettiest girl in school with the star quarterback of the football team—it was something out of a Hollywood script. Emma had never looked at things from Ashley’s perspective though. She’d always assumed that John and Tiffany were just meant to be with each other. Was there actually a sexual goddess under her gorgeous classmate’s rather bitchy shell? It didn’t seem likely in her opinion.


  “And so many girls flirt with John!” Ashley pointed out emphatically. “It isn’t like he’s married to Tiffany or anything either. He could break up with her anytime he wants and date literally any girl at school, but he doesn’t. And do you want to know why?”


  “Because he’s getting that spectacular boyfriend head,” Emma answered with a laugh.


  “You got it!” Ashley joined in on the guffaw. “Tiffany knows what she has, and she’s not about to lose it. She’s a very smart girl.”


  “Would you ask John out if they broke up?”


  Ashley couldn’t respond fast enough. “You’re kidding me, right? Is that a serious question?”


  Emma should’ve known better.


  “Of course, I would!” Ashley said. “Actually, there’s only one guy I would rank higher than John.”


  “He’s married!” Emma shouted. When would her girlfriend get that through her head? Her stepfather wasn’t available!


  “Hey, a girl can dream,” Ashley laughed. “What if your mom gets that job you were telling me about though? Maybe I can move in and keep your dad company if she does?”


  Emma was on the verge of going back to her magazine. Should she be worried? Or was this just her BFF’s typical ridiculous behavior? Ashley’s obsession with her stepfather had begun to feel awfully real lately.


  Emma still couldn’t get one final thing off her mind though. “Who gets the best head then?”


  “That would be spectacular single guys,” Ashley replied casually. “We’re talking about the type of head that your mom was giving Rick when they first met. You better have the most amazing head game ever if you’re trying to lock down some hot, rich, single stud.”


  Emma could only shake her head. This girl really did have an answer for everything.


  “You know, like those super sloppy blowjobs that porn stars give,” Ashley went on. “Do you think that your mom can deepthroat? I bet that’s what it is!”


  “Can we please stop talking about my mom this way?”


  Ashley was just getting started. “We need to figure out her secret though. How am I supposed to land a guy like Rick if I don’t know how to properly seduce him? Do you think she would tell me if I asked?”


  “Did you ever think that maybe Rick just loves her?” Emma proposed, not even considering the idea of her mother divulging in sexual details. That wasn’t in the realm of possibility as far as she was concerned.


  “There has to be more than that,” Ashley said. “Love isn’t enough for a man. His dick needs to be happy too.”


  Emma dropped her head into her hands.


  “What if your mom is a huge slut in bed?” Ashley asked, struggling to control her excitement. “Oh my God, that has to be it! Have you ever heard them having sex before? I bet it’s crazy!”


  Emma didn’t know where to start. Her mother was a fairly reserved woman. She never even showed off any of her impressive bust! She rarely drank alcohol, seldom used foul language, and don’t even get her started on her blah wardrobe. Mom had the most basic taste in fashion despite having access to her stepfather’s limitless credit cards. It was such a waste!


  Now she was supposed to pretend that her mother was some kind of porn star in bed? That didn’t seem probable. Actually, scratch that. It was impossible. Basic, vanilla sex seemed much more likely to be on the menu in her parents’ bedroom—not that she would ever think about such a thing.


  Okay, maybe that wasn’t entirely truthful. To be completely honest; occasionally, she found herself wondering what Rick saw in Mom. What if she was a freak in bed? That would at least help to explain their relationship. Dad could’ve fallen hard thanks to Mom’s sexual tactics, and while that didn’t seem likely, anything was possible.


  “My mom isn’t a porn star in bed,” Emma said. “Trust me, she isn’t.”


  “But you don’t know that,” Ashley argued. “Have you ever snooped through their drawers?”


  Emma couldn’t be more offended by the notion that she would behave in that manner. “No, I don’t do that kind of stuff. Am I nine years old?”


  “I’ve done it before,” Ashley said while rolling her eyes. “Everyone does. It’s natural.”


  “Yeah, when you’re a kid,” Emma voiced. “Not when you’re eighteen.”


  “I last did it like three months ago,” Ashley admitted, not understanding why her nosiness would be a problem. “My mom has this kickass vibrator, and my dad has a bunch of dirty magazines in his nightstand like it’s 1970 or something. God, he’s so computer illiterate. I wonder if he knows that he could find literally anything he wants on the internet?”


  “You shouldn’t be looking through your parents’ stuff like that,” Emma said, not anywhere near as surprised as she would’ve been if anyone else had revealed this information to her. “That’s a major invasion of privacy.”


  “I guess it makes me a bad person for wanting to know about my parents’ sex life,” Ashley rolled her eyes once more. “Or lack thereof. You know what we should do?”


  Emma could take a guess at what was coming.


  “We should go through your parents’ drawers,” Ashley said to the surprise of no one.


  “No, we’re not going to do that,” Emma told her.


  Ashley huffed, confused as ever. Where was her best friend’s naughty side? Or did she even have one? Emma almost always portrayed herself as a picture of purity, but she knew better. What about those nights when they divulged in dirty details during their sleepovers? She’d never forget the time that Emma revealed experiencing the most intense orgasm of her life courtesy of her vibrator and the image of John Harmon in her head either.


  But she wanted Emma to get really dirty. Where was the revelation of thinking about her stepdad? How about catching a glimpse of him coming out of the shower? And she’d seriously never pressed her ear against her parents’ bedroom door while they got frisky? No one could be this pure and innocent—not even her virgin best friend.


  “Here’s the way I see things,” Ashley said. “There are only two possible options.”


  Emma’s attention moved back to her magazine.


  “One, your mom is a sexual goddess,” Ashley said. “Now, is that possible? For sure. Is it likely? Probably not. I’m not going to pretend like I can see your mom being amazing in bed either. She’s probably more average than anything.”


  Emma flipped the page, smiling from the many different types of heels her eyes were greeted with. Was there anything better than shoes? Not that she could think of.


  “Two, your dad doesn’t need your mom to be phenomenal in bed.”


  Emma’s head popped up. “What?”


  “What if your dad doesn’t need your mom to be phenomenal in bed?” Ashley proposed. “Now, before you think that I’m talking about Rick being satisfied with a minimal amount of effort, I want you to get that ridiculous notion out of your head. That’s the last thing that I’m referring to.”


  There was no denying that Emma’s curiosity had been piqued.


  Ashley wasn’t holding back any longer. This had been on her mind for years. “What if your stepdad is super kinky?”


  “Kinky?” asked Emma.


  “Yeah, kinky,” Ashley nodded. “Like, what if he’s into tying your mom up and stuff?”


  A pair of chestnut eyes were already back on her fashion magazine.


  “Just hear me out,” Ashley said, picking up on Emma’s dismissive vibe. “Your mom wouldn’t have to be amazing in bed if Rick is into BDSM stuff. Anyone can get tied up. It isn’t hard.”


  “He isn’t into that kind of stuff,” Emma huffed, flipping the page.


  “But you don’t know that!” Ashley shot back. “Doesn’t it fit his personality when you really think about it? Your dad is a total alpha male. He runs his own business, he doesn’t rely on anyone for anything, and he has this complete dominant personality. Even the way he talks is authoritative.”


  “Or maybe he’s super submissive in bed?” Emma said. “Maybe he wants the exact opposite sexually from what he gets in his day-to-day life?”


  …


  …


  “What?” Emma asked.


  …


  …


  “It’s a possibility,” Emma huffed as a result of Ashley’s silence. Her girlfriend’s baffled look probably had something to do with her attitude as well.


  “No, it’s not,” Ashley said. “Like, there isn’t even a chance that your dad is submissive.”


  “I’m just saying that anything is possible,” Emma told her. “Could he be dominant? Sure. Could he be submissive? Absolutely. What about liking brunettes over blondes? Chocolate over vanilla? I know that football is his favorite sport, but would he rank hockey or baseball second?”


  Ashley had grown annoyed. “That’s not my point.”


  “But it’s mine,” Emma said. “You’re giving Rick all of these ridiculous attributes that fit the mold of your dream guy. You’re creating this entire narrative in your own head. What’s more likely? That he’s some kinky guy who ties up my mom, or that he’s just a great guy who loves my mom for reasons that you can’t seem to comprehend?”


  Maybe Ashley had blown things out of proportion? Perhaps Rick was merely a really kind guy who had the good fortune of being handsome and successful as well? Now that she really thought about it, he came off as too nice to be deviant. He treated Emma like his own daughter, for God’s sake! Would a sexually perverted man do something like that? It didn’t seem likely.


  But it couldn’t be that simple! Ashley refused to believe it. Mrs. K was nice, but she wasn’t spectacular, and Rick deserved the absolute best. And the notion that he wasn’t dominant in all aspects of life? That wasn’t even conceivable. He was the ultimate male as far as she was concerned.


  She decided to stick with her gut instinct. Rick was the total package, and in her world, that included sexual habits. He possessed a kinky core inside his flawless outer shell. He owned a gentle and hilarious personality outside the bedroom, and a completely controlling one inside it. He was everything she wished the boys at school were.


  “Okay, I want you to hear me out,” Ashley said.


  Emma took a deep breath in anticipation of what was to come. It was sure to be ridiculous.


  “What if I hit on Rick?” Ashley asked.


  Well, that was even more absurd than Emma had expected. “Excuse me?”


  “Yeah, what if I hit on him?” Ashley repeated. “That’s the only way we’re going to get any answers. Let’s say that I get really flirty, and—”


  “Stop,” Emma cut her off.


  “No, just hear me out. What—”


  “I said to stop,” Emma interrupted again.


  “You have the wrong idea,” Ashley attempted to explain herself. “I obviously would never do anything with him, but maybe he’ll open up to me if I act a little flirty. Are you seriously telling me that you aren’t curious to find out if he has a dirty side? Don’t lie to me, Emma.”


  It wouldn’t be entirely truthful if Emma didn’t admit to wondering what her stepfather was like in bed. It’d been over four years since he’d came into her life, and there was still so much that she didn’t know about him. It was only natural that she be a bit curious. Or maybe this made her a pervert? Or even a bad person? Either way, she was putting her foot down on this conversation. It was beyond inappropriate.


  “It looks like some things will forever remain a mystery,” Emma said.


  A frustrated Ashley had begun to give up hope. How couldn’t her best friend see the light? Not only was Rick the amazing man alive, but they had him all alone for the rest of the night. What would be the harm in getting a little wild? She didn’t like her chances of anything happening with Emma’s frigid attitude though. She was seriously fine with going out on a date with Doug, but she wouldn’t entertain the idea of flirting with Rick? What kind of backwards logic was that?


  “Yeah, I guess…” Ashley groaned. “But, maybe—”


  “Don’t even!” Emma cut her off. “You better not bring any of this up when he gets home either. Seriously! I just want to relax tonight. Promise me that you won’t cause any problems.”


  …


  …


  “Ashley!” Emma shouted as a result of the silence. “Promise me!”


  “I promise…” Ashley muttered under her breath.


  “Good, because I just want to chill out and watch a movie tonight,” Emma said. “The last thing we’re going to do is bring my dad into one of your ridiculous fantasies.”


  Ashley nodded, showing her girlfriend that she fully intended on behaving tonight. Well, she appeared that way to Emma. There was a certain something that the petite brunette up on the bed couldn’t see.


  Ashley had her fingers crossed behind her back.


  




  

    Chapter 3 – A Different Kind of Dinner


  


  10 Minutes Later. 8:17 PM.


  “Hey, girls.”


  “Hey, Dad,” Emma returned her stepfather’s greeting while heading over to the cabinet to retrieve a trio of plates. “Smells good.”


  “You’re not kidding,” Rick agreed, setting the pizza box down on the rustic oak kitchen table. “What’s going on, Ashley?”


  Rugged blue jeans and a plain white t-shirt. Was there a look that this man couldn’t pull off? Certainly not if you asked Ashley. She was rather smitten at the moment.


  “Ashley?” he tried again.


  “Hey, Mr. K,” she smiled, snapping out of her haze. She would do bad things to her dream guy. “Thanks for getting dinner.”


  “Not a problem,” he said. “I assume that you girls are staying in tonight.”


  “That obvious?” Emma asked sarcastically as she made her way back to the kitchen table. Their pajama pants and t-shirts were a pretty blatant giveaway that they didn’t have any big plans for this evening. “We’re going to make popcorn and watch a movie.”


  “A couple of party girls,” he teased.


  “What about you?” Ashley asked Rick. “Any wild plans tonight?”


  “My wild days are in the past,” he told the busty blonde with a smile as he took a seat at the table. “I have a little work to finish up in my office, but that’s about it. Not exactly an action-packed night.”


  Emma didn’t like the sound of that. “More work? Seriously, Dad?”


  “Yeah, you should skip the work and watch a movie with us,” Ashley chimed in.


  That was an awfully tempting offer. What was supposed to be a basic inventory check, resulted in him lugging around unorganized construction equipment for close to four hours. It wouldn’t get done properly unless he did it himself, so that’s exactly what he did. There was no denying that he felt the effects of his decision too. His lower back killed him.


  “Maybe I’ll join you two,” he said before opening the pizza box and tossing a slice onto his plate. “I guess that all depends on what you guys plan on watching.”


  Emma and Ashley weren’t sure what movie they would decide on, but there was little doubt about what they were seeing at the moment. This was seriously happening? A slice of cheesy, greasy, calorie-packed pizza was really making its way to Rick’s mouth? A UFO may as well have been flying through the kitchen. It was a shocking sight.


  “Oh, I found something on the front step, by the way,” he said, remnants of sauce covering the stubble on his chiseled chin.


  Emma’s eyes darted around the room before she asked, “On the front step? Um…where did you put it?”


  “In the fridge,” he answered with his mouth full.


  Ashley struggled to contain her love of this hunk. Every single little thing he did cast a spell over her. How cute did he look eating right now? He resembled more of an excited ten-year-old boy than a successful forty-three-year-old man, and you could add that to the list of things that she loved about him. He was just so freakin’ perfect!


  “In the fridge?” Emma asked. “You put it in the fridge?”


  “I sure did,” he answered, downing the crust before grabbing another slice. “Man, this pizza is good.”


  Two slices? He was eating two slices of pizza!? Emma started to wonder if she should call someone for help. He must’ve fallen and hit his head on the way home. When did Dad ever treat himself like this?


  But she had more pressing matters to worry about at the moment. Something had been delivered to the front step, and not only did Dad conceal its identity, but he’d put it in the refrigerator for some reason. Her curiosity got the best of her as she headed over to the fridge to find out what the big secret was.


  “No way!”


  Ashley’s ears perked up while she lifted her first slice of tasty pizza to her lips. What could’ve caused Emma to react that way? Anything was possible when it came to Mr. K. She knew all about the incredible gifts that her best friend received on a weekly basis, and her mind raced with potential ideas of what this could be.


  Was there some kind of delicious dessert in the refrigerator? Or what about the reveal of a few dozen chicken wings to complement their already yummy dinner? But when Ashley’s eyes met the particular item in Emma’s hand, an excitement unmatched by anything in her life swept through her body. This was the single greatest thing she’d ever seen.


  “Are you kidding me!?” Ashley shouted, stunned. “Really?”


  Emma’s ear-to-ear smile rivaled that of her bestie. Could she properly express what she currently felt? This wasn’t anything like the roses, candy, or the many treats that she received on a weekly basis. No, this was completely different.


  She held a twelve-pack of beer in her hand.


  “You-you-you got us beer?” Ashley inquired with a stammer.


  “Well, you requested it,” Rick commented casually while chomping away at his dinner.


  “Dad, this is for us?” Emma asked, still in a state of disbelief. First he was eating pizza, and now he’d bought them beer? “We can drink it?”


  “As long as neither of you plan on driving tonight,” he stated his terms.


  The girls exchanged excited glances; unmistakable hints of bewilderment located in those enthusiastic looks. Who was this man? While there was no denying that he was always amazing, this side of him had yet to be unveiled. This was Emma’s dream! Not only to see her stepdad loosen up and relax, but for her to participate in the fun as well! There was no hiding the fact that this sat at the top of Ashley’s list of fantasies too. She would never turn down a chance at spending time with her dream guy.


  Emma may as well have been walking on clouds as she made her way to the table with her hand clenching that blue box. Dad wouldn’t even remember that he had more work to take care of tonight after she started cracking open a few beers.


  And while Ashley and herself would definitely be tipsy after a couple of drinks, she was curious as to how Dad would handle his booze. Wait, he’d yet to acknowledge his participation in tonight’s events. What if he didn’t have any plans of drinking with them? That would ruin everything!


  And just like that, Emma froze.


  That heavenly box of alcohol had been yanked out of her hand. A pair of masculine blue eyes told her to take a seat—Dad’s look anything but playful. His face was unusually stern as he placed the box of beer on the table in front of him. He didn’t get serious with her often, but this was certainly one of those times.


  Emma scurried over to her usual seat, directly across the table from her father. Ashley was seated to her right, and Dad’s left. She also wasted little time with her preemptive strike. It’d be best to get out in front of any potential problems.


  “I promise that Mom will never find out,” Emma said.


  “My parents won’t either,” Ashley followed her BFF’s declaration. “We won’t talk about it with anyone. It’ll totally say between us three.”


  “We swear to God,” Emma doubled down on their guarantee.


  “What?” Rick asked, curiously looking at both the girls.


  “Dad, you don’t have anything to worry about,” Emma told him. “I know that Mom would kill you if she found out, but I promise she never will. We—”


  “You still think things work that way, don’t you?” he cut off his daughter with a laugh.


  Ashley clearly didn’t follow. She looked over to Emma for help, and while her friend didn’t appear bewildered, it also didn’t seem like she fully understood the situation either. Wasn’t he concerned that someone would find out about this? Serving beer to eighteen-year-old high school girls wasn’t exactly legal—regardless if it took place under adult supervision or not. It definitely wasn’t something that Emma’s uptight mom would approve of. And her own parents? Oh my God, they would both have heart attacks if they knew about this!


  “I still think that things work that way?” Emma questioned. “What does that mean?”


  “You know what it means,” he said before finishing the rest of his slice. “What did I tell you earlier, pumpkin?”


  Ashley had never been more jealous. Her own dad didn’t have any cute pet names for her. God, her girlfriend was so lucky!


  It suddenly clicked for a now smirking Emma. “Your house, your rules?”


  “My house, my rules,” he echoed firmly. “What I say goes.”


  Ashley couldn’t pretend that this was the first time. It’d obviously occurred before. How couldn’t it? She’d known Rick for close to four years, and sometimes it felt like she lived in this house over the course of those forty-eight months. She’d seen him shirtless, pants-less (God bless that Speedo), and covered in sweat after returning home from one of his jogs, but she’d never witnessed him quite like this.


  His tone was so firm and dominant. His house, his rules? He’d seriously just said that? Could Ashley officially declare that as the hottest thing she’d ever heard? It felt like an injustice to not reflect on the single sexiest sentence that her young ears had ever had the privilege of being privy to. It was also responsible for the unmistakable dampness in her purple underwear. Her panties were soaked.


  Her friend’s dad had never been anything but a perfect gentleman to her. He’d definitely opened up over the years and revealed his wiseass side, but this was significantly different. She knew that there was a controlling part to him! How couldn’t there be? He ran an extremely successful business, after all. Of course, he was bossy!


  “And how would this conversation sound if Mom was here?” Emma teased, her voice turning deeper to reflect her father’s cadence. “Cindy, is it okay if the girls have a beer? Please?”


  “Yeah, Mrs. K seems to call the shots whenever I’m around,” Ashley joined in on the fun, not about to miss out on a chance to bust Rick’s balls.


  Rick pulled a beer out of the box and cracked it open, eyeing both of the teens before tilting his head back and taking a long swig.


  “Big tough guy…” Emma giggled. She still struggled to believe the sight unfolding across the rectangular kitchen table. She never would’ve imagined watching her stepfather drink beer.


  Ashley was beyond smitten. Suddenly, Rick didn’t seem so mythical. Yes, he was perfect, but this was the first time that he felt somewhat on her level. Maybe she could relate to him a little bit?


  “I bet you can’t finish the entire thing,” Ashley said.


  He tilted his head back further, briskly finishing the remainder of the twelve ounce can before placing it down on the table with a sly smirk.


  “Mom would kill you if she saw what just happened,” Emma told her father.


  He retrieved another can from the box of beers and cracked it open without saying a word. The two best friends looked on in amazement as he made quick work of his second beverage. It was the first time that either of them had witnessed the almost arrogant look occupying his handsome face. His demeanor resembled that of an eighteen-year-old jock—not a forty-three-year-old dad—but you wouldn’t hear any complaints coming from the kitchen. This was the exact scenario that both of them had fantasized about.


  Rick turned his attention to Ashley with two empty beer cans sitting on the table in front of him. “Truth or Dare?”


  “Truth or Dare?” Ashley asked, her tone a peculiar one. “You want to play…Truth or Dare?”


  “Well, you have to earn a beer,” he said. “I can’t just give them away for nothing.”


  Ashley sat up straight in her seat, her smile perfectly reflecting her delight. Emma didn’t look quite as enthusiastic at her end of the table, however. Her dream involved seeing her father loosen up—not get crazy. He seriously wanted to play a drinking game with them? That wouldn’t have been the end of the world if not for the busty blonde who was bound to turn things sexual. When didn’t she?


  “Truth,” Ashley said, never more excited than she was at this very moment.


  “What’s the deal with this Doug guy?” he asked.


  “He’s a total nerd!” Ashley rushed to declare her thoughts. “Don’t get me wrong, he’s a nice guy, but he’s such a nerd. Like, the biggest nerd ever.”


  “Ashley…” Emma groaned.


  Ashley went right ahead with her opinion of Emma’s love life. “Emma can do so much better, can’t she? There’s this guy at school who’s totally into her—”


  “Tommy Jenkins?” Rick cut in.


  “No, not Tommy Jenkins!” Ashley laughed. “Oh my God, I would never allow her to date someone like Tommy.”


  That was music to Rick’s ears. He trusted Ashley. Emma’s best friend always seemed to have his daughter’s best interest in mind, and that was all he could really ask for. He just wanted someone looking out for his little girl when he wasn’t around.


  “There’s this guy in our class who’s had a crush on Em since like middle school—”


  This time, it was Emma who did the interrupting. “Shut up, Ashley!”


  “But Timmy Makey is soooooooooo in love with you. Everyone’s known it forever too,” Ashley teased before turning her attention back to Rick. “You should’ve seen the way he would look at her during our seventh grade history class. Like, he would just stare at her the entire time.”


  “And what’s the deal with Timmy?” he asked.


  “He’s cute, nice, and he plays football and basketball,” Ashley revealed. “He’s super athletic. I think he’d be a great boyfriend for Emma.”


  “There’s nothing wrong with her not wanting to have a boyfriend,” he clarified his issue with Emma’s personal life. “I just don’t want her dating guys because she’s trying to be nice.”


  “That’s totally what she’s doing!” Ashley agreed. “I said the same exact thing! It’s like she feels bad for Doug or something.”


  Emma dropped her head into her hands, choosing to remain quiet. What would be the point of defending herself? How many different ways did she have to explain the same thing? Doug was a nice guy who she had a soft spot for—that’s it! She didn’t have any plans of making him her boyfriend!


  “So, no-go on Doug?” Rick asked.


  “No-go on Doug,” Ashley confirmed. “I’m working on getting Em to see the light. She’ll wake up one of these days.”


  A beer slid across the table in Ashley’s direction.


  “You’re up,” he said to Ashley.


  Emma or Rick? Who would Ashley direct her proposal to? Was that a serious question? Come on, this was a once in a lifetime opportunity! She had no plans of blowing this.


  “Truth or Dare?” she asked Rick, cracking open her beer in the process.


  “Truth,” he answered.


  Ashley’s bare feet wiggled excitedly on the hardwood floor. How bad was she about to be? The temptation was far too strong to not ask this question. Sure, Emma would be furious in about five seconds, but she really didn’t care. She had far more important things to worry about than her bestie’s feelings.


  “Um…how big is your…uh…” Ashley struggled to find the best way to word her inquiry. “How big is your…um…thing?”


  Steam may as well have been whistling from Emma’s ears. She couldn’t believe what was happening. How in the world could Ashley ask her father that?


  “What thing?” he asked, not understanding her question.


  Ashley took a quick peek at Emma’s livid face before looking back at Rick. It was too late to stop now. She’d already brought it up, so why not get an answer to the one question that had been on her mind for years?


  “You know…your thing,” Ashley giggled, raising the beer can to her lips to hide her devilish smirk.


  The horrified look on his daughter’s face helped him to connect the dots. While Ashley had always been outgoing and rather candid with her thoughts, this wasn’t something he’d ever imagined hearing. She’d asked about his…thing?


  “What’s wrong with this girl?” he asked Emma, failing in an attempt to conceal his playful smile.


  “I ask myself that same question all the time,” Emma said while shaking her head in disgust. There wasn’t anything lighthearted about her comment. She couldn’t believe what had unfolded in front of her.


  “I’ve never had any complaints,” Rick announced boldly.


  “Oh my God, Dad!” Emma yelled as a result of her father’s unexpected declaration. “What the hell!?”


  Ashley was in heaven.


  “What?” he laughed. “I’m just being honest.”


  “Way, way, way too much information,” Emma said. “Like, way too much.”


  “Actually, it’s not enough,” Ashley argued. “He didn’t answer the question.”


  “Maybe you should talk to Mrs. K about that,” he said to Ashley.


  “No, that’s the last thing she should do!” Emma shouted. “Oh my God, please don’t do that!”


  That had become a fairly realistic possibility to Ashley. While Mrs. K seemed far too uptight to divulge in juicy details, how amazing would it be if she did? She would kill to learn all about the sex life of the luckiest woman in the world.


  “Unfortunately, I don’t see Mrs. K here. Or should I say…fortunately?” Ashley grinned at Rick.


  Emma was busy wondering what would happen to their friendship if she punched Ashley square in the nose. This was so ridiculous. Her BFF was openly flirting with her stepdad!


  “I guess we can’t get an answer then, can we?” he asked.


  “You see, Mr. K, that’s not how Truth or Dare works,” Ashley said. “I would love to just move on, but it’s not allowed. Don’t blame me though. I don’t make the rules.”


  “Oh, is that right?” he inquired, his eyebrows raised to match the mischievous smirk of the busty blonde sitting at his kitchen table.


  “Yeah, that’s right,” she nodded. “The rules of Truth or Dare are extremely strict and can’t be changed. I’m going to need an answer here.”


  A staring contest between an eighteen-year-old high school beauty and a forty-three-year-old businessman wasn’t exactly commonplace. It most likely wasn’t happening anywhere else in the world on this Saturday night either. It was a naughtiness that Ashley dreamed about, and an excitement Rick hadn’t felt since college. They were both in the mood to be a little bad.


  “Why don’t you guess?” he said.


  “Stunned” wouldn’t be a strong enough adjective to capture Emma’s emotions. Baffled? Yeah, that might work. She couldn’t even open her mouth to protest at this point. This was the single most shocking thing that she’d ever been a part of.


  “Six inches,” said Ashley.


  Why didn’t Emma gasp? Why didn’t she throw a slice of pizza at Ashley’s head? Why didn’t she demand that they stop this madness? Her best friend had just guessed her stepdad’s penis size, for God’s sake!


  He opened his third beer of the night, taking a sip with an almost arrogant grin in his dazzling blue eyes. Ashley didn’t need a verbal answer. His glare was more than enough.


  “Seven?” she guessed.


  He set the can down on the table, a slight chuckle ringing out in the otherwise silent kitchen.


  “It’s bigger than seven!?” Ashley inquired excitedly. Her one and only ex-boyfriend had come in at a not-so-impressive five inches. She assumed that Rick was packing, but she hadn’t planned on this. “You’re saying that you’re bigger than seven inches?”


  Ashley was locked onto each and every one of his movements like a hawk. His facial expressions, the way his eyes had yet to leave hers, and even the manner in which his hand rested calmly on the table next to his beverage: she didn’t miss a thing. He was answering all of her questions without having to open his mouth.


  But it couldn’t possibly be that big. It just couldn’t! Well, she was about to find out.


  “Seven and a half?” she asked, the unmistakable glow of young lust dancing in her blue eyes. “You’re packing seven and a half inches?”


  “I’d love for you to keep going, but I’m afraid that you’re only allowed three guesses,” he said.


  “No, I’m not!” Ashley immediately argued. “I can keep going!”


  “You see, Ashley, the rules of Truth or Dare are extremely strict and can’t be changed,” he told her with a grin. “It looks like Emma’s up.”


  “But I would have to keep going if there wasn’t a three-guess rule, right?” Ashley asked, completely disregarding Emma’s turn in the game. “That’s what you’re saying?”


  Their staring contest returned. Not much had changed except for Ashley’s noticeably flustered mood. Her feet wiggled while her fingernails tapped anxiously on the aluminum beer can in her grasp, her eyes refusing to blink until she received an answer. Somehow, someway, this man was even more perfect than she’d dreamed of.


  “You’re up, Em,” Rick said.


  Ashley didn’t need confirmation. She could feel it. This was so amazing! “Oh my God, you’re at least eight inches! That’s insane!”


  “Em,” he attempted to move on again. “Let’s go.”


  Emma was frozen, and it didn’t have anything to do with her impending decision of whether she would direct her Truth or Dare at Ashley or her father. She wasn’t necessarily horrified anymore either. Instead, an unexplainable sense of thrill—similar to that of Ashley’s—swept through her body.


  She should be shocked by what she’d heard, right? Ashley’s choice to act on her true feelings had rattled her; but at the same time, it was exciting. Her father was working with at least eight inches? But then again, she’d always kind of known that, hadn’t she? There had to be some kind of explanation for that bulge.


  When had she ever seen Dad this relaxed? All she wanted was for him to take the day off and enjoy himself, and she was finally seeing that. Sure, he’d gone to work earlier, but now he was treating himself to pizza and beer. And he was playing a sexually themed game of Truth or Dare with them! Who was she to intervene? This man deserved to treat himself to a good time for a change.


  Emma turned and looked at Ashley. “Truth or Dare?”


  “Truth,” Ashley answered.


  Emma was about to see if nothing was truly off-limits. “What happened with you and Kyle Kershaw?”


  “You know what happened between us,” Ashley wasted no time in responding. “Nothing.”


  “That’s not what I heard,” Emma said.


  “Oh, is that right?” Ashley asked. “And what exactly have you heard?”


  Emma had always disregarded the rumors between Ashley and the starting running back on the football team. Her girlfriend had told her that nothing happened, so she accepted that as the truth. She wasn’t so sure anymore though.


  “That you two hooked up.”


  “We didn’t hook up,” Ashley firmly rejected that accusation. “I’ve told you this.”


  “I heard that you went to his house after school earlier in the year,” Emma said.


  “From who?” Ashley asked.


  “From a couple of different people,” replied Emma. “And then I heard that you blew him.”


  Ashley’s jaw dropped. She hadn’t heard that rumor! “What!?”


  “Uh-huh,” Emma nodded. “It gets even worse though.”


  How could it get worse? She’d never blown Kyle Kershaw! That was the rumor going around school? A few girls had asked her if she’d made out with Kyle—which she hadn’t—but she never heard anything about a blowjob!


  “What did you hear?” Ashley inquired, startled from this shocking news. “Tell me!”


  “That you not only blew him, but that you let him cum on your face,” Emma said.


  Ashley gasped, stunned.


  “Yep, that’s the rumor,” Emma said. “So, are you being honest with me when you say that nothing happened? Because I’m starting to think that you might be lying.”


  “Who did you hear this from?” a panicked Ashley asked. She didn’t want the entire school thinking that she’d let some guy cum on her face! “Tell me who!”


  “There are like five football players in my physics class,” Emma said. “I heard them talking about it last week. I mean, everyone’s known about the rumors for months, but this was the first I’d heard about how kinky you apparently are.”


  “They’re full of shit, Emma!” Ashley declared passionately before turning her attention to Rick. “They’re lying! I’m not some slut!”


  Rick had finished his third beer midway through this surprising conversation. Where were girls like this back when he was in high school? There certainly weren’t any kinky blonde knockouts in his class. Facials? Shit, he was born in the wrong decade.


  “Some girls are into that kind of thing,” he said. “It’s nothing to be embarrassed about.”


  “I DIDN’T LET HIM CUM ON MY FACE!!!” Ashley shouted before regaining her composure. As humiliating as it was that her classmates and best friend thought of her as a slut, it was even worse for Mr. K to see her in that light. “I didn’t do anything with him. He asked me out, we grabbed a coffee together, and nothing came of it. Suddenly, there’s this rumor going around school that we made out, which is total BS. That never happened.”


  “Who knew that Ashley was so wild?” Rick asked Emma with a laugh.


  “I’m not wild!” Ashley protested. “Well, I could be for the right guy, but I’m not some slut. I wouldn’t blow Kyle, and I especially wouldn’t let him cum on my face. I can’t believe you think that happened.”


  “I never know with you,” Emma giggled.


  “It’s my turn now, right?” Ashley rushed to get the heat off herself. Technically, it was Rick’s turn, but she didn’t care. “Okay, good. Truth or Dare, Mr. K?”


  He slid a beer across the table to his daughter before answering, “Truth.”


  There wasn’t a moment of hesitation on Ashley’s end. She knew exactly what to ask. “Have you ever given Mrs. K a facial?”


  He looked over at Emma to find her calmly opening her beer. Why hadn’t she freaked out after hearing that? It was almost as if she were waiting for an answer—just like Ashley. It certainly wasn’t the reaction he’d expected.


  “Sure, she goes to the spa all the time,” he answered sarcastically.


  “You know what I’m talking about,” Ashley said, not in the mood for jokes. “Do you give her facials or not?”


  “Do you seriously want me to answer this?” he asked, taking another peek across the table at Emma. She still waited patiently, taking a sip of her beer. “It’s pretty personal, isn’t it?”


  “You already admitted to having at least an eight inch dick,” Ashley reminded him, smirking proudly. “I don’t think it’s the end of the world to give us a few details about your sex life.”


  “Pumpkin, do you really want to hear about your mother?” he asked Emma.


  Did Emma want to hear about her mother? Her answer would’ve been a resounding “no” five minutes ago. She couldn’t explain if it was Ashley, this crazy environment, or the half a can of beer she’d just drank, but she was fully on board with her best friend’s plan. She wanted to uncover every little detail about her father.


  “Fine with me,” Emma said.


  Rick turned back to Ashley, stunned at not only his daughter’s reaction, but that he was going along with this for some reason. Forty-three-year-old men shouldn’t be playing sexually-driven drinking games with a pair of eighteen-year-old girls, and they especially shouldn’t participate if one of the ladies involved just so happened to be their own stepdaughter! And now he was about to talk about his sex life? What was he doing?


  “Our generation really isn’t into that kind of stuff,” he spoke faintly, his eyes darting anywhere other than his company. “I think you guys are a little wilder than us.”


  Ashley curiously glanced at Emma before her blue eyes quickly shifted back to Rick. “Everyone’s kinky, Mr. K.”


  “Not everyone…” he said, his voice still dim.


  “Not everyone…as in…Mom?” Emma asked.


  He struggled to comprehend who he’d revealed this information to as he glanced across the table. Her long brown hair, those does eyes resembling two brown chestnuts, a little button nose that perfectly complemented her high cheekbones, and quite the pair of pouty lips to match: his stepdaughter really was an angel. It’d become increasingly more difficult to ignore her changing body over the years as well. Where had that perky backside come from all of a sudden? She’d certainly grown up in a major way since first meeting her four years ago—not that he looked at her in that fashion.


  Was it his fault that Emma was everything Cindy wasn’t? Why was his wife so miserable and distant, while his daughter possessed a certain energy that he couldn’t get enough of? And now he was about to tell his perfect little girl about her mother’s less-than-stellar habits inside the bedroom? Well, he may as well crack open beer number four. Lord knows that he would need it.


  “Let’s just say that your mom isn’t exact a wild woman,” he confessed.


  Ashley couldn’t believe it. This discredited her entire theory! How in the world had Mrs. K managed to marry Mr. K without rocking his world in bed?


  Emma tilted her head back and finished the remainder of her beer before setting it down on the table with a knowing smirk. “Yeah, that isn’t exactly news to me, Dad.”


  “It isn’t?” he asked.


  “No offense, but Mom’s kinda boring,” Emma divulged her thoughts. “I mean, it’s pretty hard to envision her being up for something like—”


  “Taking a facial,” Ashley jumped in, always ready to dirty up the conversation. “So, back to the question. Have you ever given Mrs. K one?”


  He shook his head no.


  “Really?” Ashley questioned. “Not even once?”


  “I said that it’s something younger girls tend to be into,” he reiterated. “Mrs. K is in her forties. She’s not exactly a spring chicken.”


  A light bulb abruptly went off in Ashley’s head. How would he know that younger girls were more sexual liberal? Wait a minute, had he actually admitted to something without even realizing it? Oh my God, this was huge!


  “What kind of girls were you dating before Mrs. K?” Ashley asked, up to no good, per usual.


  His eyebrows perked up. “Since when are you allowed to ask more than one question?”


  “You were hooking up with younger girls, weren’t you?” Ashley continued her assault of inquiries.


  He chose to remain quiet, making quick work of his most recent beer instead.


  Ashley’s eyes bolted around the room. What if he’d fucked some mid-twenties knockout on the kitchen counter? Or what if he had some sexy college cutie bent over this very table? How hot would that be?


  He’d probably ruined every girl he’d ever encountered. How couldn’t he? Where else would some college chick find a rich stud with a perfect body and a huge cock? And he’d cum on their faces? Ashley was having a hard time controlling herself! She could totally get off to this if she was alone. Hell, how many times had Mr. K been the fuel for unbelievably intense orgasms in her bedroom before? Like, a million! The revelation of a dirty side had only made him that much more perfect in her eyes.


  This time, Emma did the probing. “How many girls were you messing around with before Mom?”


  “I’m forty-three years old!” he shouted with an expression of disbelief on his handsome face. “It’s not like your mother was my first.”


  “Yeah, but still…” Emma sighed. “You were banging lots of younger girls?”


  “When did I ever say that!?” he reacted intensely. “Holy shit, you’re just as bad as Ashley!”


  “Hey, I’m just stating the facts,” Ashley said with a grin. “It’s fine to admit that you were a playboy.”


  “More like a manwhore,” Emma added, not a fan of this news.


  “I’ve been with three hundred women in my life,” he confessed. “Does that make me a manwhore?”


  Emma’s jaw dropped. “What!?”


  “I’m joking!” he laughed. “Jesus, what kind of guy do you think I am?”


  “I could see you being with three hundred women,” Ashley chimed in. “You would get so many matches on Tinder.”


  “I was pretty popular on there,” he admitted while adding his most recent beer can to the growing collection of empties.


  “You were on Tinder!?” Ashley shouted. “Are you kidding me!?”


  “Sure, before I met Emma’s mother,” he said. “I work a lot. I’m not exactly out and about all the time either. Online dating made it easier to meet people.


  Ashley was currently furious that she wasn’t five years older. She could’ve met her dream guy on Tinder back when he was single! How amazing would that be? And, oh yeah, she totally would’ve hooked up with him on the first date. It would be impossible not to!


  Emma wasn’t quite as thrilled as the girl sharing the table with her. Dad had been on Tinder? Seriously? The last thing she wanted to think about was hundreds of college girls messaging him for dates and hookups. He was too perfect to indulge in that type of degeneracy, wasn’t he?


  “My turn!” Emma shouted. “Truth or Dare, Dad?”


  “How do I keep getting skipped?” he asked.


  “You’re up next,” Emma declared emphatically. She was in a frenzy to move things in a particular direction. Something had been on her mind for years. “So, truth or—”


  Emma’s thoughts were derailed by the unmistakable sound of a text message being received. That was her phone, wasn’t it? Who would text her on a Saturday night if Ashley was already with her? Maybe one of the girls at school wanted to come over? Or what if it was one of her male classmates? Ashley would certainly get a kick out of that.


  But then she realized exactly who’d texted her. She didn’t even need to pull her phone out of the pocket of her pajama pants either. It was so obvious.


  Ashley had her phone in her hand, and the world’s most mischievous grin on her face.


  Emma retrieved her phone from her pocket. Why in the world would Ashley text her while sitting only a few feet away? They couldn’t just talk?


  It only took a brief glance at the screen to realize exactly what her BFF was up to. She should’ve expected this by now.


  “Not happening,” Emma remarked firmly.


  “Why not?” whined Ashley, fluttering her long eyelashes to appear as cute as possible. “Pleeeeeeease.”


  “Absolutely not,” Emma said. “Are you out of your mind?”


  Rick was lost.


  “I’ll be your slave for a week,” Ashley told her. “I’ll do anything you want!”


  That piqued Emma’s curiosity. “Anything?”


  “Anything,” Ashley reiterated. “I swear to God!”


  “You won’t say no to anything I ask?” Emma checked the terms of the deal that she was seriously considering agreeing to. “Promise?”


  Ashley was over the moon. Her bestie was actually considering her proposal? “I promise! I won’t say no to anything!”


  Emma took a moment to think things over. This would be crazy. Would it be kind of hot? Yeah, she couldn’t deny that. Her problem now involved if having Ashley as her slave for an entire week would be enough of a payment.


  “No longer than five seconds,” Emma said. She couldn’t pass up the chance at having her own personal slave.


  “Come on, Em,” Ashley groaned. “I’m agreeing to be your slave for an entire week! Thirty seconds.”


  “Thirty seconds is way too long,” Emma argued. “Ten seconds.”


  “Twenty seconds,” Ashley countered. “I swear I’ll stop after twenty.”


  Rick couldn’t be more baffled. “What are you two talking about?”


  Emma ignored his question, instead focusing solely on Ashley. “Okay, deal.”


  Ashley had never been more excited in her life.


  “So, Truth or Dare, Dad?” Emma asked, turning back to her father.


  “Um…dare…I guess,” he said, still not sure what had just happened.


  Ashley may as well have just won the lottery. “YES!”


  Emma could only laugh. On the good side, she now had her very own slave for an entire week. On the bad side, her father had played right into Ashley’s plan. She couldn’t believe the words that were about to come out of her mouth.


  “I dare you to kiss Ashley.”


  His eyes peered sharply while he stared across the table. “What did you just say?”


  “I said that I dare you to kiss Ashley,” Emma repeated, doing her best to stay somewhat casual.


  Ashley was anything but relaxed. She bounced up and down in her seat with excitement while gazing at her fantasy guy. She’d gotten off easy! She would’ve agreed to have been Emma’s slave for a year if it resulted in being able to kiss Rick!


  Rick quickly discovered that this wasn’t a joke. That much had been made clear from Ashley’s ecstatic expression after he took a quick peek in her direction. He wasn’t oblivious. He’d always known that Ashley had a bit of a crush on him, but to actually want to kiss him? And for his daughter to set the wheels in motion? What in the world was going on?


  He put an end to the fun by raising his arm into the air, showing Emma the back of his hand.


  “The rules of Truth or Dare don’t recognize wedding rings,” Ashley spoke up.


  Emma stared across the table—silent—and grinning slightly. Maybe Ashley wasn’t the only one with a naughty side? Why did a small part of her desire to see her dad and her best friend kiss? Was it because Dad would absolutely have to enjoy it? How couldn’t he? Ashley was gorgeous! And Dad was a man with urges. Theoretically, they were a perfect match.


  Ashley could live out her dream, while Dad would get to have a little fun with an eighteen-year-old blonde-haired, blue-eyed knockout. This was the ultimate way for him to truly relax tonight. Pizza and beer may have been awesome, movies were fun, but getting a little hot and heavy with a girl like Ashley was what her father really needed.


  So, Emma signed off on the one and only girl who she would ever allow to kiss her father. It was time to properly treat the man she loved, and since she couldn’t help him personally, then she would loan her girlfriend out for twenty seconds. Besides, it wasn’t like they were hurting anyone. Her mother would never find out!


  He couldn’t possibly make himself more clear. “I’m not kissing Ashley.”


  “That’s not how Truth or Dare works, Dad,” Emma said. “You can’t say no.”


  “Yeah, you can’t say no,” Ashley smiled, beyond giddy. She couldn’t even sit still.


  “I’m married to your mother,” he reminded Emma. “What do you think she would say if she heard about any of this?”


  “My house, my rules,” Emma smirked at him.


  “Your house, your rules?” he chuckled. “Is that right?”


  “Mmm-hmm,” Emma nodded. “I call the shots around here.”


  He looked over at Ashley to double check that he wasn’t currently caught up in the world’s most bizarre dream, but she merely stared back at him, biting her lower lip. What had gotten into these two? His daughter seriously wanted him to kiss her friend? Really?


  “So, Ashley will be your slave for a week if I kiss her?” he asked Emma, putting the pieces together. “That’s what you two agreed to, right?”


  Emma nodded.


  “And since I’m in charge of you, then I guess that makes Ashley my slave as well,” Rick grinned while taking a look around the table.


  Ashley did her best not to scream. She’d never wanted someone so badly. How long would she have to be Emma’s slave to get a night all alone with Rick? A year? A decade? A lifetime? Whatever the answer, it would totally be worth it.


  “I guess that makes her your slave too,” Emma said, staring directly into his blue eyes. “Isn’t that right, Ashley?”


  “I’ll be anything he wants me to be,” Ashley confirmed with a whimper. She was proud of herself for simply being able to form a coherent sentence in her current sexed-up state.


  Rick had gotten a kick out of the past few minutes, but it was time to end this craziness. He was a married man. And his stepdaughter was sitting right at the table with him! Under no circumstances could he actually kiss some eighteen-year-old girl—no matter how cute she may be.


  “I think that you girls should go watch your movie.”


  “But, Daaaaaaaaad,” Emma whined, having already mapped out the next week with her very own slave. “Come on!”


  “Yeah, come on, Mr. K!” Ashley joined in with a pout. “It’s just a kiss.”


  He let out a long exhale after taking another look around his kitchen table. Any remaining doubt that these two were messing with him had been wiped away. Emma had her bottom lip pushed forward in the irresistible way she always did whenever she wanted something, and Ashley may as well have resembled a child using her blue eyes to beg her father to buy something far too expensive for her mother’s taste.


  An idea suddenly came to him. This was perfect! Not only would it get him out of this dilemma, but he wouldn’t have to be the bad guy either! There wasn’t any way that Emma would say yes.


  “I’ll kiss Ashley if you agree to be my slave for a week,” he said to his daughter.


  “Deal,” Emma accepted immediately.


  Well, that backfired. Was he the only one who hadn’t lost his mind? Not only had Emma just agreed to be his slave for a week, but she wanted her best friend to kiss him. He was really just supposed to play along with this insanity?


  But on the other hand, how great would it be to have Emma as his slave? Sure, she was helpful around the house, but she was still an eighteen-year-old girl at the end of the day. Cleaning and folding laundry weren’t exactly activities that she could be found doing regularly. She definitely took after her mother when it came to her priorities.


  “Dad, it’s not cheating or anything,” Emma reassured her father. “It’s just a game.”


  He was about to act very out of character. Something had gotten into him on this Saturday night. “This stays between us three, understood?”


  “Deal,” Emma agreed, surprised to see him have a change of mind. All it took was a quick peek over at Ashley to confirm that her BFF was about to live out her ultimate fantasy.


  Ashley’s eyes soaked up every inch of her dream guy. His white t-shirt may have been loose-fitting on a normal man, but those sleeves barely contained his bulging biceps. And what about the thick veins that ran along his powerful arms? His shoulders and arms were enough to make her melt, but his gorgeous face was what she would be enjoying tonight.


  The slight stubble on his chiseled face resembled that of her favorite Hollywood heartthrobs. His dazzling blue eyes took her right back to the glorious beaches of Aruba. His vast amount of success in his personal life only turned her on that much more. He was her ideal guy, and she was about to kiss him!


  Ashley’s silence was all but guaranteed. If Mr. K demanded that she be a good girl and keep her mouth shut regarding tonight’s escapades, then she would do just that. She wanted nothing more than for this incredible man to look at her in the same light that he saw Emma.


  A chill shot down her spine as his hand raised into the air and gave her the “come hither” motion with his index finger. He’d demanded that she follow his order without saying a word. He was bossy, controlling, and oh so sexy, and she wanted nothing more than to be his little plaything.


  Ashley jumped to her feet and approached Rick, full of excitement and eagerness. The energy in the room amplified tenfold when his chair slid back slightly, but that glee was short-lived, however. She almost wasn’t able to comprehend what she’d just seen. This was an entirely different level of stimulation.


  Rick had patted his thigh.


  He’d mutely told her to take a seat on his leg! And not even that! He’d instructed her to sit on his lap! On his freakin’ lap!


  Her breaths grew short. The hairs on the back of her neck stood up straight. Emma was no longer in the room with her. She was back on that private beach in the Caribbean, soaking up the sun with her sugar daddy.


  What if he noticed how wet he’d made her? This couldn’t have been the first time that a girl had sat on his lap completely soaked. It was a compliment in a way, wasn’t it? Sure, it would be a little on the slutty side, but it wasn’t her fault. She couldn’t help that he drove her crazy!


  Nothing could better describe their relationship than the way the soft cotton of her baby blue pajama pants met the rough denim of his jeans as she took a seat on his thigh. His experience and confidence were the ideal contrast to her youthful innocence. A man like this was too good for a woman like Mrs. K. He deserved someone young, perky, and beautiful. He deserved her.


  Emma held her phone out to show her dad the twenty second timer on the screen. Ashley had yet to look in her direction, but that hadn’t come as much of a surprise. Her bestie seemed lost in her very own world.


  Both of Ashley’s legs—as well as her body—faced away from Mr. K and toward the wall while she twisted to look at him. In a perfect world, she would be seated directed on his groin while gazing straight into his eyes, but she didn’t want to get greedy. She couldn’t take a chance at blowing this opportunity.


  He swept her blonde hair behind her ear and asked, “Ready?”


  She couldn’t respond. Her nerves approached an all-time high as she took a deep gulp in an attempt to collect herself. This was really happening!


  And then everything abruptly made sense.


  Of course, it played out like this. Why wouldn’t it have? Would Mr. K have behaved like one of her clumsy classmates? No way. She had twenty seconds to share with an alpha male, and he was operating in the only manner that he knew how: by taking complete control of the situation.


  He leaned in and touched her lips gently with his mouth. The strong hand on the back of her neck caused her to melt. His lips were so soft and caring, yet masculine and dominant. He didn’t require anything from her to make this the single sexiest moment of her life, and why would he have? Guys like him were used to handling everything on their own.


  And then her left hand finally got with the program. Slowly, her fingers trekked northward along his arm until they arrived at his right bicep, where they promptly slipped under his t-shirt. So what if she wanted to squeeze his muscles—or at least attempt to. Her little hand was no match for his big arms!


  She may as well have been clutching a rock, and her right hand found a similar firmness after she placed it on his chest. Everything about him was so hard, except his lips. Both the grip on the back of her neck and the hand of his which had recently come to rest on her knee were anything but tender. It was the perfect mix of warmth and control. His touch claimed her. It marked what he deemed as his. At this very moment, she felt like his girl.


  His smell captivated her. The distinctive scent of a man who worked for a living radiated from his neck—hints of the last of his deodorant mixed with pure masculinity.  Just like the rest of him, his unambiguous odor contained the ability to cast a spell over her.


  His focus shifted to her lower lip as her mouth gradually opened. While she didn’t want to come off as too aggressive, every part of her yearned to play with his tongue. The urge to make out like a pair of horny thirteen-year-olds consumed her. She’d never been so turned on.


  Buzz! Buzz! Buzz!


  Why had he pulled back!? Who cared that the alarm on Emma’s phone just so happened to be blasting? She had far more pressing concerns. Specifically, like the forty-five minute french kissing free-for-all that she had planned.


  “Hey,” Emma tried to get their attention.


  Ashley fell further into Rick as he attempted to distance himself from her again. His perfect mouth wasn’t going anywhere if she had a say. It belonged to her.


  “Hey!” Emma shouted.


  This time, it was her mouth that planted on his lower lip, but without any of the sleekness in which he’d kissed her with mere moments ago. She couldn’t care less though. She was far too worked up to worry about manners.


  “HEY!!!” Emma screamed.


  Ashley snapped back around to face her girlfriend who appeared anything other than happy. Actually, she couldn’t remember ever seeing Emma seethe like this before. The glare being sent her way was unlike any look ever exchanged throughout the course of their friendship.


  The buzzer on Emma’s phone continued to wail as she stared a hole through Ashley. What in the world had she just watched? On what planet had she actually thought that she would be fine with this? She’d just allowed her best friend to maul her father in exchange for being her slave!


  It didn’t take long for Emma to realize what a mistake she had made. A plethora of feelings filled her while she watched their lips meet, but it was one emotion in particular that had really stuck out like a sore thumb.


  She felt jealous.


  She didn’t want to be in Ashley’s place, did she? No, she couldn’t want that; but then again, what if a little part of her did? What if a teeny bit of her subconscious wanted to be the one kissing her dad?


  No, that couldn’t be it. God, she was sick to even think that! Her overprotective side had simply kicked in. That was it. More times than not, the simplest explanation is in fact the right one.


  “Time’s up,” Emma said annoyed, ending the loud alarm and doing her best to regain her composure. “You went over by fifteen seconds, by the way.”


  There was no misinterpreting Emma’s word. It wasn’t meant as a playful joke either. Ashley was being scolded.


  But she didn’t care.


  She threw herself at Rick, her hands slithering between his back and the wood of the chair in an effort to wrap her arms around him. She may as well have been mauling him with the way her breasts pushed against his flat stomach. This was her dream bed. She would kill someone for the privilege of being able to fall asleep on her very own hunky mattress every night.


  “Ashley,” Emma growled, not a fan of what she saw.


  “We’re not kissing,” Ashley rushed to point out with the side of her face buried in his strong peculiar muscles. “What, I can’t give your dad a hug?”


  “Get off of him,” Emma demanded. “Now!”


  “Five minutes,” said Ashley.


  “Five minutes?” Emma asked. “What?”


  “I’ll be your slave for a month if I can stay like this for five minutes,” Ashley proposed. She most likely would’ve made that offer to begin with, but the feel of a certain body part trapped under her right hip all but guaranteed it. And, oh my God, it just moved! “I swear!”


  Emma turned her attention to her father. “Dad!”


  “What am I supposed to do?” Rick laughed. “She’s mauling me.”


  “You don’t have to act like you’re enjoying it,” Emma huffed, rolling her eyes. “Seriously, we agreed to fifteen seconds. Push her off.”


  “He’s too much of a gentleman to do that,” Ashley chimed in, making herself nice and cozy.


  A little wiggle against his groin was done with the intent of stirring his manhood to life. Ashley wanted nothing more than to feel eight hard inches pressed against her hip, and eight was a conservative estimate. It might even be bigger than that!


  Her dream bed had been ripped away from her in an instant. In one swift motion, two big hands gently lifted her off of the stud who she desired to call “hubby” more than life itself. It may have been the softest manhandling in the history of humanity, but there was still something so dominant about his demeanor. He was done entertaining her shenanigans, and he made that very clear in the way he’d effortlessly moved her back to her feet.


  The slight smile he sent her way caused Ashley to quiver. He carried himself with such an unbelievable level of certainty and conviction, but his gentle side was everything she’d ever desired in a man. It was the perfect blend of strength and tenderness. No one else possessed the ability to make her feel this way.


  She skipped back to her chair, unmistakably giddy.


  “What?” Rick asked, surprised from the harsh look coming directly across the table. “This was your idea, remember?”


  “Can we just move on?” Emma muttered under her breath, greatly regretting the previous two minutes of her life.


  “I think it’s my turn,” he said while sliding a beer to the still woozy-looking blonde who’d yet to stop staring at him. Her infatuation was quite a boost to his ego. “Truth or Dare, Emma?”


  “Truth,” Emma answered.


  “You know that I get an alert whenever you buy something with your credit card, right?” he asked.


  Emma nodded.


  “I also get a paper statement in the mail at the end of the month with all the charges listed on it,” he went on. “Did you know that?”


  She nodded again, not sure what the problem was. Dad always let her buy whatever she wanted—as long as she didn’t go overboard.


  “Pretty much everything you buy outside of gas, food, and coffee, is on Amazon,” he told her, noticing that his change in direction had successfully woken Ashley up out of her haze. She looked just as curious as his daughter at the moment. “Now, whenever you buy something on Amazon, it’s listed as a purchase on ‘Amazon.’”


  Was Emma missing something? What was he talking about?


  “However, sometimes the name of the store is listed on the charge instead of just ‘Amazon,’” he said. “I have no idea why, but it happens probably like once a month.”


  That didn’t clear things up for either of the girls at the table.


  He cracked open his fifth beer of the night before locking eyes with this daughter. “You had a charge about a year ago that caught my attention.”


  She had a charge almost twelve months ago that had caught his attention? Not only that, but it still stood out to him? Why didn’t he mention something to her back then? And better yet, what in the world had she purchased that was so important?


  “It was almost two hundred dollars,” he said before taking a sip of his drink.


  While Emma wasn’t a spoiled princess, she did have a tendency to treat herself once in a while. How couldn’t she? Dad let her buy pretty much anything she wanted! It would be impossible to not overindulge occasionally.


  But she still didn’t follow as she looked to Ashley for some kind of help. God only knew how much money she’d spent over the past four years thanks to having her very own credit card, but there was a two hundred dollar purchase a year ago that she needed to remember. It had to be significant if it’d been on her father’s mind for all this time.


  The sight of Ashley’s eyes abruptly lighting up caused Emma to ask, “What?”


  “Oh…my…God…” Ashley gasped slowly. “Oh my God!”


  “What?” Emma asked again.


  Ashley’s attention darted back to Rick. “What was the name of the store on the bill?”


  “You know what I’m talking about, don’t you?” he asked Ashley.


  “I’m like ninety-nine percent sure that I do, but I don’t want to say anything in case I’m wrong,” Ashley told him, her excitement perfectly reflected by her ear-to-ear smile.


  Emma may as well have been a child sitting at the adults’ table. How could she be so far out of the loop? And how did Ashley know what Dad was referring to, but she didn’t?


  “You really don’t know what I’m talking about, pumpkin?” he questioned, surprised that Emma still appeared confused. “Seriously?”


  Emma didn’t know what he was talking about, but she was positive that Ashley did, and that was more than enough to terrify her.


  “Now, I did a little research after I noticed this charge, and was somewhat stunned,” he said. “I mean, I thought that kind of stuff was cheap, but I couldn’t have been more wrong. You certainly treated yourself.”


  Ashley was two seconds away from throwing herself back onto Rick’s lap. Not only did he have a sense of humor, but he was totally teasing Emma. And he didn’t hold back at all either! It was so cute!


  “Are you aware of how pricey some of this stuff is?” he asked while looking at Ashley.


  “Oh, I’m well-aware,” Ashley nodded, smirking. “Emma’s quite the lucky girl.”


  Emma’s stomach dropped.


  The look on his daughter’s face said it all. He couldn’t believe it’d taken her so long to finally pick up on what he’d been referring to.


  “I’m so used to seeing Amazon, Dunkin’ Donuts, and Sunoco, so it really stands out when something else pops up,” he said with a grin. “We’re talking about my innocent little angel, after all.”


  Ashley had all but reached her limit. She needed to marry this man. She’d never been more infatuated in her life.


  Meanwhile, Emma’s eyes remained locked on the oak wood below. A previously unknown level of terror consumed her. Her body had been paralyzed by fear. The simple task of breathing had been made impossible, while her heart ceased to pump. She was horrified.


  “Did she only buy one thing?” he asked.


  Ashley’s nod answered Rick’s question.


  “Two hundred dollars for one thing,” he laughed, shaking his head in disbelief. “Now, it definitely isn’t hard for you to spend two hundred dollars. I can think of a million things that you would buy for that amount.”


  Was Dad taunting her? It had to be the alcohol, right? How couldn’t he see how uncomfortable he’d made her? Or maybe he didn’t even care? It certainly felt that way at the moment.


  “What are some things that she would buy for two hundred dollars?” he asked Ashley.


  “Clothes,” Ashley answered, loving everything about how her night had turned out.


  “Definitely clothes,” he agreed. “What about shoes?”


  “Totally shoes,” Ashley nodded with a big smile. “She gets her love of them from me.”


  “She has like five different pairs of wireless headphones that are all super expensive too,” he added to his list. “Or maybe a new purse?”


  “Or what about a tablet?” Ashley suggested.


  “There are so many things to choose from, so imagine my surprise when I saw what was listed on the bill,” he said, enjoying this just as much as Ashley. “’Sex Shop Blowout.’”


  And with that, Emma died.


  Well, not literally. She may as well have though! A tiny part of her had held out hope that she was wrong, but that obviously wasn’t the case. She’d been fooling herself to have thought otherwise.


  “Now, what in the world could she possibly spend two hundred dollars on at Sex Shop Blowout?” he asked Ashley. “It’s been on my mind for a year.”


  Ashley knew that she should cover for her girlfriend. She should be a good BFF and lie. The least she could do was pretend that this was all a joke or some big misunderstanding, but she couldn’t. She wouldn’t be able to lie to him, and thanks to their abbreviated make out session from moments ago, she was ready to confess to anything that he ask of her.


  “She bought the best vibrator ever!”


  A sense of numbness overcame Emma’s soul after she listened to those six words escape from Ashley’s mouth. This was it. She’d officially step foot into her own personal hell.


  “A vibrator?” Rick questioned with his eyebrows raised. “Is that right?”


  “It’s AMAZING!” Ashley declared emphatically. “Oh my God, you have to hear about it! So, not only does it have a g-spot attachment, but it has these little things that act like fingers, and they rub up and down on your clit by themselves!”


  A slight hint of Emma’s uncomfortableness made its way across the table, and washed over a now stunned Rick. Had Ashley always been open and honest with him? Sure. Did he expect to hear specific details involving what the attachment of a sex toy could do to his daughter’s clit? Never in a million years. He was completely astonished.


  “But it gets even better,” Ashley said, leaning in to set the mood. “It heats up.”


  That little detail was more than enough to snap Rick out of his haze. “What heats up?”


  “The part that goes inside you,” Ashley told him with a grin. “It has a setting that can make it warm. Emma showed it to me when she first got it because I didn’t believe her, but it totally does. Isn’t that insane?”


  “Now I understand how a vibrator can cost two hundred dollars,” he laughed, still unable to get over what he’d heard. Just how crazy was Ashley?


  “It’s super quiet too,” Ashley explained the final incredible detail of her bestie’s favorite toy. “Like, my little bullet makes way more noise than hers.”


  “Is this what I work so hard for?” he asked Emma sarcastically. “So that I can afford two-hundred dollar deluxe vibrators?”


  Emma finally found the courage to speak up. Or at least to mutter a few words under her breath while she continued to stare down at the table. “I’m sorry.”


  “Sorry?” he asked. “Sorry for what?”


  “I um…shouldn’t…shouldn’t have-have bought that,” Emma stammered, her mouth completely dry. “I shouldn’t have spent-spent your-your money that way. It was—”


  “Sweetheart, it’s fine,” he cut her off.


  “Yeah, Em, your dad is totally cool with you being a slut,” Ashley teased.


  “Hey, better a toy than that Doug guy, right?” he asked.


  “Anything would be better than Doug,” Ashley agreed openly, the alcohol having lowered her guard. “And it’s especially better than Tommy Jenkins!”


  “Let’s just say that Em doesn’t take after her mother,” he said while sliding another beer to each of the girls. “Who knew that she was so wild?”


  “There’s a total wild side to her,” Ashley agreed while cracking open her can. “She loves to act like it doesn’t exist, but I know better.”


  Maybe he needed to add a few beers and some pizza into his weekend routine more often? This was pretty fun. Not to mention that he was surprisingly enjoying the topic of conversation at hand.


  “Do you want a vibrator like Emma’s?”


  A shocked Ashley gazed excitedly at Rick, while Emma prayed for a sinkhole to open up and swallow her. She couldn’t even breathe any longer. What in the world had she just heard?


  “I can get a vibrator like Emma’s?” Ashley asked with an ear-to-ear smile. “Are you serious?”


  “Are you going to keep looking out for her?” he questioned.


  Ashley nodded.


  “And are you going to keep her away from guys like Tommy Jenkins?” he asked before cracking open yet another beer.


  “Absolutely!” Ashley verified. “I’ve been doing that for years!”


  “Then I think you deserve a gift,” he told her. “Have Emma put it on her credit card.”


  Ashley’s previously overjoyed mood swiftly changed. Suddenly, her look turned to one of guilt. “Um…I’ve kind of used your credit card before.”


  “I know,” Rick said.


  The casualness of his comment caused Ashley’s hanging head to pop up. “You do?”


  “Of course,” he answered. “I assume that Emma buys you coffee every morning. She can’t be spending eight dollars on some Cappuccino just for her.”


  While Ashley was glad that Mr. K didn’t have a problem with Emma buying her coffee every morning before school, there were a few other issues that she needed to address. She’d taken part in a handful of events which she wasn’t exactly proud of.


  “You may have bought me some clothes over the years too…” Ashley said quietly, her eyes back down on the table.


  “I have?”


  “Um…yeah,” Ashley confirmed, glancing at the stud who continued to stare at her. And while she hadn’t expected him to be upset with her, she also didn’t expect him to be completely fine with her spending his money. That, however, seemed to be the case.


  “Like what?” he asked.


  “Like the jeans I was wearing earlier,” she said. She couldn’t help by flash an apologetic smile his way. She still felt conscience-stricken all these months later. “And a few other outfits over the years too…”


  “Did Emma tell you that it would be fine to put it on her credit card?” he asked.


  Ashley nodded.


  “Good, that’s exactly what she should’ve told you,” he said. “If you’re important to Emma—which you obviously are—then you’re important to me.”


  “You’re so…you…you’re just…” Ashley struggled to find the right words. “Oh my God, Mr. K, you’re the best!”


  “At least now I know what Emma is doing in her room all the time,” he joked before finishing the remainder of his beer. “And all these years I always assumed that she was studying or something.”


  “She probably uses her vibrator for hours every day,” Ashley said, smiling. “I know that I would. Actually, I know that I will! I can’t believe that I’m getting one of my own!”


  “Please stop,” Emma muttered under her breath.


  “But, Em, I’m getting a two-hundred dollar vibrator!” Ashley shouted. “You need to buy it ASAP! Order it with overnight shipping too!” She quickly looked back to her favorite man in the world. “Is that okay? Overnight shipping costs an extra ten bucks.”


  “Of course, it is,” he told her. “Hey, Emma shouldn’t be the only one having all the fun, should she?”


  “Stop…” Emma sighed. Her eyes had yet to leave the table.


  “Overnight shipping would get it to me on Tuesday,” Ashley mapped out her schedule verbally. “I need to cancel all of my plans. Seriously, I’m locking myself in my room from the second I get home from school on Tuesday. I can’t wait! Oh my God, I can’t wait!!! Do you want me to let you know how it is?”


  He should say no, right? Forty-three-year-old men shouldn’t be privy to the masturbatory habits of eighteen-year-old girls. He really shouldn’t know about what his daughter’s best friend did in her bedroom during her alone time either, but he’d allowed himself to get caught up in the moment. So what if he wanted to know that his purchase had brought happiness to someone’s life? And he cared about Ashley. She was important to him.


  “I’ll be expecting a full review,” he said, his playful smirk showing that he was obviously joking; yet, he would be very open to hearing feedback for real. “I want—”


  “OH MY GOD, STOP, RICK!!!”


  Everything came to a screeching halt. Ashley and Rick both stared at a furious Emma, speechless. The shocking amount of rage that had come from the petite brunette at the end of the table sucked all of the good-naturedness out of the room. In a single moment, things had gone from playful, to uncomfortably serious. Ashley and Rick had very different reasons for their emotions, however.


  Ashley could count the number of times that she’d seen Emma upset on one hand. Her best friend was always so cheerful and easy-going, so it was extremely unsettling to listen to her scream that way. And why? Because things had turned a little racy? Or was it the fact that she had been promised her very own high-end vibrator? Emma should be happy for her!


  The past twenty minutes didn’t matter to Rick. They may as well had never occurred. Kissing Ashley, revealing details regarding his sex life, and buying a two-hundred dollar vibrator for an eighteen-year-old girl had all briskly drifted from his memory. He couldn’t think about anything other than what he’d just heard his daughter scream.


  There were a handful of feelings that he could never experience when it came to Emma: anger, embarrassment, and fear to name a few. Every smile on her cute face, every adorable giggle that slipped from between her pouty lips, and every thoughtful action courtesy of her gentle soul were all equally as enchanting. Something that he’d always deemed off-limits with her had presented itself as a reality, however. It was a certain feeling that he’d never imagined experiencing in her presence.


  He felt hurt.


  “What did you just call me?” he asked, his voice unusually shaky.


  It took all of two seconds for Emma to realize what a colossal mistake she had made. Rick was simply “Rick” in the beginning. He was a rich guy who’d fallen in love with her mother, and moved them into his amazing house after the wedding. It was about as uncomplicated as things could get.


  But then everything changed.


  Something clicked about a year into their relationship. One Sunday morning at the breakfast table, without even realizing it, she called him “Dad.” It just felt natural to her. He was her provider, protector, and the single most loving man she’d ever known. It didn’t seem right to continue to refer to him as Rick.


  And then the pet names soon followed. Suddenly, she was “pumpkin.” No one batted an eye when he called her sweetheart or honey either. She’d spent a lifetime without ever knowing the love of a father, but he had changed that within twelve months.


  Three years had passed since she’d last called him Rick. Almost eleven hundred consecutive days allows people ample time to fall into routines, and that’s exactly what they had done. He was Dad, she was whatever adorable pet name he’d decided on that day, and the world kept on spinning.


  But the look coming from across the table was anything but ordinary. The expression on his face didn’t reflect disappointment or even anger. He almost appeared devastated.


  “Is that what I am to you?” he asked. “Some guy named Rick?”


  “No, that’s not what I meant,” Emma rushed to explain herself. “What I—”


  “I’ll let you girls watch your movie,” he cut off his daughter while standing up out of his seat. “I have some work to finish anyway.”


  “No, Mr. K, you don’t have to go,” Ashley tried her best to keep him at the table.


  Rick headed upstairs without saying another word. The playful comments, witty games, and amazing atmosphere all trailed behind him as he left them alone in the kitchen. What had started as maybe the wildest evening in either of their lives, had quickly turned into the most regretful.


  “What the hell, Emma!” Ashley huffed, trying her best not to yell, but failing. “Why would you say that?”


  “I um…I…uh…”


  Ashley didn’t allow Emma time to answer. She’d already moved onto voicing her concerns. “Did you see how hurt he looked? Why would you do that to him?”


  “I didn’t mean it like that,” Emma finally found the words to explain herself. “I just—”


  “Why would you call him Rick?” Ashley interjected. “He’s more than just some guy your mom married. You know that.”


  Emma knew that. She didn’t have an explanation for her choice of words, to be honest. For some reason—still unknown to her—she called her stepdad by his first name. All she desired was to put tonight’s events behind her.


  “Can we just watch a movie?” Emma asked.


  Ashley shook her head in disgust as she collected the remaining unopened beer cans for their trip into the living room. How could her best friend live with herself after upsetting that perfect man? And why did she seem more upset than Emma? She would be running upstairs to apologize to Rick if she was in Emma’s shoes, but it didn’t look like that was in the cards tonight.


  The two girls made their way to the sofa to watch a movie, unusually quiet as they went. Ashley’s strides still contained remnants of giddiness from kissing her dream guy, while Emma’s showed regret thanks to her decision from mere moments ago. She was more than ready to shut off her brain for the rest of the night. All she wanted was to forget about everything. Things would be back to normal in the morning.


  




  

    Chapter 4 – The Apology


  


  The Following Afternoon. Sunday. 1:13 PM.


  Ninety-three degrees. God, it was so hot outside. It wasn’t like Emma needed to worry about the weather though. Her days of no air conditioning were well in the past.


  She wouldn’t have noticed a difference if she’d worn sweatpants instead of little pink shorts and a white tank top, because she was cool and comfortable inside the kitchen as she stirred lemonade mix into a pitcher of water on the countertop. One thing was far from fine on this sunny afternoon, however.


  She’d yet to speak with her stepdad.


  Surprisingly, Ashley had decided against further discussing Rick after he headed upstairs last night. His car wasn’t in the driveway when she left to drop Ashley off at her house an hour ago, and she found him cutting the grass on their riding mower when she arrived back home. It wasn’t exactly normal for them to go this long without speaking to each other.


  Her guilt had been eating away at her since last night. She couldn’t even focus on whatever romantic comedy they’d decided to watch. Her mind raced as she replayed her choice of words, but it was his devastated reaction that had really done the damage. The only thing he cared about was giving her an amazing life; and in return, she’d stabbed him in the heart.


  She needed to apologize. She had to make things right. She—


  She abruptly jumped.


  Her father stood directly next to her while he retrieved a clear glass from the cupboard. A quick smile was all that waited for her when she looked up at his face. She was far too distracted to gawk at his shirtless torso like she usually did, and that was quite an accomplishment given the layer of sweat that coated him from head to toe. Even his perfect body couldn’t fluster her now.


  Where was her pet name? Or how about a name at all? He’d merely sent a halfheartedly smile in her direction as a greeting.


  What if it was worse than she thought? What if she’d ruined their relationship? Had their special bond been broken? But she hadn’t meant to hurt him! Everything couldn’t be destroyed because she’d referred to him by his first name! It just couldn’t!


  She finally realized how much she’d taken for granted over the years as she watched him fill his glass with water. Ashley’s jealousy had been validated. How many girls longed for a father who greeted them with a loving smile and called them pumpkin? How many teenagers wished for a dad who wouldn’t dream of missing a single one of their high school soccer games? How many eighteen-year-olds just wanted someone in their life who cared about them?


  “I didn’t hear you come in,” she said in an effort to break the ice.


  His abs flexed as he raised the glass to his lips to quench his thirst. His muscular arm glistened from a mix of sweat and artificial light. His five o’clock shadow aided his already chiseled face. His physical appearance was far down on her list of priorities though. His decision to remain quiet was what really concerned her.


  What would be the best way to apologize? The most confusing part of everything was the lack of reasoning behind her decision to refer to him as Rick last night. How could she explain herself when she was just as perplexed as he must’ve been?


  She had to give it a shot. Maybe the words would come to her once she started? She certainly wouldn’t accomplish anything if she just stood here awkwardly.


  “Um…about last night…” she started before it immediately hit her.


  She didn’t have the slightest idea what to say.


  Her stepfather could be traveling the globe without a care in the world. He could be hooking up with sexy college girls, supermodels, and pretty much every other woman in the world with a pulse. He could fly to Las Vegas every weekend to party it up and gamble his fortune.


  But he didn’t do any of that.


  Not only had he decided to settle down, but he’d accepted her as his daughter. His transition into fatherhood had been effortless. Sometimes, it felt like the happiest moment of his day occurred when he returned home from work to see her smiling face. All he did was give, and give, and give; and here she was, waiting with her hand out, per usual. It was time to change that.


  “Last night, I—”


  “There’s nothing to say,” he cut her off. His blue eyes lowered to her face after they left his now-empty glass.


  “There is though,” she argued, her body still tense and timid. “I didn’t mean what I said. I—”


  “What’s done is done,” he interrupted once more.


  But it wasn’t done! It couldn’t be! She refused to allow their relationship to deteriorate until she was simply an ordinary girl with a run-of-the-mill stepdad. She had to make him forget all about last night; and in order to do that, she needed to make things right.


  “You’re so important to me,” she said.


  His face lacked any hint of an expression. His always lively blue eyes turned dull. His eyebrows had yet to budge, keeping her well in the dark as she looked up at the man she loved more than anyone in her life. For the first time in years, she felt out of place in this house.


  “You hurt me last night,” he told her.


  A cool chill swept throughout the kitchen, covering her arms in goosebumps as a result of his admission. The strongest sense of regret that she’d ever experienced consumed her soul. Hearing him admit that her words had brought him pain devastated her. Thinking that she may have wounded him was horrible enough, but actually knowing what her lack of consideration had done crushed her.


  “I know,” she sighed, staring down at the kitchen floor in shame. “I’m sorry.”


  “We’re not blood,” he said as his index finger slipped under her chin, raising her worried eyes up to him. “We’ll never be blood either, but we’re more than two random people who just so happened to stumble into each other’s lives. I see myself in you. We share a connection. A bond. I know that you feel it.”


  “I—”


  His finger moved over her lips, causing her to cease speaking abruptly.


  “You’re not my stepdaughter,” he told her firmly. “You’re my daughter. I would do anything for you. I would kill for you. And do you know why? Because I love you.”


  She would do anything to be able to go back in time. She just wanted to erase last night from both of their memories. She’d hurt this amazing man, and she would never be able to forgive herself for it.


  All of her emotions peaked simultaneously. Her immense amount of regret, fear, and genuine panic proved too much to handle as she finally gave into her most intense urges. Eighteen-year-old girls weren’t supposed to behave in such a manner, but nothing felt more right at the moment.


  Emma broke down and cried.


  Two strong arms immediately wrapped around her and pulled her close. The shirtless body of her stepfather held her tight, but his sweaty muscles and distinctive scent couldn’t have been further from her mind. It was his touch that summed up everything she loved so much about him.


  His hold was so loving and sincere. Warmth and forgiveness engulfed each and every one of his movements. His silence accepted her apology, and his strength told her that everything would be okay. He wouldn’t allow her to be upset.


  Her tears continued to pour down his chest, mixing with his sweat as she let it all out of her system. His embrace possessed the ability to clear her troubled mind. She already knew how much he loved her, but she couldn’t deny how special it was to hear him say it. He was the man who she’d carelessly referred to by his first name—the same man who declared that he would kill for her.


  “I’m so sorry, Dad!” she apologized profusely while rushing to wipe away the snot dripping from her nose with the back of her hand. His hold squeezed her tighter, reaffirming his love and admiration. “I don’t know why I called you Rick. I—”


  With the side of her face still buried in his muscular chest, a warm breath moved down into her ear, resulting in her to stop her sentence short.


  “You know what you do to me, don’t you?” he asked.


  “What I…do to you?” she questioned, confused.


  “Don’t play dumb with me,” he whispered into her ear. “I know why you strut around here in your little shorts. And why you lay out by the pool in that orange bikini.”


  “Dad, I—”


  “You little tease,” he interrupted, his breaths deep and aggressive. “You drive me fuckin’ crazy.”


  Her regret had been replaced by nerves. What had gotten into him? She drove him crazy? She knew it! Her wildest fantasy consisted of her father admiring her physical appearance; but now, she didn’t have a clue as to how to react once that revelation had been made.


  She stared at the kitchen sink with the side of her face pressed against his chest. Now what? She’d never made it past this point in her fantasy. Dad would simply admire her, but the absurdity of that actually happening would always kick her back to reality. She’d yet to experience such a level of sexuality in her young life.


  And then everything changed.


  Those big hands of his gripped her perky butt, and gave it a firm squeeze.


  She couldn’t move. She was stuck in place as his fingers sank deeper into the cotton of her boyshorts. The first pair of hands to ever grope her came courtesy of the man she called dad, but it wasn’t only his hands that had her riled up.


  His warm breath had yet to leave her ear.


  “You’re so gorgeous,” he said to her softly, his usually strong tone now that of a soft purr. “I can’t get this perfect ass off my mind.”


  “Dad, we can’t—oh!”


  While his left hand went about its mission of fondling her backside, his right hand had given her a firm spank, resulting in a loud yelp to escape from her stunned mouth. Everything about this was wrong—from their inappropriate touching, to the excited chill sweeping up her spine. There shouldn’t be a dampness inside her panties. It was wrong. It was so, so, so wrong!


  “Dad, we can’t do this,” she protested again in an effort to snap him out of his lustful ways. Both of his hands had returned to her butt. “What about Mom?”


  “You’re so much sexier than your mother,” he said as his lips moved down to her neck, planting kisses along her warm skin.


  Surprise swiftly replaced the smile that had washed over her face after hearing his words. His hands effortlessly lifted her into the air and placed her down on the countertop. Her new seat was far from unexpected when compared to what he did next though. She couldn’t believe it.


  His affection multiplied tenfold. Were there ten hands on her, or only two? His mouth moved down to her bare shoulder, to her arm, before drifting back up to her ear. Tender smooches coated her soft skin as her insides grew warmer. This should be anything other than the single sexiest moment of her life, but that’s exactly what it was.


  “I may love your mother,” he said before giving the outside of her ear a big kiss. The sudden sensation of her petite breast being squeezed through her shirt caused her to shudder. “But I adore you.”


  She couldn’t have better described their relationship. That was exactly what she’d felt for all these years, wasn’t it? And those feelings continued to flourish with each and every turn of the calendar. There was little doubt that he cared about Mom, but nothing could compete with the way he loved her.


  It still didn’t make any of this right though. He was her stepfather! Who was she kidding? He was her dad. He was the most important and special person in her life, and the last thing she could do was jeopardize what they shared.


  “We have to stop,” she stated strongly while attempting to push him away, hoping that her harsher tone would do the trick. What in the world had gotten into her always-stable father? First, the craziness with Ashley last night, and now this? “Seriously, Mom might come back at any minute.”


  His affection grew more intense on her neck, showing exactly what he thought of her protests. It wasn’t until he went the more traditional verbal route that she fully understood his mindset. Sure, he may care more about her than Mom, but three simple words showed just how strongly he truly felt.


  “Fuck your mother.”


  She needed to pull back! She had to run upstairs to her bedroom! Anything would be better than sitting here and allowing him to explore her body, but as his lips moved closer to her mouth, she lost the ability to differentiate right from wrong. Her most raw and real desires called the shots now.


  A basic kiss electrified her body. Shock waves burst along her skin as their quick peck soon resembled a make out session between two horny high school kids. Was Dad not getting what he needed from Mom, or was she too strong of a temptation to resist? Whatever the answer, she’d quickly warmed up to the idea of being bad. Good girls don’t make out with their stepdad while he feels them up, do they? And on this Sunday afternoon, she planned on being anything but well-behaved.


  Everything about him screamed of masculinity. His lips, his hands, his dominant personality: he oozed testosterone. The idea of an “alpha male” always annoyed her prior to meeting him. It felt forced with most men who claimed to be some kind of irresistible stud, but it couldn’t have been more accurate with him. He was a perfect specimen as far as she was concerned.


  Last night’s reveal of what his sex life consisted of before entering their lives still bothered her. Dad deserved someone who worshipped him. None of those girls knew about his love of hockey. Would they have even cared that he added hot sauce to almost everything he ate? Not only did she know him better than anyone, but she loved him more as well.


  Her intentions were fueled by the desire to clear his mind of past memories. Those girls from Tinder? He wouldn’t remember them after spending a few minutes with her mouth. Some college cutie from the gym? Dad wouldn’t be able to recall her face. She needed to be the only woman on his mind.


  It was time to stop fighting the inevitable. The world’s most perfect man wanted her, and he deserved to get his way. It was only right.


  But suddenly, she was moved off the countertop, and back to her feet.


  Her timid brown eyes climbed the towering mound of muscle in front of her. His body resembled that of a statue chiseled out of stone, coated with a slick layer of sweat. All six-foot-three of him cast a shadow down upon her significantly smaller frame. The veins in his arms pumped and pulsated with intensity, matching the rhythm of her chaotic heart. She’d never felt more out of her element; yet somehow, she was right at home.


  She readied herself for another kiss as he leaned down with a slight smile. He really couldn’t get enough of her, could he? What if this was her purpose? Could the true meaning behind her mother’s marriage to this spectacular man be deeper than she thought? Perhaps everything had come together the way it had so that she would not only be in his life, but so she could love him unlike any of the girls who’d come before her—her own mom included.


  But that much-anticipated kiss never came to be. Her father stopped a mere inch from her mouth and waited. The passing seconds felt like hours. Why did he stare into her eyes silently? What if he had second thoughts? What if her regret from last night had been transferred to the man she loved, and now he would be forced to live with the burden of destroying the beauty of what they once shared?


  The sight of his parting lips didn’t foreshadow an incoming kiss. A certain energy consumed her. It was like she could tell what was about to happen, and she made no effort to put a stop to it. This was the special bond that connected them, wasn’t it? Sometimes, she knew exactly what her father would do before he even did it, and this was absolutely one of those times.


  His smile turned to a grin. “Get down on your knees, pumpkin.”


  A helping hand on her head aided in fulfilling his request. An entire new world had been shown to her. Finding herself face-to-face with his growing bulge was certainly a first, and the adrenaline pumping through her veins reminded her of her initial time riding a roller coaster. Down on her knees while her stepfather stared at her aggressively wasn’t a realistic scenario prior to last night, but something changed at the kitchen table during their game of Truth or Dare.


  She’d made the jump to womanhood. Dad may have viewed her as a girl earlier in the week, but she was all woman in his eyes now. His stare was unlike anything she’d seen over the past four years. Sure, he may have always been dominant, but this was the first time she’d experienced his possessive side sexually.


  “Princess.”


  Her ears perked up. Princess? She’d never been called that before. While there was no shortage of pet names when it came to their relationship, this one in particular had yet to make its way into their father/daughter dynamic.


  But what if she wanted to be his princess? He definitely treated her like royalty. What kind of girls receive a new Jeep for their birthday? Spoiled ones, that’s who.


  But it felt like more than that. What if it was the power aspect that she truly craved? Dad may have been everything that she ever wanted from a father, but what if he was all she needed in a boyfriend too?


  “Princess,” he said again, causing her eyes to leave the large bulge in his basketball shorts, and move up to his handsome face. “Who’s Daddy’s good girl?”


  She couldn’t have been more wet. Her hands instinctively crept up his legs, desperate to reach the growing prize that every woman alive would kill to spend an afternoon with. Her life’s mission had been made clear. Her purpose was obvious.


  She’d been brought into his life to take care of him.


  “I’m Daddy’s good girl,” she answered meekly, playing shy. Her mind was anything but timid though. She knew exactly what she wanted to be. “I’m Daddy’s princess.”


  “My little princess,” he echoed as his thumb provided her hungry mouth something to play with. “Now, pumpkin, suck my cock.”


  Being referred to as “pumpkin” brought her back to reality. This wasn’t some wild moment of sexual lust between two strangers. Dad still viewed her as his daughter, and he made that clear when he called her by his most commonly used pet name. He’d simply showed her that she was more than just his daughter now.


  “Em.”


  A look of confusion washed over her face as she glanced up. The problem was that her view didn’t come from her position down on her knees anymore. Now, she was once again being held by her father as tears streamed from her eyes. But what about everything that had happened? She was seconds away from giving her first ever blowjob!


  “Em, it’s fine,” he told her. “I don’t like to see you cry.”


  He relaxed his grip to allow her room to pull back slightly. The lack of excitement resonating in his shorts proved to her that his boner hadn’t disappeared; but instead, never existed. Their taboo intimacy had merely been a figment of her imagination. She’d dreamed an entire scenario where her stepdad not only came onto her, but demanded that she sucked his dick!


  “Let’s just forget about last night, okay?” he said, retrieving a napkin from the counter for her to dry her watery eyes. “Well, let’s forget about everything other than Ashley’s toy. I think she would kill me if I backed out on buying her that.”


  He always could make her laugh. Her giggle didn’t necessarily complement the way she’d just broke down in his arms, but she was far from stable at the moment. Her foggy mind had yet to clear. She’d experienced a hallucination about sucking her own dad’s cock! What was wrong with her?


  He placed his empty glass on the counter and headed back outside, but not before speaking up one last time. His choice of words may not have been a big deal to most people, but it couldn’t have been more important to her. It signaled where they stood with each other. It showed whether or not he’d truly forgiven her for last night.


  He turned and said one simple sentence before leaving to resume cutting the grass.


  “It’s a beautiful day to use the pool, pumpkin.”


  And with that, she smiled. The pet names had returned; and not only that, but everything prior to his dirty talking in her ear had in fact been real. Just look at the way he wanted her to relax in the pool while he worked! They were back to being father and daughter, and she couldn’t be happier.


  




  

    Chapter 5 – Extravagant Sex Toys Are Fantastic


  


  Tuesday. 7:12 PM.


  Ring.


  Emma stared at her phone, fully aware that it would be best to ignore this incoming call.


  Ring.


  For the first time maybe ever, Ashley didn’t want to hang out after school. Instead, her best friend asked to be driven home as quickly as possible. Why the rush? Well, that would be thanks to a particular package that she had waiting on her front step.


  Ring.


  Emma took a deep breath and accepted the call. She couldn’t explain why, but perhaps a small part of her was interested in hearing about the past five hours of Ashley’s day. It was bound to be interesting.


  “Hello?” Emma answered.


  “Oh…my…God…”


  Emma could only smile. Why would she have expected anything else? Of course, Ashley was over the moon.


  “That good?” Emma asked.


  “Forget about getting a boyfriend,” Ashley said, her breaths still labored from her fun. “Oh my God, this is a million times better than any guy!”


  “It is pretty awesome,” a smiling Emma confessed as she reflected on the cornucopia of amazing orgasms she’d experienced over the years courtesy of her favorite toy.


  “Awesome?” Ashley asked, her tone sharp and disagreeable. “No, it’s not awesome. It’s my soulmate.”


  On the bright side, maybe this would get her bestie’s mind off of her stepfather? Ashley wouldn’t be as sex-crazed if her new toy was busy wearing her out. It could actually end up being a good thing.


  “Tell your dad that I love him, by the way,” Ashley said. “Seriously, I think he knows that already, but tell him once more for me. Like, the only thing better than this toy would be making out with him again.”


  Well, scratch that. Emma’s dream had been rather short-lived. It looks like Dad would never leave Ashley’s fantasies.


  In fact, Ashley had a rather perverted detail to share. “Guess who’s been on my mind from the moment I got home?”


  Emma didn’t want to hear it.


  “He’s the perfect addition to my new toy,” Ashley said with a devilish grin. “Actually, he never fails to get the job done.”


  “Shut up, Ashley,” groaned Emma.


  “I had a fantasy that he hand-delivered my new vibrator to me,” Ashley went on despite Emma’s protests. “Let’s just say that he warmed me up personally before I ever got around to using it.”


  …


  …


  The silence from Emma’s end brought a big smile to Ashley’s face. “Your dad—”


  “Yeah, I got it!” Emma cut her off, rolling her eyes in the process. “You know what? You’re still my slave, aren’t you? No more talking about my dad.”


  “But, Emmmmmma…” Ashley whined.


  “Nope, he’s off-limits for the next week,” Emma said.


  But Ashley had just gotten started. All she wanted to do was talk about Mr. K—especially after what Emma had told her during their drive to school on Monday morning. Somehow, Rick grew more amazing with each passing day.


  Her best friend had cried in her father’s arms? How sweet was that? It was like a scene out of a romance movie! Not only was Mr. K sexy, funny, dominant, and successful; but now, he was a total sweetheart on top of everything else.


  His soft side warmed her up, and his powerful side provided the finishing touches. So what if she wanted to rave about Rick twenty-four seven? It was only right. Mr. K’s mouth had been on her mind nonstop since Saturday night, but she’d also agreed to be Emma’s slave in exchange for her brief visit to heaven. It didn’t feel right to go back on her word.


  “Fine, I’ll stop,” Ashley huffed reluctantly. “Tell him that I said thanks though.”


  All of their talk about sex toys had resulted in Emma peeking over at her nightstand drawer. Perhaps she would be having a little fun before bed tonight? The visual of John Harmon playing quarterback during their coed football game in gym class earlier was not only fresh in her memory, but it would be more than enough fuel to complete the job. It’s not like the sexiest boy at school would be cheating on Tiffany for real or anything. It was just a fantasy!


  “Well, I’d love to stay and chat, but I’m a very busy girl,” a giggling Ashley informed her girlfriend. “I have big plans with an unknown gentleman tonight.”


  Emma could take the hint. Ashley had a few more hours of fun planned with her vibrator, and that unknown gentleman was mostly likely her father. It was nice to not have to hear his name though.


  “Have fun,” Emma told her.


  “Oh, we will,” Ashley said, her unseen smirk turning more devious by the second. “Rick’s just about to put the handcuffs on me. Bye!”


  Emma burst into laughter as Ashley abruptly ended their phone call. She should’ve known better. She’d seriously expected Ashley to go a week without mentioning her stepdad? An hour would’ve been amazing enough, let alone a week!


  She headed downstairs, still laughing to herself as she made her way into the kitchen. Her rumbling stomach reminded her that she’d yet to eat dinner. She was starving!


  She couldn’t remember the last time the three of them had sat down and enjoyed dinner as a family. Dad almost never returned home from work until after seven, and he usually prepared his own healthy dinner anyway. Mom wasn’t much of a cook either. More times than not, they all made their own meals at different times.


  Nothing sounded good as she scoured the cabinets and refrigerator for something to eat. There were boxes of sugary cereal in the basement that Mom always bought during her shopping trips—which were luxuries that her father wouldn’t dream of indulging in—but Dad’s lifestyle made her want to eat better. He’d never mention a single word to her about her eating habits over the years, but she couldn’t deny that she felt a certain desire to follow his healthy practices.


  An idea suddenly popped into her head. It would be perfect! And more importantly, why hadn’t she ever done it before?


  She found her father’s special low-calorie taco shells, chopped up a healthy amount of plain pork and chicken that had already been cooked, added a sprinkle of cheese and some hot sauce, placed them in the microwave for sixty seconds, and smiled to herself as she peeked at the clock on the wall. Dad would most likely be home at any moment, and he would have three delicious homemade tacos waiting for him.


  “Hey, pumpkin.”


  Her timing couldn’t have been more perfect. The sudden arrival of her father put a big smile on her face. His blue jeans and baby blue button-down shirt were quite the contrast from her pink pajama pants and matching pink t-shirt, but she’d decided to dress for comfort instead of style after her shower. Besides, it wasn’t like she had any plans for the rest of the night anyway.


  “Whatcha making?” he asked while placing both his gym and work bags on the kitchen table.


  “Dinner,” she said with a smile as she carried two plates over to the table. One contained a taco for herself, and the other held three for him. “Hope you’re hungry.”


  “You…made dinner?” he asked, taken aback. “Really?”


  She rolled her eyes at him.


  “I’m just surprised,” he laughed. “I thought that you took after your mother when it came to your hatred of cooking.”


  “I don’t hate cooking,” she said with a dramatic huff. “Hey, I used the microwave to heat ‘em up. That’s pretty impressive if I do say so myself.”


  “Chef Emma,” Rick chuckled. He took a look inside one of the tacos to find it exactly how he liked it. “This is awesome, sweetheart.”


  She lived for moments like these. Dad did so much for her; and at times, their relationship felt rather lopsided. What could she give a man who already had everything? Perhaps she’d looked past simple tasks like having a hot meal ready for him when he returned home from a long day?


  Dad woke up at five o’clock every morning so that he would have plenty of time to hit the gym. He then busted his butt at work well past the average person’s eight-hour day, came home to prepare his own dinner, and never complained about a thing. She should be cooking for him multiple times a week. She knew what meals he enjoyed. It wouldn’t be a hassle at all!


  The speed at which he inhaled his first taco had made her the happiest girl in the world. “Good?”


  “Phenomenal,” he commented while picking up taco number two. “Best taco I’ve ever had.”


  She hustled to the sink to fill a glass of water for him, all smiles as she went about her mission. She couldn’t explain why, but she felt the sudden urge to act outside herself after placing the glass down on the table next to her father. Watching him chomp away on a meal that she’d prepared for him had energized her. It resulted in her behaving a little like Ashley.


  She placed a hand on each of his strong shoulders and gently squeezed, gauging his reaction to such a level of intimacy. Was it inappropriate to touch him in this manner? Not exactly, but it was certainly a step up compared to their usual level of affection. It’d been four years and she’d never even received a peck on the cheek, so it was a big deal to be giving him an abbreviated massage at the kitchen table.


  “How was your day, pumpkin?”


  God, did she love him. What was on his mind as his undoubtedly sore shoulders received some much-needed attention courtesy of her little hands? How her day went. Sometimes, it felt like he didn’t care about anything other than her.


  “Good,” she answered. “How was yours?”


  “Same old, same old,” he said, letting out a deep moan of relaxation. “You have some magical hands, sweetheart.”


  She couldn’t believe it; but at this very moment, her body filled with rage. Where was her mother? Why wasn’t she taking care of Dad? A simple shoulder rub wouldn’t have been anything special if Mom was here to do her job. She’d started to wonder if Mom was taking care of his needs at all.


  “Thanks,” she giggled while rubbing deeper over his shirt. “Um…I’m only going to bring this up once, okay?”


  “Bring up what once?” he asked.


  It’d be best to just get it over with. This particular discussion needed to be short and sweet. “Ashley wanted me to tell you thanks for her toy.”


  Rick erupted with laughter, causing her hands to temporarily slide down his back. “I completely forgot about that. So, she gave you an update?”


  “Yeah, you could say that,” she told him, shaking her head while she moved her hands back to his shoulders. “Not only did she want me to speed while driving her home after school, but I’m pretty sure that she hasn’t left her room yet. She claims that it’s her soulmate.”


  “That girl’s a riot,” he laughed loudly before putting the finishing touches on his second taco. “Well, I’m glad she likes it, and hopefully it was worth being your slave for a week.”


  “I haven’t actually made her be my slave,” she said. “I couldn’t do that.”


  “Why not?” he asked with his mouth full.


  “Because I just can’t,” she explained. “Like how you couldn’t actually make me be your slave.”


  “Is that why you think?” he asked, his tone suddenly dull as he went to work on his last remaining taco.


  Her moving hands came to a sudden stop. “What?”


  “Do you think that I’m too nice of a guy to make you my slave?” he questioned. “Because, pumpkin, I just haven’t gotten around to making my list of chores yet.”


  “Chores?” she asked, holding out hope that he was joking. “Are you serious?”


  “Oh, I’m very serious,” he told her. “I didn’t tell you to stop, by the way.”


  She resumed her massage, surprised to see this side of him.


  “Sweeping, vacuuming, laundry, and cleaning the windows: you’re going to have a very busy day tomorrow,” he informed her with a chuckle. “You know what? Let’s go ahead and add dinner to the list as well.”


  She didn’t have a problem with making dinner tomorrow, but she couldn’t say the same about the other awful chores that he’d laid out for her. “But, Daaaaaaaaaaaad.”


  “There’s no whining your way out of this one,” he told her, smiling as he finished the last of his dinner. “You agreed to be my slave, after all. I say that it’s time I put you to work.”


  Wait a minute. Of course! There was a very simple solution to her problem. “I’ll just have Ashley clean.”


  “No.”


  Her hands froze again. “What?”


  “I don’t want Ashley to clean,” he clarified himself. “I want you to clean.”


  “But Ashley’s my slave,” she said. “She has to do whatever I tell her.”


  “And you’re my slave,” he countered. “So, what I say goes.”


  Straightening out her messy room was rough enough, but now she had to clean the entire house? How awful would that be? Not to mention that their house was about four times the size of a normal home. But her biggest question was why Dad wouldn’t allow her to pass her chores onto Ashley?


  “How about I give you a massage for the next hour?” she proposed in an effort to wiggle her way out of cleaning.


  His powerful back bounced slightly, reflecting his laugh.


  “And I’ll make dinner for the next week,” she added. “Anything you want is on the menu.”


  “Dinner and a massage, huh?” he asked with that sarcastic chuckle of his. “When did you turn into my girlfriend?”


  She couldn’t find the heart to laugh along with him. A massage and a mediocre dinner was what he considered a luxury that came along with a girlfriend? That should be his everyday life! Maybe Ashley was right about Mom? Perhaps Dad simply loved her for reasons that neither of them could understand?


  And then is suddenly came to her.


  Dad deserved more. Coming home to a hot meal shouldn’t be some special event—it should be routine. What if Ashley’s entire “blowjob speech” on Saturday night applied to more than just oral sex? Her father was a spectacular man, and he deserved to be treated as such. Was there actually a way for her to give him what Mom wasn’t—sex excluded?


  It was worth a shot, wasn’t it? What was the worst that he could say? No? Well, actually, Dad could misinterpret her offer and their relationship could fall apart because of it, but things didn’t necessarily have to turn out awful.


  He could end up being ecstatic. Her father could be overjoyed by not only her proposal, but by how much she loved him, and that was really all she desired. He brought so much happiness to her world, and she was ready to see if she could return a fraction of that joy to his life.


  “I’ll be your girlfriend for a week.”


  She watched him slowly turn in his seat. Moments later, his blue eyes stared at her, full of confusion and disbelief. It was an expected reaction to her rather ridiculous offer. She knew him well enough to already be clarifying her words.


  “Just hear me out,” she said before he had a chance to protest. “I’ll make you anything you want for dinner, or we could go out to eat if you’d prefer that. And what about massages? I’ll give you as many as you want!”


  “You want to be—”


  “We could go out to the movies too!” she cut him off, growing excited by the idea of spending hours with him every day after work. “Or we could go to a hockey game. Dad, we could go to a playoff game! How much fun would that be?”


  His befuddled look had yet to dissipate. “Pumpkin, did you just offer to be my…girlfriend?”


  “I’m offering to treat you the way that you deserve to be treated,” she said, putting on her best smile as she gazed down at his handsome face. “When do you ever get to have fun? All you do is work. You saw what happened on Saturday, for God’s sake! You couldn’t even enjoy an afternoon in the pool without having a bundle of problems dropped into your lap! And then did you just chill out and relax on Sunday? Nope, you spent like half the day doing yardwork.”


  “Em—”


  She interrupted before he had a chance to further object to her idea. “I don’t want to be your slave for a week. Instead, I want to treat you to a week of fun.”


  She couldn’t believe it, but it almost appeared as if he was considering her offer. She had to be wrong though. There was no way that her stepfather would ever agree to being her boyfriend for a week.


  “Deal.”


  She couldn’t have heard him correctly. Dad had accepted her proposal? Really?


  “Starting tomorrow,” he outlined their agreement. “You’re my girlfriend for one week.”


  Her hands fell from his back as he collected their plates and walked over to the dishwasher to place them inside; meanwhile, she could only look on in amazement. He said yes! Oh my God, he said yes!


  “I’ll be home at five tomorrow,” he told her while making his way out of the kitchen, in the direction of the stairs. “I hope that you have something fun planned.”


  And with that, the pressure was on. It wouldn’t be easy to entertain the world’s most incredible man for an entire week, but she couldn’t fail him. He needed to understand just how much she appreciated him. Tonight, she had to plan seven amazing days with her favorite guy on the planet.


  




  

    Chapter 6 – Growing Closer


  


  Friday. 5:57 PM.


  Emma sat at the kitchen table, smiling to herself as the shower water continued to run upstairs. How incredible had the previous two days been? Actually, come to think of it, she couldn’t remember a more enjoyable forty-eight hours in her life.


  They’d gone out to dinner and a movie on Wednesday, and while that might not qualify as a big night for most men, it certainly did for her father. When did he ever spend four hours relaxing on a Wednesday? And what about the plate of forty chicken wings that they’d split after the film? Nothing made her day like seeing him enjoy himself.


  And while she was a fan of romance and comedy movies, she’d purchased two tickets to the latest shoot ‘em up action flick before they’d ever gotten around to pigging out on those chicken wings. Was it ridiculous when the main villain’s head exploded from a shotgun blast in the final scene? Absolutely. Did Dad enjoy it just as much as the seventy other over-the-top deaths that occurred throughout the ninety minute gorefest? You better believe it. He could’ve passed for a thirteen-year-old boy based on how much he loved all the juvenile violence.


  Thursday may have been even better though. They sat in the third row for a playoff hockey game! And they didn’t return home until close to midnight because it went to triple overtime! It was during those five hours together when she realized what she truly craved. She didn’t want money, cars, or any of the luxuries that came along with her current lifestyle. What she really needed was her father’s time.


  She would do just about anything for this to be their new routine. There was never a guarantee that she would even see Dad on a regular weekday, but acting as his “girlfriend” for seven straight days assured that they would spend hours together every night. And what could be better than that?


  But tonight would be different. The text which she’d received during math class earlier all but guaranteed it. Her original plan to cook for him had been replaced by his decision to book dinner reservations at an upscale restaurant in town. Not to mention that a callback for a second interview meant that Mom wouldn’t be home until sometime tomorrow. She finally had him all to herself.


  Approaching footsteps caused her to look toward the kitchen’s entrance five minutes later, and she just about lost her breath at what she saw.


  Dad strolled into the room in a suit. A freakin’ suit! The charcoal shade went along ideally with his brown hair and clean-shaven face. His white dress shirt caused his blue tie to pop that much more, and it really accentuated his spectacular blue eyes. His dress shoes tapped on the hardwood floor as he made his way in front of her, but his look swiftly changed after he arrived. Suddenly, he appeared bothered.


  “What in the world are you wearing?” he asked.


  “Dad…” she groaned.


  “Stand up,” he ordered, not pleased.


  She huffed while rising out of her chair to show off every inch of her outfit. Had she expected anything else? Of course, he would be overprotective of her. When wasn’t he?


  She watched his eyes start at her favorite pair of red three-inch ankle strap heels. Slowly, they moved north until they met her red knit dress featuring a surplice neckline with spaghetti straps. It couldn’t have been any more obvious that he didn’t approve of her choice of clothing.


  What would be his biggest problem? She didn’t have much cleavage to show as is, but the deep cut of her dress displayed hints of her petite breasts. And while the asymmetrical hem was perhaps her favorite part of her outfit, she had little doubt that it would be Dad’s most pressing concern. Sure, the bottom of her dress came down to her right knee, but it didn’t reach anywhere close to her left knee. The uneven hem showed off plenty of her toned left thigh.


  He observed her red lipstick, dark eyeliner, and long brown hair which helped to cover most of her backless dress that had yet to be privy to his eyes. She knew that she was pushing her luck, but they were about to eat dinner at an extremely classy restaurant. She had to look nice!


  “You need to go change.”


  “Dad, stop,” she huffed with her hands on her hips. “It isn’t even that revealing.”


  His look of disapproval changed to one of disbelief. “Not that revealing? Are you kidding me?”


  “We’re going to be late,” she told him while collecting her purse off the table. “So, let’s go.”


  “Late?” he laughed. “You don’t even know what time our reservations are for.”


  She rolled her eyes to pretend that she hadn’t just been called out for lying. She liked her dress, and she never had an opportunity to wear it anywhere. Would it be the end of the world if she went out to dinner in an outfit that might turn a few heads? It could be fun!


  And just like always, she got her way.


  “I don’t want you wearing this dress again after tonight, understood?” he told her firmly. “We’ll give it to goodwill or something.”


  She nodded, knowing full well that she would wear this outfit again sometime in the future. Dad would never make her give something away that she really liked. It wasn’t in his nature. He might be talking tough now, but he would be putty in her hands before long—just like always.


  Ninety Minutes Later.


  “That was soooooooooo much fun!” Emma exclaimed as she followed her father into the house. “Seriously, we should do this every week!”


  “It was a good time, wasn’t it?” he said with a smile, tossing his keys onto the kitchen table.


  A good time? No, it was so much more than that for Emma. It was amazing! Where to start? How about with the unbelievable steaks that they both inhaled? Or maybe with the piece of cheesecake that melted in her mouth? The way Dad ordered himself a glass of red wine was pretty awesome too, but that didn’t compare to the way he laughed right in her face when she asked for one as well. It was so cute!


  Their rapport with each other was effortlessly. It’d always been that way, but eating dinner in a sexy dress didn’t change the way he saw her. Their conversations had a tendency to sound like those between a boyfriend and girlfriend—rather than a father and daughter—and she wouldn’t have it any other way.


  “We’re not done yet though,” she said, not particularly happy to see him checking his email on a Friday night.


  He looked up from his phone. “We aren’t?”


  “Nope, I have one more thing planned,” she revealed. “I really think that it’ll be the perfect way to end your day of relaxation as well.”


  He waited to find out what was on her mind.


  “We should take a soak in the hot tub!” she announced with an ear-to-ear smile.


  She couldn’t miss his look of hesitation. How many times had she actually seen him in their hot tub? Three or four? He would always choose to swim laps in the pool over sitting around in the tub doing nothing, but tonight wasn’t about work. She wanted an entire evening for him to have fun and unwind.


  “Dad, it would be good for you,” she told him. “You’ll feel great tomorrow if you spend some time pampering yourself.”


  “Pampering myself?” he echoed her words, shaking his head as he laughed.


  “Yeah, pampering yourself,” she repeated, not joining in on his guffaw. “Mom goes to the spa all the time. Heck, I’ve gone plenty of times too. It’s good for your soul. Now, I understand that there’s zero chance that you would ever go to the spa, so this is the best we can do. A hot soak is just what you need.”


  “You know what? Maybe you’re right,” he said. “I’ll meet you out there in ten minutes.”


  Something about that sounded off to her. “Why ten minutes?”


  “I just have to check a few things—”


  “Oh my God, stop working!” she cut him off harshly. “Give me your phone!”


  “Excuse me?” he asked.


  “Give me your phone,” she demanded once again with her hand out. “You’re not working anymore tonight. Now, give it to me.”


  An electricity shot through her body after he placed his smartphone in her flat palm. Dad was the most dominant man she knew; but at this very moment, she’d tamed him. Did that show how much he valued her? How many people did he actually listen to in his life? Probably only a handful, and she loved that she was in that exclusive club.


  “So, what are you going to do tonight?” she asked, her tone resembling that of a parent speaking to a child.


  “I’m going to relax,” he said. He decided to add one last word just for good measure—sarcastically—of course. “Mom.”


  She rolled her eyes and hustled upstairs, hearing the heavy sound of his footsteps following her path. She quickly changed into her orange bikini and ran back downstairs, on a beeline straight for the backyard. She needed to be in the tub first. Why? Because she refused to miss out on the spectacular visual that was her father’s perfect body.


  Disappointment was the only thing that came to mind two minutes later. Swim trunks that descended all the way down to his knees? Really? What happened to his Speedo?


  She caught herself before her mind slipped further. Tonight wasn’t about her; it was about Dad. She shouldn’t be fantasizing about his muscular legs.


  The circular hot tub sat a short walk from outside the backdoor, built into the stone that surrounded the forty-foot-long pool. You could easily wiggle over the westerly edge of the tub and fall into the pool water if you desired to take a swim, but that wouldn’t be on the evening’s schedule. No, tonight was all about enjoying each and every gallon of the scorching hot one-hundred-and-two-degree water. It would be the ideal remedy to soothe Dad’s aches and pains.


  She watched as he slipped into the water to join her. Steam ascended into the cool night air as he took a seat directly across from her, shooting her a smile in the process. Everything about tonight felt right. He deserved an evening away from work to relax, she wanted his time, and everything flowed more smoothly without Mom in the picture. In a way, she could get used to this whole girlfriend thing.


  But even the relaxed mood didn’t help settle her mind. Each passing minute resulted in the growing urge to speak, and every second of silence brought her that much closer to expressing her true feelings. She didn’t want the week to end. She would give up her Jeep, credit card, and all the perks of her extravagant life, for an annual Friday night dinner date with the man she loved. She wouldn’t think twice about it either.


  “Pumpkin.”


  Her wandering focus locked on her father across the tub. The water couldn’t hide his muscular traps and thick neck from her, especially with the aid of the backlight dimly shining on them. “Yeah, Dad?”


  “I want to talk to you about something,” he said. “It’s a little personal.”


  Her heart stopped beating. Everything froze as she gazed at him, her brain racing with ideas of what could potentially be in the cards. He needed to discuss a personal matter with her? That could mean anything.


  “This needs to say between us as well. I don’t want your mother to hear about it,” he added.


  The pulsating jet on her lower back may as well have been tearing up the inside of her stomach. It was happening! This was the precursor to her sexual-hallucination in the kitchen the other day! Dad was moments away from confessing his love for her; and to be completely honest, she may be ready to admit that she loved him in ways that weren’t exactly appropriate as well.


  “I don’t want you dating.”


  Her brow furrowed after hearing that. It certainly wasn’t what she’d expected. “Excuse me?”


  “I said that I don’t want you dating,” he repeated himself, calm as ever. “Now, I understand that my request might seem a little odd. It’s normal for eighteen-year-old girls to date. Relationships are part of our growth as people. They help to shape us.”


  “You um…don’t want me to date…at all?” she asked hesitantly.


  “I did some thinking the other day,” he told her. “Originally, I wanted you to date someone better than Doug, but then it hit me. I finally realized what my real problem is.”


  “What’s your real problem?” she questioned.


  His icy blue eyes stared at her from across the boiling water. “No one’s good enough for you.”


  She didn’t follow his logic. He’d just told her that no one was good enough for her? Seriously?


  “I don’t want some boy to waste your time,” he explained himself. “Honestly, I don’t like the idea of you dating at all. Your dinner and a movie thing with Doug didn’t sit well with me when it happened.”


  “Dad, I already—”


  “I know that it wasn’t a real date,” he cut her off. “I still didn’t like it though.”


  She’d been dying to know one thing in particular for close to two weeks. “What did you say to Doug before our date? When you took him into the kitchen?”


  “I gave him money to take you out, and then I told him that I would kill him if anything happened to you.”


  She stared at him, waiting for him to make one of his usual jokes. His witty side never came. “Are you serious?”


  He nodded.


  “Dad, you told Doug that you would kill him?” she asked, stunned. “Are you kidding me!?”


  “And do you want to know something?” he said while moving ahead with his thoughts. “I would too.”


  She’d interpreted his joke about killing Tommy Jenkins on Saturday as just that—a joke. Somehow, this was even more bizarre than her dream of being told to suck his dick as well. Dad had pulled aside her fairly nerdy classmate before a friendly date, given him money to take her out, and then threatened to kill him if anything happened to her? That explained why Doug had been acting even more nervous around her than usual lately! He must be terrified!


  He went on with his concerns. “I’m sure that every dad wants to lock his eighteen-year-old daughter in her room to prevent her from dating. The world’s a mean place full of scary people, pumpkin. I just-just-just…wouldn’t be able to live with myself if something happened to you. It would kill me.”


  For the first time in her life, she watched him grow emotional. It may have been for just a split-second, but his slight stammer showed his true thoughts regarding the idea of something bad happening to her. Maybe she was wrong? Perhaps he cared even more about her than she thought?


  “So, this is what we’re going to do,” he said while regaining his composure. He was back to his always poised self. “Friday night is going to be our new date night.”


  Her eyes lit up.


  “We won’t be with your mother, or Ashley, or anyone else,” he told her. “It’ll just be you and me.”


  Her dream had come to fruition. No longer would Mom be the only woman who enjoyed the privilege of experiencing Dad in an intimate setting. From now on, come every Friday night, she had the most amazing boyfriend in the world all to herself.


  “I was thinking that we can go—” Rick abruptly cut himself off at the sight of his daughter jumping out of the tub and heading for the backdoor. “Where are you going?”


  “I’ll be right back,” she told him before drying herself off with a towel and slipping inside the house. She quickly returned with two items in hand.


  “Absolutely not,” he said.


  Emma froze with her right foot dangling into the sizzling water. Her fantasy night had hit a bit of a speed bump as a result of Dad’s tough tone. Why couldn’t he just go with the flow?


  “But it would be fun…” she whined, rapidly fluttering her dark eyelashes.


  He didn’t buckle to her girlish act. Instead, he grabbed both of the unopened beer cans from her hands, and raised his eyebrows to show just how much he disapproved of her proposal.


  “You’re not drinking,” he told her firmly.


  “But, Daaaaaaad…”


  “Absolutely not,” he said, shaking his head. “It was a mistake to buy you and Ashley beer last week.”


  “No, Dad—”


  “And asking for wine at dinner?” he interrupted, squinting his blue eyes while she continued to stand with one foot in the water. “I don’t think so. My eighteen-year-old daughter isn’t drinking alcohol.”


  Watching him crack open one of the beer cans and take a long swig brought a smile to her face. Okay, so maybe she wouldn’t be able to get tipsy with him again like she did on Saturday night with Ashley, but this could be fun too. Honestly, anything would make her happy as long as it brought joy to her father’s life.


  She slithered into the water and moved next to him, playfully reaching for the unopened can that he’d placed on the stones behind him. She couldn’t get enough of the way he wrapped his arm around her and pulled her into him. Who needed beer when you could be pressed against the shirtless body of the most intoxicating man on the planet?


  Her bare stomach soaked in the feel of his chiseled obliques under the water, while the side of her face rested comfortably on his muscular chest, causing her to temporarily forget that they weren’t actually a couple. And to think that Mom had him all to herself whenever she wanted. What a waste! She would be in the hot tub with him every night if she was married to Dad, but Mom never even used any of their spectacular backyard!


  “Any plans for tomorrow, sweetheart?” he inquired.


  Ashley had asked if she wanted to go to a movie, but she would cancel in a second if it resulted in another date night. She didn’t need some five-star dinner or action-packed playoff hockey game either. She just wanted to be with him. A night at home watching TV would be amazing.


  “Why?” she asked, looking up while she continued to lean against his body.


  “Because I’m in the mood to spoil you,” he said, smirking down at her.


  She couldn’t hide her smile after hearing that. “Spoil me? How?”


  “I say that we go on a shopping spree tomorrow,” he revealed. “How’s that sound?”


  She’d been treated to more gifts than she could recall over the past four years, but a shopping spree had yet to be presented as a possibility. Who actually goes on shopping sprees? That type of extravagance was reserved for girls in the movies, not in real life. Even someone as lucky as herself didn’t get to indulge in luxuries like that.


  “I mean, I don’t know if I can do that,” she said, her guilt preventing her from accepting something so lavish. Sometimes, she had to decline her father’s offers. It didn’t feel right to spend so much of his money. “I appreciate it though.”


  He stared down at her, surprised from what he’d just heard.


  “I’m serious,” she announced. “I don’t need to go on a shopping spree. I already have more clothes than I know what to do with.”


  “You’re turning down more clothes?” he asked, his stunned tone reflecting how baffled he truly was. “You?”


  “Dad—”


  “We’re going on a shopping spree tomorrow,” he interjected. “It’s not up for debate either.”


  What could she say? Her father loved to spoil her rotten, and someone had to accept all of his monetary gifts. If not her, then who?


  The sound of a beer cracking open caused her eyes to move to the can in his grasp, and the sight of it being handed to her resulted in her smiling.


  “This is your last beer until you’re twenty-one, by the way,” he said. His wink told her that he was joking, but she would bet on him being very serious. “So, enjoy it.”


  So would enjoy her final beer with him, alright. Just like she would savor his love, affection, and every second of his time. It may have been a tough job, but someone had to accept the endless number of gifts that came along with being in her position. Besides, she could use a new pair of shoes.


  




  

    Chapter 7 – The Shopping Spree


  


  Saturday. 1:17 PM.


  “So, where do you want to start?” Dad asked.


  How many times had she been inside this very mall on a Saturday afternoon? How many thousands of dollars had she spent over the years on all kinds of goodies from the many shops that filled this two-storied palace? And while she may have treated herself with her father’s credit card over the years, this would be the first time that he’d ever accompanied her on her very own shopping spree.


  “Um, there’s this new place that just opened, but I’ve never been there before,” she answered. “I heard it’s kind of pricey too.”


  “Money is no concern today,” he told her. “Get whatever you want.”


  Behold, the exact culprit of their argument on the drive here. Dad had been insistent on her not having a spending limit today, while she refused to overindulge. How many clothes did one eighteen-year-old girl need?


  “I’ll get one or two things, and I’ll make sure that they aren’t too expensive,” she said as they made their way past the food court.


  “I just told you that you can get whatever you want,” he said. “Why do you have to be so stubborn all the time? Do you know who else is stubborn like you?”


  She could take a guess at what he was about to say, and she absolutely didn’t want to hear it. “Don’t say it.”


  “Your mother,” he revealed with a laugh.


  “I told you not to say it,” she huffed, sending a glare his way.


  “I think that I might start calling you Megan,” he said.


  Her decision to abruptly freeze caused Rick to stop and stare at her. She wasn’t playful or smiling anymore. No, she was very serious.


  Joking or not, the last person in the world that she wanted to be compared to was her mother. Their personalities weren’t anything alike. Just look at how much more she loved Dad! Mom barely wanted to be in the same room as him, while she couldn’t get enough of her father.


  “I’m gonna kick your ass if you ever call me that again,” she stated, not in the mood to be teased.


  “Is that right?” he laughed. “You and what army, Megan?”


  She glared at him.


  “Relax, Meg…Emma,” he smiled. “Let’s go get you some clothes. You know who else loves to shop, by the way?”


  Emma hustled into a store named “Vera Reene,” leaving him in the dust behind her.


  “Your mother!” he yelled out with a laugh before following her path into the store.


  The upscale boutique didn’t necessarily resemble the majority of the other stores in the mall. It possessed a certain elegance that the lower-end shops lacked, and it looked like Emma had already made herself at home as he glanced off to the side, not surprised to see her checking out an array of colorful dresses.


  “Good afternoon, sir.”


  Rick turned and greeted the well-dressed employee standing next to him. The blond man contained a slight stature, and the youthful energy of someone in his early-twenties. “Oh, hi.”


  “I’m Andy. Is there anything I can help you with? Maybe something that you’re looking for in particular?” the salesman asked.


  “No, we’re just looking for now,” Rick declined the offer for help, taking another quick peek in Emma’s direction.


  “Are you two together?” Andy inquired, pointing at Emma.


  Rick nodded.


  “She’s your girlfriend, I presume?” Andy asked.


  He did his best to keep a straight face, but he was laughing on the inside. A look at the other side of the store revealed an older man in his sixties, watching a gorgeous twenty-something-year-old blonde trying on a litany of shoes. Apparently, an older man with a younger lady was a common pairing in this type of store.


  Why not have a little fun? It wouldn’t hurt anyone. Actually, it was quite the ego boost. This guy thought that his beautiful eighteen-year-old daughter was really his girlfriend? It was nice to know that he still had it.


  “She’s actually my fiancée,” Rick told him.


  “Well, I see you have great taste, and not just in your choice of where to shop,” Andy threw in his two cents.


  He couldn’t help but grin.


  “Will you two be needing a fitting room?”


  “A fitting room?” Rick asked.


  “We have public rooms,” Andy explained as he pointed to the back-right part of the store. “We also have private rooms,” he said while pointing to the back-left. “Those are preferred by most couples who want privacy.”


  “A private room would be great,” Rick said, appreciating the perks that came along with such a posh store.


  Andy walked back to the checkout counter before returning with a key. “Room one, sir.”


  Rick thanked him and headed over to his daughter who already had a big stack of clothes in her hands. “I didn’t mean to buy the entire store,” he teased.


  “I know that I said I would only buy one or two things,” Emma nodded, fully aware of how quickly she’d gone back on her promise. “It’s just stuff I want to try on. There are so many amazing things here! We’re totally coming to the mall if there’s ever a zombie apocalypse!”


  “I don’t know about that,” he laughed, preferring the idea of hunkering down at their house’s secluded estate instead. “Are you ready to start seeing how some of this stuff looks on you or what?”


  “Yep!” she answered enthusiastically.


  He was glad to see that she’d shrugged off his comment about the similarities she shared with her mother. He loved to tease, and while Emma possessed a sense of humor similar to his own, she was also a woman. Sometimes he forgot that women were a little more sensitive than the blue-collar guys who worked for him.


  He held up the key that Andy had given him. “Guess who has their own room?”


  She followed him to the fitting area, happy as can be. A big stack of clothes and a dad who told her that she could have anything she wanted? Sure, she would only buy one or two things, but she was living every girl’s dream.


  They moved through a red curtain with the words “Private Fitting Area” on the wall above it. A long hallway that contained five doors which were all shut and numbered extended the remaining length of the store, coming to an end at a solid white wall. He slipped the key inside door number one and unlocked the handle.


  There was privacy, and then there was this. They had their very own spacious room! Three black chairs sat near the entrance, while a large changing area with a white door was positioned on the far side. The entire floor was red oak, and a long mirror ran the length of one of the white walls. Neither of them had ever stepped foot inside a dressing room like this. Most changing areas were small and cluttered, but theirs was roomy and luxurious.


  She skipped over to the changing area while he took a seat in one of the chairs. She was more than ready to try on her first outfit.


  A few minutes passed before the sound of her voice rang out from behind the changing room door. “Close your eyes!”


  “Why?” he asked.


  “Because I want you to be surprised!” she shouted. “Just close ‘em!”


  He soon heard Emma’s footsteps approach him on the hardwood floor after he shut his eyes.


  “Okay, you can open ‘em,” she said.


  His jaw dropped the moment he opened his eyes to take in the sight that was his daughter. “Wow.”


  She stood in front of him in a pink spaghetti strap dress. The top didn’t show any cleavage, and the bottom ran down close to her knees. It was the exact kind of dress that he wanted her to wear. It certainly wasn’t as revealing as her outfit from last night either. It allowed her to show off her great figure without revealing too much skin, and it perfectly reflected the classy girl that she was. It couldn’t have been better.


  “You’re definitely getting that,” he said, refusing to leave without buying the amazing dress.


  Her look was one of indifference as she continued to observe her reflection in the mirror on the wall. “I don’t know. I mean…it’s really…really…”


  “Pink,” he finished her thoughts with a chuckle.


  “Yeah, pink,” she smiled.


  He agreed one hundred percent. “I know that you look at yourself as a rock chick, but it might be time to admit that pink is your color.”


  She glanced at her dad, throwing up the heavy metal horns with her hand. “Black is my color.”


  He rolled his eyes as he looked at his adorable brunette daughter. She may as well have been a poster for an All-American Girl advertisement. Black was the last color that fit her. She was a pink girl, alright.


  “I still say that one’s a keeper,” he reaffirmed his stance while pointing at her.


  “I don’t know,” she debated with herself, heading back to the changing room to try on outfit number two. “I’ll have to think about it.”


  Several minutes passed before she shouted out from behind the door again. “Close your eyes!”


  He obliged before hearing footsteps.


  “What about this?”


  He opened his eyes and immediately raised his eyebrows. “There’s no way.”


  She turned slowly to observe her reflection in the mirror, curious to see how she looked from every angle. “I like it.”


  “Does that even qualify as a dress?” he asked, flabbergasted. “And where in the world would you wear it?”


  She reached for the price tag to find the exact name of the outfit. “It’s called a nylon side cutout party dress.”


  He took a deep breath and continued to watch her soak in her own reflection. The black dress was tight, short, and didn’t leave much to the imagination—especially the sides which were cut out to expose the edges of her flawless body. She looked incredible in it, but he wasn’t about to tell her that.


  “And I could wear it to parties and stuff,” she answered.


  “I can’t even find the words to tell you what an impossibility it would be that I’d ever allow you to wear that anywhere,” he told her, shaking his head the entire time. “There’s a better chance that I’ll wear that dress somewhere than you do. The last thing I want is for some drunk asshole to grope you because you’re dressed like that.”


  “Seriously?” she asked, rolling her eyes.


  “Seriously,” he replied firmly.


  “It’s not even that bad,” she said. “Some of my friends have way more revealing dresses.”


  He wouldn’t mind seeing a few of her friends in the dress she modeled—Ashley in particular. Lord knows that busty blonde would be falling out of something so tight. His daughter on the other hand? He had no intentions of entertaining her owning such an outfit.


  “What if it’s the only thing I want? Can I get it then?” she asked.


  He stared at her, his deadpan expression more than speaking for his silence.


  “What if I use my own money?” she proposed.


  His face didn’t change.


  “Fine!” she huffed before trekking back to the changing area.


  The next few outfits were far more reserved: a cute black and white skirt with a matching black top, a navy button-up sweater, several summer and fall dresses, and a pair of ripped blue jeans. He still couldn’t get over how ridiculous the latter looked.


  “Why in the world would you want those ripped?” he asked.


  She turned to get a good look at her butt in the mirror. “That’s how they make ‘em now, Dad.”


  “How stupid,” he commented. “Why not get a pair of good old-fashioned, regular blue jeans?  Like the ones I’m wearing.”


  “Are you dishing out fashion advice now?”


  “I’m well-versed in many fields,” he said with a sly smile. “And those, sweetheart, look ridiculous.”


  She rolled her eyes before turning and walking back through the dressing room door. “One more outfit, Dad! And I want you to have an open mind about this one!”


  She took a deep breath behind the closed door as she reconsidered her potential decision. Her feelings for her father had been growing with every passing day, but in an undeniably inappropriate fashion. The nights out and hours spent together only accentuated his flawless personality. His presence was just intoxicating enough to cause her to want to be a little bad.


  The downside could be monumental, however. Not only would the budding intimate part of their relationship be crushed, but their father/daughter dynamic would be jeopardized as well. It had a chance to alter everything for the worse.


  Common sense told her not to risk it. The potential reward wouldn’t be worth losing what she had. She needed her dad in her life. It wasn’t that long ago that she didn’t have a father, and the last thing she desired was to return to those days, but that’s exactly what she was gambling as she reached for her final outfit.


  “Eyes closed!” she yelled out minutes later, still hidden from her father’s view.


  The approaching footsteps on the hardwood floor caught his attention, mostly due to the fact that they’d come closer than her previous ones—a lot closer. They finally stopped five or so feet in front of him.


  “Open ‘em,” she said.


  His eyes parted cautiously, and his heart stopped beating as a result of what he saw.


  “I’ve seen Mom wearing one like this before,” she purred, her focus on the mirror to observe her sultry reflection. “I’ve always wanted one like it.”


  She couldn’t believe that she had actually gone through with it. The black satin nightie could’ve passed for a replica of the one she’d seen her mother wear to bed. The bottom hem only extended to her mid-thigh, and the plunging v-neckline dipped low to show her little cleavage. The pair of thin spaghetti straps holding up her nightgown didn’t necessarily reaffirm confidence in keeping her covered either.


  She never would’ve known about Mom’s choice in nightwear if not for bumping into her occasionally over the years while getting a glass of water in the middle of the night. In truth, Mom looked phenomenal in it, but it didn’t quite fit her character. In fact, it was about the only semi-risque outfit she’d ever seen her in.


  Instead of continuing to look at herself in the mirror like she’d done with her previous outfits, she began taking slow, seductive steps in his direction.


  “So, what do you think, Dad?”


  “Um…uh…about what?” he asked while looking to the side of the room without the mirrored wall. He clearly didn’t want to see her—reflection or not.


  “About the nightie, silly,” she giggled.


  “It looks fine,” he told her.


  That wasn’t the answer she wanted to hear. “Fine?”


  “Yeah…it…um…looks fine,” he said, lowering his eyes to the floor.


  Her feet suddenly replaced the hardwood floor he’d been staring at. Being told that she looked “fine” wasn’t enough. Mom may have looked fine to him, but she wanted to look amazing.


  Her right hand gripped the bottom part of the nightie after finally catching his eyes leave the floor. Ever so slowly, she raised the satin material slightly, exposing more of her smooth thighs.


  “Do I look better in it than Mom?” she asked with a mischievous grin.


  “Don’t, sweetheart…” he groaned under his breath.


  She’d never been more ready to put it all on the line. It was time to find out if Dad felt the same way that she did. She may be crazy, but she was ready to take that leap.


  She took a seat on his lap, facing him with her lips just inches from his mouth. There was no missing the feel of his hard bulge trapped under the rough denim of his jeans. And not only was he hard because of her, but she was sitting on it!


  “What are you doing?” he questioned, unmistakably flustered as he finally glanced into her eyes.


  “Do I look better in it than Mom?” she asked again.


  “You both wear it well,” he said while attempting to somehow distance himself. When he leaned back in his seat, she responded by sliding further into him, draping her arms over his shoulders.


  She moved her mouth to his ear and whispered, “Who’s sexier? Me or Mom?”


  Her hips began to move as she grinded in his lap, proceeding to give him the ride of his life with her hands firmly locked on his strong shoulders. Society would say that it was wrong, but she couldn’t have disagreed more. Giving a lap dance to the love of her life in their own private dressing room made sense.


  The soft moan she heard escape from his mouth fueled her. The rock hard erection pressed against her butt caused her to push down even deeper. A million different thoughts raced through her mind while his stiff cock remained trapped under her petite frame, and none of them were pure.


  “I want to hear you say it,” she purred with a familiar whine that always caused him to buckle in the past. She knew exactly how to get her way.


  He merely responded with a groan.


  She pressed her lips against his ear as her grinding grew more intense. “Me or Mom?”


  Faint whimpers weren’t what she desired to hear. She didn’t just want to think that he loved her more than Mom—she needed to hear it. She yearned to know that he’d fantasized about her in ways that a father shouldn’t think about his daughter, and she had no plans of stopping until she received an answer.


  His muscles flexed and his shoulders tensed from her aggressive movements. Had Mom ever given him a lap dance? Had she ever done anything other than wear a semi-sexy nightie to bed? He would never work thirteen-hour days if she was married to him, because she simply wouldn’t allow it. He would rush home every day because of what would be waiting for him. She would rock his world.


  “You…” he moaned.


  “Me what?” she asked, letting out a moan of her own. Her black panties were now ruined. She’d never been more wet.


  “You,” he repeated faintly. “It’s always been you.”


  She hopped off his lap. The chaotic environment vanished as a result of her receiving an answer. Dad found her to be sexier than Mom, he’d admitted to it always being that way, and she was just about the happiest girl on the planet. And what could make an already incredible day even better? More shopping!


  “I’m going to get changed!” she told him with a big smile before skipping back to the changing room.


  She re-emerged from the changing area a few minutes later to find her stunned father still seated in the same chair she’d given him a lap dance in. Could he have looked more bewildered? It was like he’d seen a ghost as her eyes drifted down to his groin to find a noticeable bulge. He was still hard! Minutes had passed without anyone else in sight besides his own reflection, and that big dick of his was still reacting to having her in his lap!


  “All set, Dad,” she told him, dressed once again in her blue jeans and black t-shirt.


  He finally regained his composure and stood to his feet, happy to have worn jeans today. Otherwise, he would most likely be pitching a tent in the front of his pants. Something caught his attention other than the intense sexual energy that still lingered in the air though.


  He noticed that her clothes were divided into two groups: a big pile in her left hand, and a small pile in her right. She reached out and handed him the small pile.


  “I would like these,” she said. “If it’s not too much.”


  “I told you that you can get all of them,” he said. “Except the party dress.”


  “I’m going to put these back,” she told him, looking down at the big stack in her left hand.


  He took another peek at the smaller pile to see what she’d decided to buy. The pink spaghetti strap dress sat on top, the navy button-up sweater was on the bottom, and sandwiched between the two—much to his dismay—was the black satin nightie.


  She smirked before strolling past him, on her way to the checkout area. Did it make her a bad person? Or even a bad daughter? Perhaps, but she wanted nothing more than for Dad to turn Mom down the next time that she was in the mood for some action. Why? Because Dad would be too busy thinking about his little girl…


  




  

    Chapter 8 – Dinner


  


  Five Hours Later.


  She shook her head as she observed the mess of shopping bags that covered her bedroom floor. While most people would think that she had her father wrapped around her finger, he had the ability to get anything he wanted from her as well. Should she have refused his demand to continue shopping after their fun in the private changing room at Vera Reene? Probably. She should have put her foot down after the next hour of unlimited indulgence? For sure. It would’ve been the reasonable thing to do.


  The problem was that she didn’t do any of those things.


  They explored dozens of additional stores, she modeled over a hundred looks for him in God knows how more dressing areas—none of which came anywhere near as heated as when she basically gave him a lap dance—and he ended up buying her over twelve thousand dollars worth of clothes, shoes, and makeup. She still couldn’t believe how much they’d spent!


  There were even three bags which were bought for Ashley—per Dad’s request. What kind of guy buys his daughter’s friend almost five hundred dollars of goodies? Her father, that’s who. And if she thought that Ashley loved her dad now, then she couldn’t wait to see her bestie’s reaction to all her new clothes when she came over tomorrow.


  “I think you’re set for the foreseeable future,” Rick laughed while dropping the last two bags on her bed. It’d taken a while, but they finally unloaded everything from his car.


  “For the foreseeable future?” she remarked, still baffled from what she was seeing. “How about for the rest of my life? Dad, we bought way too much stuff.”


  He didn’t agree with that. “You have fun shopping, and I love seeing you have fun. So, it’s a win-win.”


  How in the world could she repay him? What could equate to twelve thousand dollars worth of unnecessary spending? And while most girls her age would kill for a five-figure check to put toward their college tuition, she didn’t have to worry about that. Dad had already promised to pay for as much schooling as she desired.


  “I want to make you dinner.”


  He looked to her, surprise written all over his handsome face. “Excuse me?”


  “Hey, my tacos came out pretty good last time,” she said, rolling her eyes. “And I know that you don’t want to keep cheating on your diet, so I’m going to make you the type of dinner that you usually make yourself.”


  “I’d love that,” he said with a smile. “I was going to take a shower—”


  “Perfect!” she interjected. “Take a long, hot shower, and I’ll have dinner ready when you come out!”


  Was this what it would be like to be his girlfriend? Or even better, his wife? Being able to bring an ear-to-ear smile to him brought her joy like nothing else. Maybe that was what she really desired? Perhaps her true calling involved a life of making his world simpler and more relaxed?


  She hustled downstairs and immediately placed a skillet on the stove. Dad wasn’t some regular guy. A night of beer and pizza was the exception, not the norm. A body that rivaled a twenty-two-year-old professional athlete at his age didn’t come from overindulging in junk food. She’d tempted him enough over the past week, and now it was time for him to return to his regimented lifestyle.


  She nearly melted fifteen minutes later. The black athlete shorts and gray tank top—that may as well have been designed for his muscular body—would’ve been her decision as well if she’d been tasked with dressing him. A quarter of an hour in their amazing walk-in shower helped emphasize his sculpted biceps and thick veins. Actually, on second thought, shirtless would’ve been her preferred choice, but she would settle for the clothed version if she had to.


  “Pumpkin…” he gasped.


  Watching his jaw dropped sent a chill down her spine. This shouldn’t have been a special event for him. Coming home after a long day, taking a hot shower, and then having a nutritious dinner already cooked for him should’ve been routine, but he’d reacted like it was a birthday surprise. She should’ve been doing this for years!


  A plate of steaming hot scrambled eggs, made with four whole eggs and four egg whites; a bowl of oatmeal with half a cup of low-fat milk poured on it; eight ounces of previously cooked chicken that she warmed up and melted half an ounce of cheese over; a protein shake; and a big bowl of fruit salad: all of his favorites dishes waited for him on the kitchen table. Why didn’t Mom ever prepare him dinner? It wasn’t hard. It’d taken a total of fifteen minutes, for God’s sake!


  “Pumpkin, this is amazing,” he said while taking a seat at the table. She briskly placed a big glass of ice water next to the plates and bowls of food. “You didn’t have to do all of this.”


  “It wasn’t a problem at all,” she dismissed his concerns. “Really, it wasn’t. I’m happy to do it.”


  She took a seat across the table, her excitement resembling that of a little girl on Christmas morning as she watched him dig into his eggs. She would return every bag of clothes in her bedroom if it guaranteed her this level of happiness on a daily basis. It was an energy that she couldn’t find anywhere else in her life.


  “Where’s your dinner?”


  Her eyes squinted as she watched him take a break from devouring his eggs. “What?”


  “Where’s your dinner?” he repeated.


  “Oh, I’m not hungry,” she said.


  “Not hungry?” he asked, clearly not a fan of her response. Eighteen-year-old girls should be hungry all the time, but the constant pressure of needing to be skinny guilted them into thinking otherwise. “Why?”


  “Because I’m just not,” she told him. “I’ll make myself something later.”


  She laughed after he pointed at his piece of chicken with his fork. She wouldn’t accept part of his meal if she was the hungriest woman alive. He deserved every ounce of it.


  “So, tell me more about your project in your computer arts class.”


  She loved the genuine level of interest that he took in her life. The brief mentioning of working with Adobe Illustrator while they shopped had resulted in an endless number of questions regarding her newfound skills. Well, if you could call them that. She still had a long way to go until she was an expert.


  Fifteen Minutes Later.


  “Best dinner I’ve ever had,” he said while putting the finishing touches on his bowl of fruit salad. “Even better than your tacos.”


  Part of her actually believed him. He had a tendency to rave about every little thing she did. When Mom did something for him it was good, but it was great when she did the same exact chore. It was like his bias elevated her to a level that no one else could reach—deservedly or not.


  “I bought you something, by the way.”


  “Bought me something?” she asked, not following. Of course, he’d bought her something. He’d bought her over twelve thousand dollars worth of stuff!


  “Yeah, remember when I told you that I had to use the bathroom?” he said while thoroughly enjoying the mix of grapes, bananas, and strawberries that had recently slipped into his mouth. “I didn’t actually go to the bathroom.”


  Come to think of it, he had been gone longer than expected. It wasn’t like he would stop to get some unhealthy mall food either. So, if he didn’t go to the bathroom and he hadn’t gotten something to eat, then where had he gone?


  “Where did you go then?” she inquired.


  “I decided to take a little detour,” he told her. “I picked up a few things that I just so happened to keep out of your sight. They’re a surprise.”


  She shouldn’t be excited. She’d already been spoiled enough for one lifetime as is! But when Dad mentioned surprises, then she knew that she would be in for a treat.


  “Like what?” she asked, failing to conceal her smile. Her jittery legs reflected just how eager she was to find out what he had in store for her.


  “You know that big red bag upstairs?” he questioned.


  She was very familiar with that particular bag. In fact, it held two pairs of jeans and a kickass blouse.


  His fork punched through the last piece of sliced up strawberries in his bowl, and raised it to his mouth before telling her, “Why don’t you go see what else is in there?”


  “Now?” she asked.


  “I can’t think of a better time,” he said, his expressionless face not hinting at whatever his surprise might be.


  She jumped out of her seat and dashed up the stairs. Not only did she have more gifts, but these were a total mystery! What if it was something personal? Or what if it was more stuff for Ashley? It could be anything!


  But what she found after she dug into that red bag on her bedroom floor didn’t resemble any of her prior predictions. It also brought up the giant elephant in the room that had yet to be discussed. Somehow, both of them had pretended that she’d never grinded in his lap back in the private changing room of Vera Reene.


  Were they that comfortable with each other? Could they simply move past the most inappropriate interaction that a father and a daughter could have? She’d sat on his erection while dressed in a sexy nightie, made him choose between Mom and herself, and then put it all behind her after receiving her desired answer. It should’ve been the only thing they discussed!


  Nothing more needed to be said. What would be the point? Dad had made his thoughts perfectly clear by his decision to place a few select items in a shopping bag previously reserved for a pair of innocent jeans and a red blouse, and she finally understood the exact light in which he saw her.


  




  

    Chapter 9 – A Bad Daddy


  


  Four Hours Ago.


  “I’ll be back in a few, pumpkin. I just have to use the bathroom real quick.”


  “Okay, Dad!” Emma responded from inside the changing room, obviously preoccupied by the dress that she couldn’t wait to try on.


  To be honest, he was curious as to how it would look on her as well. Sequins? Really? He never imagined seeing an eighteen-year-old girl lose her mind over a light yellow summer dress covered in a bright layer of dazzling yellow and gold sequins, but that’s exactly how Emma reacted after stumbling across the shiny garb on her way to the changing room.


  He was beginning to open up to the idea of making this their new Saturday tradition. Emma constantly told him that he needed to work less, and this would be just the thing to drag him away from his business. Besides, could anyone really fault him for wanting to spoil his daughter? It would be impossible not to.


  He exited the store and strolled down the busy shopping mall aisle, reflecting on how much his life had changed over the past forty-eight months. Megan was nothing more than his newest girlfriend four years ago. Sure, she was older than most of the women he took an interest in, but he liked her. She was sexy, not clingy, and didn’t play any of the games that came along with dating a girl half his age.


  But she was still just a girlfriend. A month of enjoying each other’s company while they messed around didn’t alter his feelings for her. They would continue to fuck one another’s brains out, things would eventually grow stale, and then he would move onto another girl. It’d been his routine for two decades.


  But that all changed the moment Megan decided to bring Emma along with her to dinner.


  At first, he was dumbfounded. Had he missed something during their four weeks of fucking like rabbits? At what point had their relationship turned serious? And while he knew that Megan was a single mother with a daughter, he’d never imagined actually meeting her. Why would he? Emma didn’t have anything to do with their fling.


  He’d arrived at the restaurant with the intention of enjoying a good meal, maybe indulging in a glass of wine, and then taking Megan back to his place for some fun, but their change in plans couldn’t have been further from dinner and a blowjob. What was a fourteen-year-old girl doing at their table? Her braces caused her to look younger than her age, and her attempt to conceal her acne with heavy makeup reminded him that she was in fact a teenager.


  He didn’t want a kid. Hell, he didn’t even want someone else’s kid in his life! It would bring him nothing but stress. What was he thinking dating a girl with a daughter? He simply needed to put on a happy face, make it through the rest of the dinner, and then end things with Megan tomorrow. He couldn’t be with a woman who would put him in a horrendous position like this.


  It took all of five minutes for him to know that he was a goner. He never had a chance either. The bundle of energy seated across from him was funny, almost unfairly cute, and came armed with a sarcastic side that caused him to melt. It was at that very moment when everything came together for him.


  They were the family he never had.


  A healthy seven-figure bank account didn’t mean anything without happiness. He lived to work and pursue women, but something had been missing throughout the last twenty years of busting his ass to build a successful business. More times than not, he came home to an empty house, and he would be lying if he didn’t admit to feeling a loneliness deep in his soul.


  Bending Megan over the end of his bed soon became a distant second to what he really looked forward to. Sex couldn’t compare to their dinners together; and before he knew it, he was leaving work early to make it to Emma’s soccer games on time. He’d found his true purpose.


  To be Emma’s father.


  He remembered the most incredible moment of his life like it was yesterday, despite it taking place almost three years ago at his kitchen table. They’d been living together as a family for close to a month by that point, and as fun as the wedding had been, the joy of moving his two girls into the home of their dreams was even better. He was very familiar with the little apartment they’d spent the previous seven years of their lives in, and they were well overdue for an upgrade.


  The scent of sizzling bacon frying on the stove was fresh in his memory. The way the mild air flowed in through the open windows on that Sunday morning in May would stick with him until the day he died. He could recall how Megan and Emma were dressed, how he felt, and what his plans were for the rest of the day. Not a single detail had slipped from his mind.


  “Do you want orange juice, Dad?”


  Six simple words had changed his life. He’d never expected to be anything other than “Rick.” Yes, he’d made it his life’s mission to be the father that Emma never had, but he would never really be her dad. He was just a guy who’d married her mother. He would’ve been delusional to have expected otherwise.


  The way she stared at him while waiting for an answer had been tattooed on his brain. Her casual look wasn’t any different from the millions of other interactions they’d shared over the past twelve months. It was in that moment when he truly felt like her dad. A rather harmless question had brought him the daughter he’d always wanted. Somehow, someway, they were connected.


  And while he’d drifted further apart from Megan as the years passed, his relationship with Emma had only grown closer. She was his best friend, the love of his life; and most importantly, his daughter. Everything was done with the goal of improving her well-being. Two hundred thousand dollars had been placed into a bank account to pay for as much higher-education as she desired to pursue, a brand-new Jeep helped to take her wherever she needed to go, and her very own credit card allowed her to buy anything she wanted.


  But it was more than just the materialistic side of things. They discussed school, sports, and all of the drama that came along with the opposite-sex at her age. He showed her how to check her oil, jumpstart a dead battery, and how to fix basic items around the house when something broke. He’d promised that he would never get mad if she called him from a party, needing to be picked up because she’d overindulged in alcohol.


  And then things really began to change. Suddenly, his little girl wasn’t so little anymore. That fourteen-year-old girl with braces and acne had become a thing of the past, and the eighteen-year-old stunner who strutted around the house in little shorts and tank tops had become his new reality. He still couldn’t figure out where that perky little ass had come from. Seemingly overnight, she’d gone from a child, to the type of woman that he would’ve dated before meeting Megan.


  His immense love for his unbelievable daughter only made his planned destination that much more confusing. Their impromptu lap dance had changed everything. It opened a chest of feelings which had been previously locked. Not only had he confessed his real feelings, but he’d admitted to desiring his little girl more than her mother. He was supposed to protect her! It was his job to keep her away from older men who desired to take advantage of her naivety! He shouldn’t be the one pressuring her!


  “Hi, I’m Claire. Can I help you with anything?”


  He shouldn’t be here. Actually, he should be anywhere else. A good dad would be busy giving his daughter feedback on her sequined summer dress, but Emma wasn’t the girl standing in front of him at the moment. No, instead of looking at his beautiful daughter, he had a blonde knockout smiling back at him.


  Her black yoga pants and tight white t-shirt certainly showed off all of her curves—and she by no means lacked in that department. Her curly blonde hair and blue eye helped set an inviting atmosphere, and he absolutely needed all the help he could get in that regard. He was experiencing serious doubts at the moment.


  “Um…I think I’m okay,” he told her, taking another peek at his surroundings. It’d been a long time since he felt so out of place.


  “Have you ever shopped here before?” the energetic blonde in her mid-twenties inquired. “Your first time can be a little overwhelming.”


  She could say that again. First, it was his inaugural visit to a Victoria’s Secret store. Second, it should probably be his last. Hell, he shouldn’t have made this initial trip to begin with! What good could come from it?


  “No, it’s my first time,” he said. “To be completely honest, I’m not exactly sure where to begin.”


  “That’s totally normal,” she smiled, her upbeat attitude helping to calm his worries. “So, do you have anything in mind?”


  He hadn’t gotten that far yet. He’d merely decided to swing by the most sexually-themed store in the mall, but hadn’t put much thought into what he would actually purchase. And that was assuming he would buy anything at all.


  “We have tons of casual stuff,” she said, picking up on his lack of decisiveness. “We also have plenty of sexier things.”


  He certainly hadn’t missed that. Everywhere he looked he saw something rather revealing in either pink, black, or white. He didn’t know whether or not he would leave here empty-handed; but if he didn’t, then he could take a pretty accurate guess at what color his purchase would end up being.


  “Okay, how about we start with this?” Claire proposed. “Who are you looking to buy something for?”


  “For my…girlfriend,” he answered hesitantly.


  “And what kind of things does your girlfriend like?” she asked.


  How was he supposed to answer that? He’d already gotten caught up in his lies, but the cute sales associate didn’t seem to realize that. To be honest, Emma loved candy, flowers, and anything thoughtful. Nothing brought a smile to her face like a humorous gift that referenced an inside joke between the two of them, but he wasn’t shopping for something meaningful today. Instead, he was searching for something that no father should ever purchase for his daughter.


  “Um…she…likes…sexy…stuff…” he fibbed, stalling for time after each word.


  Claire loved the sound of that. “Perfect! We have tons of sexy stuff. We can totally find her something.”


  Maybe he should take a look at the table covered in cute sweatpants instead? Or what about the stylish zip-up hoodies hanging on the wall? Anything would be better than the more risque items which surrounded him.


  “What’s her size?” she asked.


  His attention moved back to Claire, while his face couldn’t have given him away more.


  “Don’t feel bad. Most guys don’t know their girlfriend’s exact size,” she laughed. “What’s her body type?”


  “She’s about five-six and very petite,” he told her. “She plays soccer.”


  “A sporty girl, huh?” Claire remarked with a smile as she waved for him to follow her. “Well, I say that we get her something that doesn’t remind her anything of soccer. Trust me, I know just the thing.”


  He took that step—slowly and cautiously—behind the pretty blonde who obviously had something in mind. His stride represented a journey into the unknown. It depicted a part of his life that he would be forced to leave behind if he went ahead with his plan. Nothing would ever be the same if he continued to trail Claire on her path throughout the store, but he was taking that chance.


  




  

    Chapter 10 – A Naughty Daughter


  


  Back in Emma’s Bedroom.


  She scurried for the upstairs bathroom after gripping the handles of the red bag. Had she ever felt so excited? She couldn’t even be bothered to separate her jeans and blouse from the rest of what Dad had bought her. She was far too occupied with seeing herself in front of a mirror.


  The unmistakable feel of slick satin consumed her touch as she reached into the bag. Inch by inch, she raised her father’s gift out of the bag, unknowingly teasing herself as it ascended. It couldn’t have been what she thought it was. It just couldn’t!


  But boy, was she wrong.


  It was her calling. It was the way that Dad wanted her. It was everything that Mom wasn’t.


  Moments later, she was naked. She’d never undressed so briskly either. She couldn’t wait to try on her new present.


  The one hundred and thirty dollar price had been left on—in case she wanted to return it—but she’d already ripped off the tag and thrown it into the garbage bin. First off, she would never return a gift from Dad. Second, she wouldn’t dream of turning down the single sexiest piece of lingerie that she’d ever seen.


  Dad had bought her a teddy? And not only a teddy, but a black satin one with a neckline that plunged dangerously low? She still couldn’t get past the fact that he wanted to see her this way. Who knew that her uncharacteristically aggressive decision to grind on his lap back in the dressing room at Vera Reene would end up being the best thing to ever happen to her? Not only had her amazing father accepted her advances, but he’d raised the stakes to a whole new level.


  Was she frozen in ice, or had her body lost the ability to react after seeing her own reflection? Slipping into such an amazing piece of lingerie shouldn’t have felt right, but it did. Nothing better described her love for the man waiting downstairs than what she saw looking back at her.


  The neckline dipped all the way down to just above her belly button, exposing plenty of her toned midsection, and hints of her little cleavage. A pair of thin straps ran over her shoulders, holding up the racy one-piece. The harmless motion of turning her back to the mirror had fully set the wheels in motion. That little action was all it took to make her feel like the sexiest woman alive.


  A trio of straps crisscrossed along her exposed back, eventually coming to an end at a fancy lace design just above her butt. Things heated up in a hurry, however. Cleavage, gorgeous lace patterns, and even having her thighs exposed couldn’t compare to the most important detail of her outfit.


  It possessed a thong backside.


  She turned to face the mirror once again, thankful that she’d recently shaved. If not, then she might see a few hairs peek out from the sides of the satin. It hugged her most private of parts that closely!


  She couldn’t have asked for a better finishing touch than the black five-inch pump heels that had been included in the bag. The single sole heels with ankle straps were stylish enough for a casual night out, but sexy enough to go along swimmingly with an erotic piece of lingerie such as the one she was wearing. It was merely another example of her dad’s unbelievable taste.


  And with that, her confidence hit an all-time high. She’d been transformed into a goddess. Had Dad ever found anything like her on Tinder back in the day? She highly doubted it. Those girls couldn’t compete with her.


  And where would a goddess be headed on such an evening? To the man she loved, obviously. It only made sense to show him how he’d spent his money.


  She hurried downstairs as fast as she could, doing her best not to trip and fall along the way. She was far too excited to slow down and make a seductive entrance. Instead, she barged into the kitchen, full of pep and energy. The only thing on her mind was how Dad would react to seeing her, and he certainly didn’t disappoint.


  He may as well have just won the most lucrative business contract of his life. His unmistakable excitement was contagious. He couldn’t fake a smile like his, and she was the sole reason for his happiness.


  “So, what do you think?” she asked, fully aware of his thoughts, but wanting to hear him verbally express himself anyway.


  His index finger circled in the air, signaling for her to spin.


  She slowed her movements as a result of the deep groan that sounded from her rear as she spun. Was this what it felt like to be on the red carpet? Did this adrenaline rush resemble twenty thousand fans screaming your name? She was the furthest thing from a celebrity, but her father had somehow made her feel like a movie star.


  “I bought your mother lingerie a few years ago.”


  She turned to face him, befuddled by his choice of words. Why would he bring Mom up at a time like this? Why was she a topic of conversation at all? Why hadn’t his priorities been entirely consumed by her outfit?


  “She would be awfully jealous at the moment,” he added while soaking in her body from across the table.


  Suddenly, Mom was the only thing on her mind. She would be jealous of her? Really? How hot was that? A little part of her—no matter how inappropriate—desperately desired to make her mother envious. She wanted to be the only girl in her dad’s life.


  “She would be jealous?” Emma asked in a way to lead him into expounding on his comment.


  “Every woman is jealous of you,” he put it bluntly.


  “No, they aren’t,” she said with a smile as her eyes moved down to the floor.


  “Where should we start?” he said while leaning back in his chair. “Maybe with your one-of-a-kind personality?”


  She’d officially reached the pinnacle of existence. Dad was raving about her qualities? Forget about shopping! This was what she really wanted!


  “Or what about how thoughtful and caring you are?” he asked. “You know that I love your adorable giggle too.”


  She couldn’t help but laugh, knowing that her guffaw would bring joy to the most perfect man in the world.


  “You’re so smart and talented,” he went on while she sheepishly stared down at her feet. “You’re the single most unbelievable girl alive, and do you want to know something? I haven’t even gotten around to that perfect little ass yet.”


  Her head perked up as her eyes bulged. The grin being sent her way eliminated any lingering thoughts that maybe she was caught up in a fantasy. Dad had just described all the important qualities that he loved about her, but now he’d moved onto her body.


  “Where did that ass come from?” he asked with a smirk, gazing deeply at the stunner standing across from him. “One day you’re a little girl, and the next you look like a fuckin’ model.”


  Her finger twirled her long brown hair that rested on her breasts. Who knew that life could be so good? At this rate, she would overdose on love and attention at any second.


  “Your entire body drives me insane,” he admitted, letting out a long exhale as he soaked in her petite frame. “And don’t even get my started on that perfect face.”


  “Dad—”


  “Get that sexy ass over here,” he demanded while pointing down at the floor, just to his left. “You have five seconds or you’re grounded.”


  Her right foot moved forward at a snail’s pace, consuming all of the allotted five seconds before her heel even touched the floor.


  “Someone’s looking for trouble…” he remarked.


  She was looking for trouble, alright. Dad had shown a side to him that she had no idea existed, and she planned on exploring every single inch of his newfound territory. Would she actually be grounded if she playfully took longer than her allowed time? Of course not. Might Dad show how he truly behaved around a woman he wanted, who just so happened to not be listening? She hoped to find out.


  Ever so slowly, she slithered closer to his seat, fueled by his stern look. What if he actually did have a controlling side to him? It would make sense, wouldn’t it? He was the boss in all faucets of his life, so why wouldn’t he be dominant with his woman as well?


  A big hand wrapped around her wrist after she finally arrived at her destination, causing her to lock eyes with the man who’d squeezed harder than expected. It didn’t hurt, but it was a level of physicality that she’d yet to be introduced to—especially from her own dad!


  “You’re lucky that you’re so cute,” he grinned while releasing his hold. “Now, I have one last gift for you, pumpkin.”


  Another gift? What could possibly top lingerie? She certainly couldn’t think of anything.


  The hand that had just been wrapped around her wrist moved to the table, crawling along the rustic oak. Her confusion wasn’t solved after watching his previously wiggling fingers come to a stop next to his now empty plate. Where was her gift?


  He lifted his napkin to reveal her final present. Truth be told, it was probably the least expensive purchase he’d made today, but she had a feeling that it would end up being her favorite. How did he always know exactly what she wanted?


  She immediately turned her back to him and bent at the knee, holding her hair up to help. The soft, smooth feel of velvet briskly swarmed her naked neck. The adjustable golden clamp on the back allowed him to securely tighten it to his liking. It may have only been a centimeter and a half across, but it was more than enough to replicate a constant feel of warmth and safety. She couldn’t explain how, but the hand that had been wrapped around her wrist moments ago, now gripped her neck—permanently.


  Dad had bought her a black velvet choker.


  She quickly spun so that she could see his reaction. Did she even need a sexy accessory to be his dream girl? She had a feeling that he would be just as blown away no matter how she dressed.


  “Daddy…” she whimpered.


  His vivid blue eyes grinned at her. His smirk turned wicked, impure intentions flowing through his blood. She only called him “Daddy” when she wanted something, and by no means was this time an exception. She knew exactly what she craved.


  “I have a present for you too,” she said with a childish pout, puckering her lips like a girl half her age. “It’s in the family room.”


  She grabbed him by his muscular forearm and pulled him out of his seat, giggling as she momentarily took control. She couldn’t get enough of the fact that he still towered over her despite her five-inch heels. The materialistic gifts were great, their emotional bond was even better, but she would be lying if she didn’t admit to being smitten by his physical traits as well.


  Every single one of his features screamed of masculinity. He wasn’t some dumb eighteen-year-old boy who spent his days playing video games. He was a man; and not only did he look like one, but he behaved as such.


  “So, what did you get me?” he asked.


  Her eyes moved along his muscular forearms, journeyed the length of his bulging biceps, salivated at his wide shoulders and thick traps, before finally arriving at his handsome face. The warmth of his blue eyes and five o’clock shadow had vanished. He didn’t look like a dad staring down at his daughter. Instead, he resembled a wolf sizing up his next meal.


  She was Little Red Riding Hood—the epitome of innocence and purity—and he was the Big Bad Wolf. Well, he may have been the Big Bad Wolf to people who didn’t know him. He certainly fit the part physically. Wolves aren’t so scary if you love them though, and her perfect father wouldn’t dream of ever hurting a single hair on her head. She was positive of it.


  “It’s a secret,” she said, putting on her best juvenile act. Fluttering her long eyelashes helped her to feel even smaller and more helpless.


  “Lead the way then,” he told her with his hand out.


  She began the walk toward the family room, but not before taking a peek over her shoulder. His eyes were locked on her butt as she moved. Every excruciating squat at the gym with Ashley had just been validated. Her body was being silently worshipped as she exited the kitchen and strutted down the hallway, and she’d never felt sexier in her life.


  “Um…I don’t see anything,” he said after they both arrived in the family room. The Italian leather furniture and stacked stone fireplace looked as ordinary as ever. “I thought that you got me something?”


  She pushed him forward, causing him to land on his butt, right in the middle of the black sofa. “Are you sure that you looked everywhere?”


  He reached out and grabbed one of the throw pillows, making sure to look underneath it for his surprise. “Hmm… Maybe I’m missing something?”


  The two grinned at each other, erasing any doubt that they weren’t on the same page. It was no secret that Dad was playing dumb with her. He knew what gift she really had for him, and his most recent action showed exactly where his mind was at.


  He tossed the throw pillow onto the floor in front of him.


  Now, it was her turn to play naive. “What’s that for?”


  “What do you think it’s for?” he asked, looking down at the pillow between his feet before moving his attention back to her. “You’re a smart girl. Why don’t you try to figure it out?”


  “I’m not sure,” she said, her voice whining slightly. “Why don’t you tell me?”


  “It’s for my little princess to be nice and comfortable when she sucks my cock.”


  Her jaw dropped. He certainly hadn’t minced his words, had he? There also wasn’t a sarcastic smile to be found on his face. He’d officially announced that he wanted her as more than just a daughter, and she couldn’t wait to have him as more than only her dad.


  She knelt down on the pillow, appreciating how he wouldn’t allow her to only have the brown and burgundy area rug as protection for her bare skin. Nothing better described their relationship than that little moment. Even when everything would finally revolve around him, he was preoccupied with her well-being.


  Her little hands raced up his muscular legs before sliding the length of his powerful thighs. She was the only car on the racetrack. Nothing could deter her from her ultimate destination, and she’d just sped around the corner without a stop sign in sight. She couldn’t be more ready to be everything that her mother wasn’t.


  But then again, maybe she could wait a minute.


  “Daddy…”


  “Yes, pumpkin,” he said, his big arms running along the top of the sofa as his back rested against the middle cushion. He looked exactly like a king.


  “I wanted to say thanks again for today,” she told him, her childish tone yet to reflect her age. She loved how lustful his eyes turned when she spoke in that manner. “It was so much fun.”


  He let out a loud moan after her right hand rubbed his groin. Unlike earlier in the changing room, there wasn’t any hiding his rapidly-growing erection. His basketball shorts allowed his body to show just how much he loved her.


  “You do so much for me,” she said, her palm gliding along the length of his covered manhood. She’d never experienced power like this before. She possessed the ability to make the most authoritative man in her life moan like a little boy, and she’d yet to do anything other than rub his crotch! “And I barely do anything for you.”


  “That’s not true,” he argued immediately, his eyes remaining closed as he relished her touch.


  “But it is,” she stated. “Look at everything you buy for me. Dad, you never missed one of my soccer games. Not one! What do I even do around here?”


  “You do plenty,” he said, his hand moving on top of hers to guide it over his cock. “You’re my perfect princess.”


  Her love grew with each passing second as she allowed her hand to massage his dick over his polyester shorts. Merely existing was enough to bring joy to her father’s life. She could fail in everything she tried, but he would be proud of her no matter what. An undeniable confidence came along with knowing that he would always have her back.


  “You know how Friday night is our new date night?” she asked. The urge to pull down his shorts had all but consumed her. She wasn’t sure how much longer she could make it without getting him out of his clothes. “Well, I think that we should start another tradition. Maybe one that involves you really relaxing after you get home from work.”


  “Is that right?” he asked. “And what would that be?”


  “I want to take care of you,” she purred, a jolt of electricity firing through her body after he looked down at her. “I want to make you forget about all your worries and concerns.”


  “You still haven’t answered my question, pumpkin,” he pointed out with a grin. “How do you plan on doing that?”


  Her eyes moved down to the floor before finding his face once again. She couldn’t believe what was about to come out of her mouth. “By playing with your big dick.”


  She’d been thoroughly introduced to his demanding side without even hearing a word. Those dazzling blue eyes said everything. They told her that it was time to grow up. They informed her of how things would work around the house from now on. A little girl couldn’t properly take care of her daddy’s needs, but a woman could.


  And that brought her right back to reality.


  She wasn’t a woman. She was an eighteen-year-old girl who didn’t have a clue as to what she was doing. The closest she’d ever come to sucking a cock was watching some girl do it in porn, for God’s sake! She would satisfy Dad? How? By giving him better oral sex than all the women before her? She couldn’t compete with girls from Tinder! They had so much more experience than her!


  It was time to drop her act. She wasn’t some seductress. Hell, she wasn’t even qualified to handle the seemingly endless object that Dad continued to guide her hand along. She was simply some girl in way over her head, and she had to confess to it before monumentally disappointing her father.


  “Um…I have to admit something.”


  His big hand that moved her little hand froze. She looked up to find concern on his face. Her suddenly distraught tone had clearly set off alarm bells.


  “Is something wrong, pumpkin?” he asked.


  “No, not wrong,” she said as she shook her head, her focus darting off to the side. “I uh…just…haven’t done anything like this before…”


  “Haven’t done what before?” he inquired.


  Her eyes lowered to the floor. “I’ve never given a blowjob…”


  “And?”


  His nonchalant tone caused her to immediately turn her attention back to him and ask, “And?”


  “Yeah, what’s the problem?” he questioned.


  “Well, it might not be that great,” she admitted, going right for it. Nothing good would come from dragging her problem out for any longer. “I just don’t want you to be disappointed.”


  “Name something that you’re bad at,” he demanded.


  His curious choice of words caused her ears to perk up. “What?”


  “Name something that you’re bad at,” he repeated himself.


  “Um…Dad, I’m bad at like a million things,” she confessed honestly. “It would be easier to name something that I’m good at.”


  His grasp left her hand, but her touch remained positioned on the outline of the large, thick bulge under his shorts. “Pumpkin, you’re great at everything.”


  She sent an obvious look of disagreement his way.


  “You are,” he declared, offended by the notion that she would think otherwise. “You’re the single most talented person I’ve ever met.”


  She rolled her eyes.


  “Do you know what wouldn’t make me happy?” he asked, staring down at her calmly. “If this wasn’t your first time.”


  Goosebumps covered her arms. The hairs on the back of her neck stood up straight. Why did his possessive side thrill her so much? Why did it turn her on?


  The reveal that he’d purchased a sexy outfit for her had made her wet, but it’d been a slow build until her current state of being absolutely soaked. Every compliment worked her up a little more. Additional dampness entered her world with each deep gaze he took of her body. Admiration and passionate stares couldn’t replicate when he really showed how much he coveted her, however.


  She needed to feel his energy firsthand. She yearned to hear him rave about her qualities. She knew that he loved her, but that didn’t lessen her desperation to be reminded of just how much.


  “What did I tell you on Friday?” he asked while placing his hand on hers once more. “Back in the hot tub?”


  She knew exactly what he wanted to hear, and the speed in which her fingers moved along his throbbing meat displayed her primal thirst as well. She’d been reduced to a starving woman, but extravagant meals and world-class wine wouldn’t alleviate her hungry. She needed something truly exquisite. Something spectacular. Someone one of a kind.


  “You told me that you don’t want me dating,” she answered, smiling after taking herself back to that magical moment. “And that you don’t want me wasting my time with any boys.”


  “Exactly,” he nodded. “You only have one man in your life, and he would do absolutely anything for you. Now, suck my cock, pumpkin.”


  Her hands bolted for the waistband of his shorts, yanking them down as fast as she could. She adored his compliments. Everything from her soccer abilities, to her mediocre singing voice that he claimed to love, to her grades in school were all met with an equal amount of praise—which she cherished beyond words. This, however, was different.


  She’d been sent into a tizzy from the way he lusted after her.


  She didn’t want to be asked nicely, and hearing him beg for something sexual would sicken her. She desired to be bossed around. Dad knew what he wanted, and she loved the side of him that made his demands perfectly clear. The man of the house wanted his cock sucked, so he expected her to take care of him. It was exactly how things should work.


  She pulled his shorts down to his knees and his boxers soon followed. The situation didn’t completely set in for her until her eyes moved back to his groin. He hadn’t lied to Ashley the other night. He certainly hadn’t exaggerated either. The towering erection pointing straight at the ceiling looked just as spectacular as the man whom it belonged to, and she couldn’t help but wonder how in the world it fit inside her mother.


  Who needed sporting events and dinner reservations at fancy restaurants? She had her very own source of entertainment right in front of her, and even Hollywood couldn’t compete with this magnificent display. It only made sense that every part of him be spectacular.


  His long, thick cock demanded her attention. A stampede of animals barreling through the family room wouldn’t have deterred her eyes from soaking in every inch of his perfect manhood. She didn’t need experience to figure out that he was blessed, and being a virgin didn’t prevent her from knowing exactly what to do.


  Steamy scenes from erotic novels—full of vivid details and descriptions—allowed her to perfectly visualize a penis before ever seeing one, and hardcore porn all but cleared up the mystery regarding sex. There was something different about her situation though. There was a time when women didn’t have the luxuries afforded to herself. A young girl born and raised on a farm in 1920’s Iowa would’ve been completely inexperienced when it came to the opposite-sex, but even she would’ve known what to do with something so magical during her first time. It was human nature.


  She instinctively wet her lips as she leaned in closer, carefully examining every precious inch of perfection that was her father. A thick vein ran along the center of his manhood, only emphasized by the numerous other smaller—but noticeable veins—that flowed throughout his throbbing meat. Her eyes were quick to pick up on the drip of pre-seminal fluid that slowly trickled from the swollen pink head of her new purpose in life. She’d been brought into his world for this exact moment.


  A distinct manly odor radiated from his groin despite his pubic hair having been recently trimmed. His cock appeared almost intimidating in length and girth, but inviting based on how well-groomed he kept himself. He possessed the knee-weakening characteristics of a rugged man, with the ideal traits of a stud who greatly valued his appearance. It was an intoxicating combination of features.


  Her right hand moved in the direction of his cock, unsuccessful in her attempt to wrap her fingers around his vast girth. A slight squeeze caused more precum to ooze from his hole. Not only was he leaking, but he was leaking because of her! She had him so turned on!


  “Daddy, your cock is so big,” she giggled while stroking the length of his meat.


  “You make it big,” he remarked, his eyes closed and his arms outstretched along the top of the sofa.


  Dad would be working twenty hours a week if he was married to her. Why? Because she would be waiting in this very position the minute she arrived home from school. Sexy pump heels, amazing lingerie, and down on her knees for the only man who deserved her affection: it would be a daily occurrence.


  Another firm squeeze caused him to let out a grunt as the cool sensation of precum dripped down his cock and reached her thumb. Her left hand gripped his dick as well, his natural fluids providing lubrication for her first-ever handjob. The power that came along with being able to make him twitch and squirm wasn’t what she craved. It was the joy of finally being able to give back that truly did it for her.


  “That feels so good, pumpkin.”


  His words caused her to clench him tighter. Why was she competing against other women in her mind? Mom didn’t matter. Neither did all the girls who’d come before her. Tonight, she was the only woman in his world.


  She lowered her mouth and wrapped her lips around the big head of his cock, the sweet flavor of precum engulfing her taste buds. She had so much room to work with. How many inches filled the space between both of her hands that gripped his manhood, and her mouth which swallowed the top of him? It may as well have been a foot, and she’d made it her mission to show him the admiration that he so rightfully desired.


  Slowly, she began to bob on his cock while her hands simultaneously stroked him. If Dad providing her with a pillow to aid her knees best described their relationship, then she was ready to change things. Kneeling in front of him felt right. The long, deep breaths she heard escape from above put her at ease. This was her happy place, and she would spend as much time here as she possibly could.


  “Just like that, sweetheart,” he told her. “Get the whole thing wet.”


  She pulled off of him and allowed a trail of spit to fall from between her lips, to the towering pole in front of her.


  “What the fuck was that?”


  She looked up to find him gazing down at her with his eyes peered sharply. “What?”


  “What the fuck was that?” he repeated with a slight laugh. “I told you to get it wet.”


  “I did…” she said hesitantly, confused from what she’d apparently done wrong.


  “Spit on it,” he demanded.


  Once again, she allowed her saliva to flow from her mouth to his cock.


  “When did you turn into such a girly girl?” he asked. “You play soccer, for God’s sake. Get a little dirty.”


  “I-I-I did though,” she sputtered, gazing down at his slick cock. “I mean, I got it wet.”


  “Pumpkin,” he said, leaning forward slightly to capture her complete attention. “Spit on it.”


  No matter how hard she tried to forget them, the countless number of girls from his past refused to leave her mind—Mom specifically. She never wanted him to be disappointed, upset, or even let down as a result of her actions; and if Dad told her to get dirty, then she would get dirty.


  She hawked up a large wad of spit and sent it flying at his dick, hurrying to rub it in with her hands as it dripped down his meaty pole.


  “Attagirl,” he commented with a smile as he leaned back against the sofa.


  An unrivaled energy burst through her as she lunged at his cock, frantically bobbing on the first few inches of her new favorite toy. Mom would never get nasty like this. She wouldn’t hock a loogie at Dad’s perfect cock to get dirty for him. She just knew it!


  And what about those Tinder girls? Were they filthy? Did they show him the proper appreciation? Was his cock thoroughly worked and relieved after they got done when him? She didn’t know, but she would bet every dollar to her name that those other women couldn’t make him happier than she could.


  “Does that feel good?” she asked seductively while taking a quick break.


  Her hands remained locked around his cock as she observed just how little of his manhood that she could actually take. An immense wetness covered the first two inches of him, while his remaining meat gave off a significantly less distinct glisten. Could some woman out there actually make his entire cock disappear? She highly doubted it, but she wouldn’t mind taking the honor of giving him the best blowjob of his life someday.


  “So good,” he moaned, smiling down at her. “Are you sure this is your first time?”


  She was self-aware enough to know when she was being teased. “I’m trying my best, Dad!”


  His look turned to one of genuine confusion. “Excuse me?”


  Suddenly, she found herself questioning her previous assessment of his tone. What if she wasn’t being teased? What if Dad was honestly impressed?


  “Are you being serious? Does it really feel that good?” she asked, growing excited at the possibility of rocking his world.


  “You should be giving your mother lessons,” he said while extending his index finger toward her mouth. Her lips instinctively wrapped around it as she continued to stroke his cock. “You’re such a good girl.”


  Her eyes refused to leave him. Her mouth wouldn’t dream of allowing him to escape from between her lips—whether it be his finger or his magnificent dick. She owed it to him to make him happy, and that’s exactly what she would do.


  “Daddy’s little blowjob queen,” he grinned.


  Her sucking ceased as her hands came to a stop around his cock. Her highest title of fictional royalty had always been when Dad referred to her as a princess. It was usually done with a fairly obvious sarcastic tone, but that had changed over the past few days. It’d grown more sexual, but even those remarks didn’t compare to his most recent comment.


  He’d called her a queen.


  A man’s wife should be her queen, unless he didn’t view her as such. Her new title signaled a shift in their relationship. It unveiled the light in which Dad saw her. She’d officially replaced her mother.


  Or maybe not.


  She’d really jumped the gun, hadn’t she? She’d replaced Mom? Seriously? She needed to calm down and get a grip. Dad wouldn’t ditch Mom because he’d received a mediocre blowjob from a girl who didn’t have a clue how to please a man. She had to wake up and smell the coffee before she embarrassed herself.


  She was snapped back to reality by the feel of a hand on her head. His finger had slipped from between her lips and moved up to her hair, causing her to tense up. What was on his mind? What did he have planned for her?


  “Put your hand on my thigh, pumpkin,” he said. He had one last set of instructions for her after she followed his order. “I want you to tap my leg if this is ever too much for you at any point. Understood?”


  She nodded nervously, unsure of what waited ahead. The one thing she would never question was her trust in him though. Her best intentions were always his priority.


  His free hand moved to her brown hair, securing his hold on her head. Very gradually, she was lowered back to the very thing she found herself missing. His big cock belonged in her mouth. The world made more sense that way.


  Kneeling before him didn’t compare to the feel of both his hands on her head. His fingers tangled in her hair, allowing him to control her movements as she accepted him back inside her mouth once again. His power swept over her. His aggression announced its presence. The man of the house had taken what he deemed as his, and she had a feeling that she was about to see a completely new side of him.


  The lightest of pumps into her mouth caught her by surprise. She hadn’t anticipated being held in place while he used her to his liking, but she couldn’t deny the exhilaration that came along her newfound state of submission. Wasn’t that what she lusted after? Didn’t she crave submitting to the only man she loved? It would certainly explain her eagerness to soak up this feeling of obedience.


  She moved her free hand to his other thigh, allowing herself to become lost in the moment. Her hands balled into fists at the first hint of gagging. She couldn’t tap his leg already. She’d barely taken any of him!


  “That’s my good girl,” he grunted while probing deeper. “Who loves choking on Daddy’s big cock?”


  Her current dilemma involved whether to keep her hands on his bare thighs, or to lower one of them to her pussy to touch herself. Dad wasn’t just talking dirty to her now. He was really talking dirty!


  “Fuck, you’re so much sexier than your mother,” he moaned, his rough voice reflecting his aggressive demeanor. “Deeper, pumpkin.”


  Taking him deeper wasn’t her decision to make. She simply tried her best to relax herself as he attempted to bury his girth down her throat, and if it weren’t for that pesky cock keeping her quiet, then she would be screaming with joy. He’d just told her that she was sexier than Mom while she sucked his dick!


  His cock plunged down her throat in a sudden motion of intense lust, causing saliva to pour from the sides of her mouth as she violently gagged. Tapping his thigh wouldn’t do her any good, however. That type of plea for help was reserved for girls who didn’t share a deep, unspoken connection with the man on the other end. They were well past the point of needing to communicate in primitive ways.


  He pulled her head off his cock at the exact moment she needed to breathe. She never felt a single second of desperation or vulnerability during their exchange. Why would she? Dad would never hurt her. He would take her right to her limit before bringing her back to safety.


  She still needed to answer his question though. “I do! I love choking on Daddy’s—”


  Her declaration had been ended early by a kiss. He moved forward and passionately embraced her, his hands still locked in her long hair. Four years of love poured out in a single smooch. Fireworks exploded all around as their lips parted and their tongues explored one another. She’d been sent to a world where she was cherished in a way that no father had ever treasured his own daughter, and she never wanted to leave.


  Only one thing could cause her to end her kiss early, and she had a very good reason for that seemingly terrible decision.


  Her hands gripped the bottom of his gray tank top and raised it toward the ceiling. Her lips lunged for his chiseled abs before he even had the chance to lift his shirt over his head. She couldn’t control herself. This very midsection had been on her mind for years, and she was certainly making up for lost time.


  Her tongue slid along the defined ridges of his abs, worshiping his body in the best way she knew how. The feel of his rock hard cock pressed against her chest only motivated her. Her hands savored the feel of his powerful pectoral muscles and masculine shoulders before her tongue caught up to her fingers. Ever so slowly, her tongue licked the length of his abs in one extended motion, continuing its journey to his strong chest and thick neck as she moved off her knees. It didn’t take much longer for her to be exactly where she wanted.


  At the doorstep of his mouth.


  His lips moved to her neck, showering her delicate skin in kisses while his muscular arms held her in place by her hair. There was something exhilarating about knowing that he was capable of picking her up and throwing her across the room. He would obviously never hurt her, but she couldn’t deny the thrill that came along with being so outmatched physically.


  And before she knew it, his mouth was pressed against her ear. “Get back down on your knees.”


  “But I want another kiss…” she whined.


  “I’ll give you a kiss, but then you owe me as many kisses as I want,” he said, his warm breath tickling her inner ear.


  “Deal!” she agreed with a big smile. “Daddy gets as many kisses as he wants!”


  She watched his handsome face move in front of hers. His blue eyes were more vivid than normal. His hair appeared thicker and darker. Any hint of bags under his eyes had vanished, and even the faint wrinkles on his forehead had all but disappeared. She’d breathed a fresh dose of youthfulness into her stud father, and the results had already shown in spades.


  She thoroughly enjoyed the following minute of making out with her dream guy. Did it come as a surprise that he was an amazing kisser? Even the way his hands moved down to her neck screamed of masculinity. He wasn’t a little boy. She was dealing with a man, and a man didn’t have time to waste.


  But then she found herself back down on her knees. She would willingly return her Jeep for ten minutes of making out every day. She would donate all of her clothes to Goodwill if it resulted in hearing about how much sexier she was than Mom. Forty-eight consecutive months of being spoiled rotten had raised her standard of luxury, but she would drop all of her expectations in exchange for the simpler things in life.


  Like a make out session with her own father.


  “Daddy wants his kisses now,” he said while leaning back against the leather sofa, placing his hands along the top of the exotic furniture once again. His grin more than spoke for itself.


  “Is that right?” she asked playfully. Her hands were already stroking what she deemed as hers. “Do you want kisses on your legs?”


  He smiled as she planted a peck on his kneecap.


  “Or maybe a little higher?” she proposed, leaving a wet smooch on his muscular thigh. “Or maybe Daddy wants all the kisses on his big, fat, perfect cock?”


  “Get back to work, pumpkin.”


  And with that, she was head over heels in love. Not that she wasn’t already, but his words had all but cemented it. He’d told her to get back to work! To get back to work! How sexy was that? He looked at her sucking his dick like it was her job, and she couldn’t agree more.


  And now, she had a task to finish.


  Her hands feverishly stroked while she attempted to suck the life out of him. She may not have been able to take him deep in her throat, but she could guarantee that no girl had ever serviced him with more enthusiasm than herself. No one cared about his pleasure more than she did. Her life had one major purpose, and that revolved around making her dad cum.


  “Fuck, pumpkin!” he blurted out.


  Burst after burst of thick semen filled her mouth, but she didn’t let up for a single second. Her job didn’t only involve making him cum, but she had a responsibility to make him feel as amazing as possible. All he cared about was making her happy, and she could get used to returning the favor—daily.


  She felt his legs violently twitch against her stomach as she sucked the last of his seed from his big dick. His deep moans caused her to squeeze tighter and stroke northward in an effort to drain more of his precious juices into her mouth. Watching his hands grip the cushions as his back drove deeper into the sofa changed her outlook on life, and his inability to open his eyes made her realize just what level of power she truly held. She had the ability to make him lose control of himself!


  “Jesus fuckin’ Christ!” Rick grunted with his head back and his eyes staring up at the ceiling. “Oh my God, pumpkin.”


  Her lack of response caused him to look down at her; and when he did, he realized exactly what the problem was.


  “Let me get you something to spit that out into,” he said while attempting to sit up. His current state didn’t make that the easiest task in the world though. He’d just experienced one of the most powerful orgasms of his life. “I’ll grab a cup.”


  “For what, Dad?”


  He froze. Slowly, he turned his attention to the most bewildering sight that he’d ever been privy to in his forty-three years of existence. Emma shouldn’t have been gazing up at him casually. She should be panicked! She’d just given her first blowjob ever, and now she had a mouthful of cum to deal with!


  Or at least she had.


  “Sweetheart, did you just swallow that?” he asked, flabbergasted by the way she continued to calmly smile up at him.


  “Mmm-hmm,” she answered while licking her lips. “You taste good.”


  He motioned her closer with a coaxing finger, and leaned back into the sofa as she took the head of his cock inside her mouth once again. She didn’t need to be instructed any longer. She knew her purpose. She had a job to do. Dad’s perfect cock needed to be cleaned off, and she wouldn’t stop until she extracted every sweet drop of cum from the slit of his dick.


  “Stand up,” he said.


  Did she have to? Why couldn’t she please him forever? That wasn’t asking for too much, was it? Ashley had told her that cum tasted bitter, but that must’ve been the flavor of a regular guy. Men like her father were too flawless to ever produce something pungent.


  She rose to her feet—reluctantly—and waited to be informed of his intentions. The speed at which two powerful hands gripped her hips and spun her showed just what he had in mind. He was about to spend some quality time soaking in her best physical attribute.


  His deep voice sounded throughout the room. “This fuckin’ ass is ridiculous.”


  She stared ahead at the fireplace with a smile. The touch of his hand on her lower back caused her to melt, but that didn’t compare to the way his experienced fingers slid down her butt cheek. It wasn’t fair how he operated. It was like he knew exactly what drove her crazy!


  It didn’t take much to remind her that she didn’t have an eighteen-year-old boy behind her. The callouses that covered his hands from a lifetime of hard work and weightlifting belonged to a man. Would any of her male classmates properly appreciate her body? Would their touch contain the tenderness of a lover, combined with the roughness of a man who always put her first? She didn’t think so.


  The bottom of her perky cheek bounced thanks to his eager fingers, and she didn’t have to look behind her to know that Dad was having the time of his life. God, she could live in this teddy. And how amazing must her ass look in these five-inch heels?


  A pair of warm, wet lips planted a big kiss on her bare backside. Another smooch followed as his hands familiarized themselves with the one part of her that she worked so hard to achieve. He’d earned some well-deserved playtime, and her body could more than substitute for his own personal amusement park.


  “Oh!”


  A firm slap to her butt had caused her to yelp out in surprise. By no means did his act of aggression hurt, but it served as a reminder of who called the shots in their relationship. He was the man, she was his little girl, and sometimes the aspects of their dynamic needed to be reinforced. Besides, she never felt like more of a woman than when he displayed just how enamored he was with her body.


  “We’re going shopping again next week,” he informed her while he went about groping her ass.


  “Dad, what did I tell you?” she asked, giddy from all the attention she was receiving. “I have way too many clothes as is.”


  “No, you don’t,” he said, giving a playful squeeze to both her butt cheeks. “You see, pumpkin, you have plenty of regular clothes. We’re not going to get you more regular clothes.”


  “We aren’t?” she asked.


  “Nope, we’re going to get you some Daddy outfits,” he answered.


  Hearing that caused her head to snap around and look at him. “Daddy outfits? What are Daddy outfits?”


  “What you’re wearing is a Daddy outfit,” he said, the warmth of his hands soaking into her perky backside. “They’re outfits that are for my eyes only.”


  She’d been stabbed in the heart with a shot of adrenaline. Her hands shook while her breaths turned short and rapid. He wanted to take her shopping for outfits that only he could see? Forget about blowjobs! Now, this was the greatest thing she’d ever heard!


  “And I have a few things in mind that I want to buy you,” he said as he gave her plump ass another whack.


  She didn’t just want to please him; she wanted to submit to him. A rough spanking put her in her place. It reminded her that it was Dad’s world, and she was merely living in it.


  “What do you want to see me in?” she inquired with a sly smile. “Maybe something like—”


  Everything came to a stop. His hands, her heart, and the intense chemistry they shared ceased to move. The scene in the family room resembled a one of a kind painting from a world-class artist. A young beauty and her protector: it was a reality that every girl dreamed of.


  There was a very valid reason for their halt in romance. It wasn’t a result of one of them grasping just how out of hand things had gotten either. Only one thing could put a stop to their mutual decision to abandon the rules of society, and that was the sound of the front door being unlocked.


  Her bulging eyes looked to Dad for help—like they always did. He’d never let her down. If something acted up with the car that she was driving, then she immediately called him for help; if the power went out at home, then she would find him so that he could reset the circuit breaker; and if she had an issue in her personal life, then she would always go to him for advice. He was the ultimate problem solver.


  But she didn’t have a clue as to how he would get them out of this predicament. Mom was home! And not only that, but she could come barging into the family room at any moment! They needed to act fast! Dad needed to do something!


  He raised his index finger over his mouth to signal for her to be quiet.


  “No, Dad, I have to get upstairs,” she tried to tell him with a whisper as she turned to face her father who was still seated. “I—”


  He put his hand over her mouth.


  The sound of high heels clicking on the hardwood floor consumed her ears. That was Mom! What would happen if she made a beeline right for them? She would walk in to see her daughter in lingerie, and her husband completely naked! It would be an impossible situation to explain their way out of!


  “Dad, we—”


  Her already muffled voice was cut short once again. He pulled her to the sofa and kept his hand over her mouth, the index finger on his other hand signaling for her to remain quiet. Why wasn’t he startled? Hell, why was he barely reacting? She was on the verge of a panic attack, for God’s sake!


  “Emma?”


  Hearing her mother call her name sent her heart rate through the roof. They were so screwed. Dad would end up divorced, Mom would never look at her the same way again, and she would be labeled an outcast. Her life was moments away from going up in flames.


  “Rick?” Megan shouted. “Anyone home?”


  It couldn’t have been more obvious that they were home. Both of their cars were in the driveway. It may take a while in their huge house, but she would eventually find them, and they needed to act fast to avoid just that.


  Her attempt to wiggle away resulted in Dad pushing her onto the sofa. She couldn’t believe it, but she was sprawled flat on her back against the comfortable leather cushions, with her legs running the length of the couch. She may as well have been taking a nap! But sleep was the last thing on her mind. They should be working on an escape route, but Dad wanted her to stay put for some bizarre reason!


  Terror overran her world as she watched him drop to his knees, using the same cushion that she’d knelt on earlier. Her protests were useless. His big hand prevented any hint of sound to escape from between her lips. His dominant side that she loved beyond words, was now the main culprit for her own version of hell on earth.


  And then she almost screamed.


  His lips found her neck. His magical mouth sent a heat wave bursting throughout the inside of her body, and her mass anxiety caused his sexual lust to register even stronger than earlier. She’d never experienced a series of emotions that contradicted each other in such a manner before. She was worried, scared, excited, and wet all at the same time.


  “Maybe I want your mother to see us,” he whispered into her ear softly.


  Her legs twitched, but she wasn’t sure why. Her torso squirmed, but she didn’t know if she truly sought a getaway. A mature woman would put common sense over irrational lust; but on this sofa, part of her wanted nothing more than to be bad.


  “We last had sex a month ago,” he revealed with his hand remaining over her mouth, and his other hand grazing her collarbone. “Guess who I was thinking about during it? I’ll give you a hint, pumpkin. It wasn’t your mom.”


  She’d been on his mind for at least a month? Or was she jumping the gun by thinking that? He could’ve fantasized about anyone while in bed with her mother, and Lord knows that all the sexy girls at the gym would leave their men in a heartbeat for a chance with him.


  “I was greeted by quite the surprise when I got home on that Saturday night,” he continued to reveal his memory. “It was chilly, so I didn’t expect to find you and Ashley in the pool. You two had the heater cranked up so high that steam was coming off the water.”


  She remembered that exact night now! Of course! Ashley and her had enjoyed a rather fun evening of swimming in ninety-degree water.


  His fingers traced down to her breast methodically, slipping underneath the delicate satin fabric of her teddy. The slightest of tugs on her erect nipple caused her to whimper loudly, but his other hand prevented the sound from escaping—and thankfully kept it undetected from Mom. Her silence didn’t cool the warmth that continued to spread along her skin though. Whether it be excitement or pure sexual energy, she couldn’t deny the arousal that came along with being naughty.


  “And who comes strutting past me when I stepped outside to see how you girls were doing?” he asked directly into her ear. “Ashley. Do you remember what she was wearing, sweetheart?”


  What kind of question was that? Obviously, she remembered what Ashley had worn. How couldn’t she? Her best friend only sported one kind of swimsuit, and in typical Ashley fashion, it caused her to be the center of attention.


  “That little blue two-piece,” he answered for her. “Those big fuckin’ tits bounced all over the place as she came strutting by me with a smile on her way to the diving board.”


  Another whimper slipped from her mouth, but she wasn’t sure if she could credit it to her hard nipple being gently tugged once more. Something about listening to him speak about Ashley in a sexual manner turned her on. Certain feelings from their drinking game on Friday night had seeped back into her soul.


  Picturing Mom with Dad annoyed her. Sure, she understood that she was his wife, but it still didn’t sit well with her. Don’t even get her started on all those other girls from Tinder either. Or what about the hotties from the gym? She couldn’t deny that she was overprotective of him, but one girl had been exempt from her possessive ways for some incomprehensible reason.


  Ashley.


  She wouldn’t dream of allowing anyone other than her BFF to kiss Dad—no matter what she may gain from such an exchange. Why? She wasn’t sure. Maybe she could credit her feelings to knowing how much Ashley loved her dad? Or perhaps the way Dad treated Ashley like his own daughter had something to do with it? Whatever it was, something about it turned her on.


  “And then who comes strolling by me next?” he went on, his big hand slithering down to her tummy. “The sexiest girl on the planet.”


  She would argue against being the sexiest girl alive if she could speak, but maybe she preferred it this way? Sometimes, she wanted to be quiet and bask in the aura of his ludicrous praise. On the other hand, there was a realistic possibility that he truly viewed her in that absurd light. She wouldn’t put it past him to love her that much.


  “With this perfect little body,” he grunted, his warm breath deep in her ear. “I should’ve bent your sexy ass over the side of the fuckin’ hot tub on Friday night.”


  She needed to scream. She had to let it out somehow. A growing fire continued to build, and build, and build inside the pit of her stomach, but his sensual words weren’t the spark that had lit her flame. His admission of regret for not taking her in the hot tub after their date on Friday night was small potatoes compared to the reason that she squirmed in his hold.


  His fingers were rubbing her pussy.


  The thin layer of satin that covered her vagina didn’t do much to limit his touch, and while their fun from earlier may have been all about him, it was clear that the tides had turned. Every ounce of attention had been focused solely on her pleasure. Daddy had showed her just how thoughtful and generous he could be when it came to his special little girl.


  Her hand searched for his cock in an act of lust-fueled desperation, and the rock hard piece of meat that she eventually found didn’t come as much of a surprise. Why wouldn’t he be erect again already? She was his dream girl, after all.


  “You never answered my question, pumpkin,” he said to her, his fingers rubbing her soaked pussy more aggressively. “Who was on my mind with your mother that night? Was I thinking about the cute redhead from the gym who always smiles at me?”


  That redhead better not have been on his mind.


  “Or maybe I was thinking about Ashley?” he said with a devilish snicker. His fingers slipped under the satin fabric, causing her body to jump several inches up off the sofa. “Have that sexy slut wrap her big tits around my cock.”


  She couldn’t remain still. She twisted and turned as his fingers rubbed against her bare vagina. His touch was electric. The simplest of movements put her vibrator to shame. She’d never experienced a moment of energy such as this, and it funneled straight into the pit of her stomach where it continued to intensify.


  “You know who I was really thinking about, don’t you?” he asked as his fingers found her clit. “And it sure as shit wasn’t your mother.”


  She writhed on the sofa, the cool feel of the leather serving as the ideal contrast to the warm touch that amplified her pussy. Her hand frantically jerked the big cock that belonged to her. Every part of him was her property. His mind, his heart, his body, and his perfect manhood: it was all hers.


  “You’re so fuckin’ wet,” he breathed into her ear. “Who’s my little angel wet for?”


  What were they doing? Had she forgotten about Mom’s untimely arrival? What would happen if her mother walked in on Dad playing with her pussy while she stroked his big dick? She needed to put an end to their insanity!


  “Daaaaaaaa, sttttttttttp!”


  Her suppressed protest went for naught. The hand over her mouth didn’t allow her to speak, and the other one that played with her sensitive clit had her on the cusp of orgasmic bliss. But what if a part of her—no matter how small—wanted Mom to walk in on them? It would all but guarantee that Mom would be out of his life, and then she would rightfully have him to herself.


  “Physically, your mother was there in bed with me that night, but you were the one I was really with,” he said, his tone masculine and passionate. “Your intoxicating scent, your sweet taste, and your soft touch. It was you.”


  She anxiously waited, her anticipation dripping with hunger. She was so close. One last hurdle stood between her and the most powerful orgasm of her young life, and only his words could provide her with the energy to clear that obstacle. His fingers were merely the shoes that she wore in the race, but his words were her fuel.


  “I love you so much,” he moaned, his labored tone reflecting the results of her wildly stroking his cock for the past half-minute. “So much more than your mother.”


  Mom would hear her if she let loose, but what other choice did she have? Her impending explosion was coming whether she desired it or not, and you better believe that she wanted it. Absolutely nothing did it for her like when he confessed his love. It was all she cared about.


  “You’re the only reason I married her,” he admitted while frantically rubbing her clit. Her twists and squirms only supported his hectic pace. “I fell in love with you the very first time I met you. You’re my world, pumpkin.”


  And with that, she lost all control. Deafening screeches shot from her mouth before returning back down her throat courtesy of the barrier that was her father’s hand. An intense heat that her vibrator couldn’t dream of replicating consumed her body, and her insides reacted the only way they knew how.


  His love was too much for her to handle. She’d never felt more appreciated and valued. He married Mom because of her? How incredible was that?


  Wave after wave of heat washed over her as the hurried pace of his moving fingers gradually dissipated, and while her pleasure would eventually subside after a few more minutes of heaven, his words would never fade. Everything came together for her. She’d been brought into his world to improve every part of his life—from a weekly date night, to fulfilling each and every one of his sexual urges.


  Gradually, her writhing body calmed. Her frantic whimpers and primal cries dwindled. The fervor of the moment faded to the background, and the reality of the situation stepped front and center. She’d just been brought to orgasm courtesy of her father’s experienced hand, and Mom could still walk in on them at any second.


  Her strokes turned long and deliberate on the piece of steel still in her grasp. Her eyes stared skyward at the white ceiling as Dad’s lips nuzzled against her neck. Her right hand refused to allow him to leave, and her heart had moved on from sharing him. Technically, Mom was his wife, but she would be his only girl from this moment forward.


  “Who’s my little princess?” he asked quietly.


  Her head turned slightly to the right to face him at the sound of his voice, and the sight of his hand leaving her pussy caused her to gasp. It wasn’t the lack of touch on her most intimate of areas that warranted her reaction either. Where his hand was headed was what had her mystified.


  He raised his hand to his mouth, and licked her juices off of each and every one of his fingers.


  “Who’s my little princess?” he repeated, removing his hand from over her mouth to allow her to answer.


  She was speechless. He’d just tasted her! Not only had he played with her pussy until she came, but then he licked all of her juices off his fingers! And he was still talking dirty to her!


  “I’m your little princess,” she said after composing herself the best she could. “I’m Daddy’s perfect little princess.”


  “Yeah, you are,” he nodded while giving his hand one final lick. “My little princess tastes sweet too.”


  His lips moved to her mouth where he passionately embraced her in a fit of unbridled lust. His hands clutched her hair, neck, and fondled her little breasts as they continued to explore each other’s mouths. She felt so petite in his hold. She may have been his little girl physically, but it was the mental aspect of their relationship that cemented his status as her daddy.


  His blue eyes stared into her soul after he broke off their kiss. His warm breath flowed between her parted lips from just inches away. His masculine energy had been transferred to her through their embrace, mixing and swirling with her femininity. Her pilgrimage to the world of womanhood had been completed.


  He quickly dressed and raised his finger over his lips. “Wait until you hear my voice, okay? Make sure that your heels are off too.”


  She nodded and watched him leave the room, but not before receiving a final kiss on the forehead. An unspeakable amount of love was transported through that quick peck. She had a dad, a provider, a protector; and now, she had a lover.


  She listened as his footsteps carried him away from her. Moments later, she heard his thunderous voice, his tone more boisterous than usual. It was her sign to follow his plan.


  They couldn’t be careless. Their dirty talk from earlier was just that: dirty talk. Mom walking in on them would’ve been the absolute worst thing that could’ve happened. They had to be sneaky, and that’s exactly what they were being.


  She slipped out of her heels and tiptoed through the hallway with her shoes in hand. A quick peek inside the kitchen revealed Dad casually speaking to Mom with her back turned to the entrance. She slithered out of sight and hustled upstairs to her bedroom, still struggling to process the last twenty minutes of her life.


  Now what? Would everything change? Or was today merely a blimp on the radar? Just how much of what Dad had told her was true, and how much was exaggerated fantasies in the heat of the moment?


  She could only wait and see.


  To Be Continued.
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