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Lessons From Daddy

Eve Fontaine


Chapter 1
Lily


Ishouldn’t be in his office.

Not like this.

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

I’m not even crying anymore.

I’m shaking.

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

“It’s just me, sweetheart.”

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

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

“Turn around and look at me.”

God, I can’t.

Not when it’s him.

Not when it’s Dane.

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

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

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

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

I turn as my heart hiccups.

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

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

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

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

A new rush of wetness coats my panties.

God, I’m going to hell, I know it.

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

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

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

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

I shake my head. “Nothing happened.”

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

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

“What. Happened.”

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

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

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

His eyes darken. “What kind of picture.”

I cover my face.

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

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

With mom, he was. A lot.

Especially when she would berate me for random things.

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

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

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

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

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

I suck in a breath.

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

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

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

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

His jaw ticks.

Then—God help me—he lifts me.

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

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

And I melt.

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

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

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

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

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

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

I blink up at him.

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

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

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

He nods. “That hasn’t changed.”

“But I’m not—”

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

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

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

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

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

But I do.

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

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

“No,” I whisper.

His eyes drop to my mouth.

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

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

He notices.

And his whole body goes still.

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

My breath hitches my insides fluttering. “Yes.”

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

I nod against him.

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

“You are.”

“Good girl.”

My breathing turns to shallow pants.

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

Hard.

Thick.

Pressing beneath me.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And I squeeze my eyes shut and hope.

He feels it.

Just like me.


Chapter 2
Dane


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

Daddy.

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

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

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

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

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

She wiggles again.

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

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

No one would know.

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

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

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

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

I clench my jaw. Hard. Count to ten.

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

Maybe if I can just taste her.

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

Step-daughter my conscience tries to remind me.

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

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

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

And then…

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

My grip turns punishing.

I force her still.

She lets out the faintest whimper and—Jesus.

I can’t think.

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

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

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

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

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

I close my eyes.

The sound I make isn’t human.

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

My mouth finds her temple.

Then her jaw.

Then the edge of her ear.

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

She’s breathing faster.

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

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

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

Lily.

“Daddy, your lips feel good.”

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

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

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

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

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

She whimpers again.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“But, I want—"

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

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

She gasps.

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

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

I curse. Then pray.

My forehead falls against hers.

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

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

And just like that…

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

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

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

"Say it."

"I want to please you."

"Say it right."

"I want to please you, Daddy."

I press my mouth to hers.

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

She opens to me like she was made for this.

For me.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Daddy" Her chest rises in panicked peaks, the fabric of her regulation school girl blouse pulling across those womanly tits sent straight from hell to break me. “Please.”“Please what?” I grind out, dragging my jaw down the column of her throat. That strawberry and sugar scent floods my senses as my teeth graze her pulse point. “Touch you?” My words turn guttural. “Tell me to stop, baby.” I smirk into her skin. “I-I can’t—" She gasps when I grip her knees, thumbs skimming inward, and bucks harder against the desk’s edge. “I don’t want you to stop.”

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

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

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


Chapter 3
Lily


My pulse stutters. “Is this going to break me?” “Only enough that I’ll be the only one who can put you back together.” His hand moves from under my skirt, fingertips circle my nipple, sending a shock straight between my legs where I’m already wetter than I should be. “Good girls learn what makes their Daddy happy.” Another flick of his wrist—my insides jumble. Before I can protest, he devours my mouth in a kiss. His tongue is pushing between my lips, until I’m matching him breath for breath, desperate even as I try to fight all the naughty feelings for this man I shouldn’t want this way.

My voice cracks when his other hand slips lower, brushing over my clit in a light swipe that has me moaning into his mouth. We finally break apart, his eyes are wild on mine, there’s a lingering string of our combined saliva between us.

As he takes a low breath it snaps.

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

“Does this mean… you’re going to teach me how you like things?” He grins with a dangerous curve of lips that sends another wave of heat twisting the tension tighter in my belly

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

I chew my lower lip, nodding quickly before I can hesitate. His hand flattens over my right breast, thumb brushing my nipple until it pebbles under his touch. “Tell me you crave my mouth on you.” “Yes,” I gasp, the word unraveling from my throat like silk. Dane’s gaze darkens as he eyes my body like a hunter dissecting prey. “I need to test this,” he rasps. His fingers pinch my hardened peak making me arch into his grip. “Bet you’ve never let anyone kiss these.” “I—I’ve never…done anything.” The confession spills out. His grin flashes feral. “That makes Daddy so happy.” His palm drags lower, thumb grazing the swell of my breastbone. “Spread your legs wider.”

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

“Like this?” The tremor in my voice matches the tremors shaking my insides.“Much better,” he grits out, bending to nuzzle his nose beneath my collarbone. His shaved jaw scrapes sensitively against my skin, leaving fiery trails. “You’re so goddamn pretty down here. I’m going to lick all that sweet teenage pussy juice up with my tongue.” “Is that okay that I’m like that? So…wet?” “Yes, babygirl. It’s beautiful and sexy. It tells me what I need to know. That you are a good girl. Such a good girl.” he pets me between my legs, grinding his erection against my thigh.

The contact sparks a wildfire between us. Dane’s jaw tightens as he captures the peak of my breast with his teeth, biting down just enough to sting. I yelp, fingers tangling in his hair. His hand leaves my breast, long fingers circle my ankle with a hard tug, then the other placing my heels on the edge of his desk.

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

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

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

Blink.

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

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

I fling my head back and forth. A guttural moan escapes me when he circles my sensitive nub with his tongue through my panties, his hot breath radiating through the fabric. “More,” I beg, voice breaking. His laugh is a rumble against me.

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

“So fucking sweet. My babygirl’s pussy is top tier just how I imagined it.” When he finally releases me to trail up his hands up my ribs, I’m sweat-slicked and panting, I reach for him blindly. His hard length presses against my clit through the black fabric of his pants, making us both curse in unison. “Christ,” he swears, forehead slamming down against mine. “You’re going to kill me.”

My fingers find his neck, pulling, then his cheeks, wandering down his arms, I want to touch him everywhere. I tilt my chin upward begging for his lips but he catches my lower lip between his teeth instead. “What’s wrong?” I whisper. “Your hands are driving me insane.” His breath hitches when I fist the front of his shirt, tugging him closer. “You think you can touch everything but the part that needs it?” “I…don’t know how to—” He doesn’t let me finish. Breaking our grip, he palms himself through the fabric with a groan, thumb stroking over his zipper.

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

The soft sound of a zipper stalls my breath as he grips my wrist, pulling me so my body is contorted at an angle my hand within an inch of his open pants.I hesitate—then bite my lip and slide my hand into the opening. I explore through the fabric with my fingers until I feel it. His breath hitches as I close around him, thick and hot in my palm. “Fuck,” he roars, bucking into my touch.

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

“Yes, exactly like that…faster…” Dane’s eyes roll back with the movement of my hand on his thick erection, jaw dropping open. “God, you’re beautiful,” he rasps as he adjusts my hand so his length is freed from the confines of his boxers and pants. “I can’t… breathe,” I whimper, fighting the wild surge inside me. Panic rising. Futility tangled with desire. “This isn’t right.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I like touching you.” I whisper.

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

A savage groan escapes him as pulls his finger out, then rakes both hands under my ass, yanking the scrap of lace down my legs and stuffing it into the chest pocket of his suit jacket. He doesn’t break eye contact, those dark eyes blazing. “You’re making all this sloppy juice for me,” he breathes. His mouth is a furnace—a relentless swipe of his tongue there, sucking my clit between lips until I moan helplessly. “So tight,” he mutters against me, fingers pinching and opening me, his shoulders forcing my legs open wider still. The world narrows to the scrape of his stubble, the touch of his tongue on the forbidden places that have craved this for too long.

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

“Not God, baby, Daddy.”

The bell signaling the end of the school day rings through the office, more voices rise outside the door, the curtains are pulled shut but for a second, I think I see someone trying to peer through the littlest crack.“Christ, you’re like pussy crack. I’m addicted. Look at me.” He orders into my folds, his jaw rough against my inner thigh as I twitch and jerk. “I want you to watch your father sticking his tongue inside you. Keep your eyes on me.”

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

I’m barely holding on, his eyes narrow the lapping of his tongue building a pressure so sharp it feels like I’m going to come flying apart into a million sharp pieces. He returns a finger to my opening and I nearly lose consciousness.“I’m going to—” I snap as his thumb grinds on my clit while his tongue flicks and laps lower, biting back the climax clawing up my spine.

His head lifts again, now smirking at me between licks, face glistening with my wetness before he replaces his finger with his tongue in long, deep thrusts that make me buck and bang my head against the hard wood. “Daddy!” I cry, my legs tangle around his neck, the hard desk under my shoulders as he eats me until my world becomes nothing but a white-hot pin prick of focus on the sensations he’s creating with his mouth. When my body can no longer survive teetering on the edge, a searing wave rips through me, muscles clenching wildly around his tongue, his finger. His eyes lock with mine like a challenge as I roll through a climax that has me screaming his name.

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

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

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

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

"I don’t want to undo it."

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

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

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

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

Heat spirals through me.

"I want to be."

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

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

I nod.

"Say it."

"Yes, Daddy. I promise."

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

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

"I do."

He brushes his thumb along my lip.

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

My whole-body shivers.

"Yes, Daddy."

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

His eyes burn into mine.

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


Chapter 4
Lily


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

My pussy gushes when I hear his car pull up.

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

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

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

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

“Hey baby, how was your day?”

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

His tie is already off.

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

"Bedroom," he says.

One word.

But it hits me between my thighs like a hammer.

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

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

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

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

I slip through the door and his hands lift.

Then he spins me on my toes to face him.

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

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

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

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

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

I can’t move.

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

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

"Yes."

He kisses lower.

"You feel wanted?"

"Yes, Daddy."

Lower still.

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

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


Chapter 5
Dane


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Tell me,” I demand between grunts, my balls slapping against her ass. “Who do you belong to?”“Y-you,” she manages before I claim her lips, swallowing the confession into a kiss.

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

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

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

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

A roar claws up the back of my throat. I’m inside my daughter, Christ, it’s better than I even dreamed. “Hold tight,” I snarl, I plunge deeper, harder, until there’s nothing but her scent and the way her body squeezes me.

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

“I know you are baby. Just a little more, you’re being so brave, Daddy needs to get off inside your tight little pussy, I can’t stop, baby. I can’t.”She writhes, nails clawing my shoulders as if begging for more. “It’s hurting,” she pants, legs hitching to lock us together. I can’t form words. Can’t soothe her right now.

Just grunts, thrusts, the slap of skin meeting skin as I slam into her core again and again. The bed groans beneath our frenzy. She’s drenched—hotter than hell, every pulse of her walls a weapon aimed straight at my control. I’m unraveling. Fists clenched in her hair, I drag her mouth to mine between brutal plunges.

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

My hips piston—balls slapping her with each violent jerk—I fight not to explode. The pressure builds like a fist around my cock.She whimpers, arching off the bed her fingers yanking my hair like she needs to tie us together forever. “Ow. It’s too big.”

“It will get better. Your body was made to adjust. I’ll kiss it all better, don’t worry, just take a breath and let Daddy in baby. I’ll give you a sticky hot prize at the end.”Five more strokes and I’ll snap. Six could send me to my grave. But I slow, grind into that spot deep inside her that makes her moan.

She fumbles toward her chest, fingertips fluttering over her heart where it hammers like a trapped bird. “Hurts even here—it’s too much—” “No,” I choke out, slamming inside with enough force to make her cry out. Throat tight, I thrust again, the world narrowing down to her body arching beneath my hands. “Not too much.”

Her fingers curl into my shoulders. “Y-you feel it too?” She breathes, eyes wet as she meets mine. “In your—” “Every nerve,” I lie through gritted teeth, because yes, God damn it—I’ve never felt a thing so vivid. Not even when I’m coming, which is racing toward me faster now. Her pulse thrums against my palm where I grip her throat, frantic and beautiful as the storm between us cracks wide open. “Come inside me,” she whispers, voice breaking like glass. “I want to make you feel good Daddy. I want that to be my job now.”I don’t waste another second.

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

My balls slap her core with each stroke, and when she whimpers, digging nails into my arms like she’s trying to pull me deeper, deeper. Her pained whimpers break through my lust fever. “Daddy—you’re tearing me apart.” “You love it.” I growl against her lips before kissing them raw then pulling back to see her eyes cresting with tears. “You’re tight as hell, baby. Can’t… can’t hold on much longer—” Through the pain her body breaks free, her back bowing in a silent scream as she clenches me impossibly tight.

“Daddy!” Her fingernails score my shoulders, hips rolling wildly until I’m slamming into her one last time, my release tearing through me like wildfire. “Yours,” I roar to the ceiling, collapsing on top of her, sweat-slick and panting. My forehead pressed to hers, I catch her chin between thumb and forefinger. “Tell me again.” Her eyelids flutter open, glassy with tears. “Yours. Your daughter. I’ll always belong to you.” My cock twitches inside her at those words. The possessive alpha in me grins like a wolf.

“That’s right.” I roll us until she’s straddling me, legs quivering but holding strong as I pump into her again, slower now. “Now call me Daddy while I fuck you raw.” Her laugh is mixed with a wince. “Daddy…” My fingers knot in her hair, pulling her down for a kiss that leaves no room for questions—or doubts.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh, Daddy, that spot is so good.”

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

“Yes.” She hisses her head falling back.

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

"You're never leaving this bed again."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Like this?” She puts her legs up.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Good girl.”


Chapter 6
Dane


She's wearing my shirt.

That’s it.

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

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

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

"Get over here."

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

"I was going to—"

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

She scurries.

Good girl.

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

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

"You sore?" I nibble her neck.

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

"You like that?"

"Yes, Daddy."

My cock twitches beneath her.

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

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

"Daddy..."

"Hmm?"

"What happens now?"

I pause.

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

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

Her eyes widen as she swallows.

"Name?"

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

"But—"

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

She shakes her head.

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

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

My hand slides to her belly. I palm it.

Flat now. But not for long.

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

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

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

She moans.

I slip a hand between her thighs.

Sticky and hot.

"Say it."

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

"Good girl."

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

Once she’s swallowed the last bite, I turn her to face me, forcing her to straddle me. Her body’s a temptation I’ll never get over—warmth radiating through my jeans. “I’m going to slide inside you,” I grunt, thumb circling her clit without mercy. Her breath hitches. “When Daddy needs relief? I’ll hit it hard, baby. As hard as I like.” “Until it hurts?” she whispers, tracing a circle on my cheek playing the game with me. “Sometimes, but then, you’ll get all those good funny feelings again.” I rip the shirt over her head, drinking in how pink and perfect she is—untouched except by me. “And this?” I twist her clit between thumb and forefinger until she yelps. “This is your special spot and I’m going to spend a lot of time kissing, licking, touching...” My palm skims the valley between her breasts.

“I’m marking every inch again today,” I say, licking a stripe up her neck. She’s got that sweet little strawberry scent from the bath I gave her early this morning, my mouth a beast devouring her sweetness. I reach down and free myself from my pants, then lift her and guide the tip to her wetness.

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

“Is this good?” She strains to open her legs as she leans against me.“Very good. Now, sit on it.” I tell her grazing the flesh of her neck with my teeth.

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

“Be a brave girl and let Daddy in. Are you mine now?” My teeth scrape her earlobe, her body opens, my cock buried inside her as we both heave in deep breaths. She nods, and I lift her knees, position her little feet on the edges of the chair, driving deeper than before. “Answer me.” “Yes—Daddy,” she gasps. I slam into her relentlessly, her cries echoing off the walls until the room spins, everything narrowing down to how good she feels wrapped around me. “You’re… too deep this way.” “Take it all,” I snarl, pumping faster when her channel pulses against my shaft.

Her fingernails rake down the sides of my neck as we crash toward the edge again. I catch a breast in my hand, thumb rubbing that stiff peak into a burning point until she’s fucking back as hard as I am. When the climax rips through me, I’m blind. Her walls milking every drop of come from what feels like my bones.

We collapse into each other, the scent of breakfast and sex swirling around us. My forehead rests against her shoulder as I realize this girl has carved herself into the places of me where I was emptier than I would ever admit. Her body goes limp and her hands are in my hair, clinging like she’ll never let go.

“I love my Daddy.”

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

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

Because she’s mine now.

And I’m never letting her forget it.


Chapter 7
Lily


Two Months Later

It’s raining.

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

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

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

Just a little.

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

He’s quiet. But I know that silence.

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

His thumb circles my belly.

"Every damn time I blink."

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

"You did this to me, Daddy."

"Damn right I did. And I’m not done."

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

It’s the forever kind.

He pulls back just enough to speak against my lips.

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

His hand strokes down my back.

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

"It is."

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

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

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

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

"You’re really mine."

"Wasn’t I always?"

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

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

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

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

“Push it inside me,” I gasp against his throat, my fingers clawing up the ridges of his back like a woman possessed. “I want to make you feel good.” His roar shakes the room. His cock is a white-hot brand between us, thick and throbbing like it always is.

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

And then he’s moving—hips pistoning. “Can’t wait another second,” he growls, the head of him stretches my entrance. “Now, please,” I whine, twisting beneath him until he growls low in his throat. I love that sound. His fingers claw into my hips as he plunges inside, driving the air from my lungs, stealing every coherent thought with one brutal thrust.

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

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

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

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

I moan in answer. “So good.”

When the peak hits us both, his cock pulses inside me and his roar tears the air—I drown in it all. His come floods me in thick waves while he buries his face at my neck, growling promises of our future. “I was always yours,” I whisper against his sweat-drenched temple, clinging as we sink into the aftermath.

“I know,” he says his voice raw as he pulls out slowly. “I’m going to eat my cum from your pussy only because you’re already growing my baby inside you so you don’t have to hold it in anymore.” A furnace ignites between my thighs the moment he shifts to his knees, lowering himself, his hands sliding up my legs.

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

“Yes,” I pant, bracing on trembling palms. His curse vibrates against my skin as he buries his face, the daylight coming through the windows of our home.

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

“Spread wide for Daddy.” I comply, knees trembling wider, splayed open. The pressure builds faster than it should—my back arches as he nips my clit, a deliberate scrape that makes my vision blur. Before I can speak, I’m a gasp trapped in my throat as he drags his palm up my thigh to the apex of my heat, pressing down with deliberate pressure.

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

He kisses my tears.

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

And I believe him.


I'm Sorry Daddy

Eve Fontaine


Chapter 1
Hallie


Greyhound stations always smell like spilled coffee and sour rain.

I sit on my duffel and hug my knees. The action does nothing to keep my body from shaking. Still, I try to force steadiness into my limbs.

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

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

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

God… Why did I call him?

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

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

He’s not coming.

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

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

And then I hear it.

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

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

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

The first thought is God, he’s bigger.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Get up.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I want to look away. I can’t.

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

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

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

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

We don’t move.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Hallie.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Father.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I don’t need to be… handled.” Lie.

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

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

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

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

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

“You need a drink of water before bed?”

“You want the nightlight on?”

“You need anything?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I step inside.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Daddy.”

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


Chapter 2
Jackson


Ifind her in the kitchen a while later after giving her some space and trying to talk myself out of stuffing her full of every thick inch of my cock that is hell-bent on getting in her tight little snatch.

She curls her cute as fuck little yellow painted toes on the tile floor, leaning against the counter by the sink, her hair wrecked from God knows what. She’s circling a chipped mug with one fingertip and even that simple little movement has my dick seeping cum down my fucking leg.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Or what?”

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

“Or I correct you.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Say you’ll try to be my good girl.”

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

“Good girl.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Or I teach.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Two.”

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

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

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

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

Then I’ll build her back up again.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I’m sorry, Daddy.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I will.”

I believe her. God help me, I do.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Mine.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 3
Hallie


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

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

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

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

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

3:46 am.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I made him happy.

I made him roar at the ceiling.

I made him come like a freakin’ fire hose.

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

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

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

He’s taking these grunting, heaving breaths.

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

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

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

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

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

God, why is that so sexy to watch?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 4
Jackson


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Jesus, this girl.

“Yes, baby,” I tell her. “It does.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

There it is. The question I knew would come.

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

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

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

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

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

She shudders as I give each nipple a pinch.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What does it want?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

So pretty.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Step-daughter. Fuck, does it matter?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Ever.

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

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

Or, I would have ended up killing him.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I’m feeling something, Daddy.”

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

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

She nods, and I lower my face to hers.

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

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

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

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

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

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

She twitches before she screams, “Daddy!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 5
Jackson


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Good girl. I’ll see you later.”

***

“Set up the alpha crew for Friday at ten pm. That singer will need the best of the best around her. Her fans are fucking out of control.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I–” she begins, but we’re cut off by the arrival of someone.

“Sorry, sir,” the man, no… he’s a boy, says. “I was just wondering if I could take a minute of your daughter’s time.”

He’s looking her up and down, and I can tell this kid isn’t the least bit sorry. The possessive beast inside me claws its way through my chest. I’m all fire and rage, ready to tear him apart for even looking at my little girl.

“Daddy,” Hallie says before I have the chance to do anything rash. “Hold me.”

She doesn’t wait for an answer, throwing her leg over my thighs and pulling herself onto my lap. I can feel the heat of her core through the little thong I know she’s wearing. My cock stirs away.

In front of us, the kid who dared to look at my baby takes a step back. He can’t seem to take his eyes off of us, though. I don’t blame him.

“You need Daddy, little girl?” I say, low and directly in her ear.

She nods, shifting her hips forward. A little gasp escapes her lips as she feels my erection already straining against my pants. That only makes her grind down harder.

“That’s it,” I whisper in her ear. Then, I turn my gaze to the kid who’s still standing there watching us. I say, “She’s spoken for. Fucking beat it before I beat you.”

“I– Yes sir,” he stutters, nearly falling on his ass as he takes in the sight before him one last time.

My little girl is so focused on making herself feel good, that she doesn’t even realize he’s gone. I think the second she got on my lap, she forgot he was there. She’s so good, only focused on me.

But God, if she keeps going like this, I’m going to end up fucking her right here at the table.

“Hold on tight, baby,” I instruct her, grabbing onto her ass and picking her up as I stand.

“Where are we going, Daddy?” she asks, still rubbing herself against me, her face buried in my neck.

“Daddy needs to get inside that tight little pussy,” I say, practically growling as I storm through the diner straight into the storage room. As I close the door, I say, “And I don’t want anyone else to see what you look like when you’re cumming for Daddy.”

I press her back against the door, reaching between us to free my cock. It’s no use bothering with taking off our clothes. Both of us are too fucking desperate to waste any time. When my jeans are out of the way, I hook a finger into the thin fabric that separates me from that sweet little pussy.

“You’re soaking wet, baby,” I say as I rub my finger through her dripping folds. “Your body’s begging for Daddy to fuck you, isn’t it?”

She whines, throwing her head back against the door and exposing her perfect little throat. I track the way it moves. She swallows harshly, takes in deep, shuddering breaths.

“Let me hear you say it,” I groan, grabbing the base of my cock and rubbing it through her sweetness. “Tell Daddy what your body wants.”

“Want Daddy to fuck me!” she exclaims, her fingers scrambling to find purchase on my shoulders. “Please, Daddy. Please!”

“Good girl,” I praise, rewarding her by pushing the head of my dick into her center.

She stills, not breathing for a moment. Even though she can take me, my cock’s still massive. Every time I shove myself into her little girl parts, I’m stretching her to her absolute limit.

“Breathe, baby,” I say, plowing into her steadily until I’m about halfway sheathed. “Take it for Daddy. Be a good girl for me.”

“Sore,” she whimpers. Still, she grinds down against me, begging for more.

“Daddy’s going to make you feel so good,” I remind her before shoving the rest of the way inside.

She yelps, her tight pussy fluttering around the intrusion. She’s damn near strangling my cock. This girl makes me feel like a fucking god, bringing me right to the brink without having to do anything.

“So tight for Daddy,” I groan, pulling out while her lips try to keep me in place. I slam back in, making her gasp. “You feel so fucking good, baby.”

“Mm, love you, Daddy,” she cries. “Makin’ me feel funny.”

I keep slamming into her, my pace so hard and brutal that the hinges of the door creak with my effort. She keeps mumbling, her pussy tightening around me rhythmically. Her climax is coming so fucking fast, and I’m right on her heels.

“Daddy’s the only one who can make you feel like this,” I say possessively, driving so deep into her I might as well be in her belly, in her chest. “Say it.”

“Only– Only you,” she manages to say, her voice growing higher and higher in pitch.

“Tell me who you belong to,” I say, my thrusts reaching a fever pitch, making her tits bounce obscenely beneath my shirt that she’s wearing. “Tell. Me.”

“Daddy!” she cries as I push her over the edge. “I’m Daddy’s!”

Wave after wave crashes into her, and when I feel her squirting all over me, soaking me all the way down to my shoes, that’s it for me. I bury my thick cock deep inside her pulsing center, tucking it right up against her cervix. Then, with a grunt, I spill right into it, pumping to push it up into her womb.

“Fuck,” I curse, filling her so full her stomach swells. “My little girl’s so good for me. Sucking all the cum from my balls.”

“Want it, Daddy,” she screams, another rush of her juices spilling, mixing with mine.

“You can have it whenever you want,” I say, giving one last final thrust, ensuring that I’ve given her everything I can. “And you’ll take it whenever I feel like giving it to you. Understand?”

“Yes, Daddy,” she says, her body going limp as the last of her pleasure leaves her limbs.

“Good girl,” I reply, slowly lowering her to the floor.

When she’s steady on her feet, I adjust her panties and her skirt. As much as I’d like to see her walking around with that pretty ass out, that’s another sight that’s only for me. Once I’m satisfied with the way she looks, I tuck my cock back in my jeans.

“I got you all wet again,” she says, rubbing her fingers along my soaked thighs.

“That just means I made my little girl feel good,” I say, smoothing out her hair. “How about we take our meal to go?”

“Yes, Daddy,” she says, letting me take her hand and lead her out.

I don’t care about the looks I get. I’m glad everyone can see how satisfied I keep my daughter. Our waitress is happy to box up our food, and after paying for our meal and leaving her a generous tip, I take Hallie out of here. After I feed her, I have plans for her.


Chapter 6
Hallie


One Year Later

“You skipped class, little girl?” Jackson asks, looking at where I’m lounging on the bed, rubbing the curve of my belly.

My cheeks heat up immediately, and I drop my head as I say, “I was just tired, Daddy. You said I could take days to rest if I needed them because I’m growing our baby.”

Being with my step-father has been better than I ever dreamed. He makes me feel important, sexy, needed and protected.

Besides that, he’s so hot, I want him inside me constantly and now that I’m pregnant, my hormones are making me hornier than ever.

Thank goodness, my growing body seems to have Jackson craving me more than ever. If the way his erection is constantly throwing down challenges to his zipper is any indication, he’s as horny for me as I am for him.

“No,” he says as he crosses the room. “That’s not what I said. I told you that if you needed a day to rest, you would ask me for permission to stay home.”

Since coming to live with Jackson, I’ve enrolled in school again. He was right when he said all I needed was structure and discipline.

He also said I needed a ring on my finger and his last name, which he made happen about a month after he picked me up at the bus station. He took me on a trip to some tropical island where we said our vows on the beach, he slid a massive pink sapphire and diamond ring on my finger and made me his wife.

While I’ve been good for him, I don’t shy away from making mistakes.

I know I should have asked permission to stay home. It’s not like he’d deny me something I needed. But can you blame me for wanting to push the boundaries every once in a while?

You can take the pout out of the brat, but you can never really take the brat out of the pout.

“You broke one of Daddy’s rules,” he says, his voice dropping to that low register that tells me a punishment is coming and everything down in my belly starts to hum. He unbuckles his belt, a bulge already forming in his pants. “You know what that means.”

A thrill runs through me, and I say, in a small voice, “Am I in trouble, Daddy.”

“Yes,” he replies, dropping his pants and revealing the monster that has become the center of my world and my fantasies. “But you’re not in trouble for resting. Tell Daddy what you’re in trouble for.”

“I’m in trouble for breaking the rules,” I whisper, sticking out my bottom lip.

“What rule did you break, baby?”

He approaches the edge of the bed, his fist gripping the base of his cock so tight I think he’s trying to strangle it. I can’t take my eyes off of him. My mouth waters. My core clenches with want.

“I didn’t ask permission to stay home,” I squeak.

“You didn’t,” he agrees. “On your hands and knees, baby. Crawl to Daddy.”

Obeying is as easy as breathing. I shuffle toward him, my panties getting wetter with each centimeter I move. When I stop in front of his cock, I lick my lips.

“You get ten strikes,” he tells me, grabbing onto the hem of my dress and pulling it up over my ass. “And you’ll suck Daddy off while you get your punishment.”

The moment hangs around us. The only sound in the room is our synched breathing. He holds steady, waiting for me to confirm I understand.

“Yes, Daddy.”

He cups my jaw, pulling me forward with a gentleness I don’t deserve. His thumb presses against my cheek, urging my mouth open. Then, he glides his length between my open lips.

It’s hot and heavy against my tongue. His savory, tangy flavor dances across my tastebuds. I suck greedily, causing him to curse and buck forward, nearly gagging me.

“Just like that, little girl,” he says through gritted teeth. “Since I have that bratty mouth occupied, I’ll count for you.”

I hum my assent, bringing in air when he pulls back. Then, when he thrusts back in, blocking my airway, his hand comes down on my ass.

The sting ripples through me, making my clit ache with need. Precum oozes from his tip, making his taste even headier. I moan, the sensations swirling inside me.

“That’s one,” he says, thrusting back into my mouth savagely. “This is two.”

His palm comes down on my bottom again. My thighs shake, and my head starts to get fuzzy. As his cock hits the back of my throat, I think I might cum without being touched.

“Three,” he growls, not giving me time to recover.

The third strike is harder, the sound echoing off the walls. It pushes me even further into the space I go when I’m being punished. I suck on his length harder, comforting myself and apologizing all at once.

His hand comes down a fourth time after the low rumble of his speech reaches my ears. Everything’s getting hazy around the edges. All I’m capable of doing is letting him fuck my mouth while he punishes me just like I deserve.

The sting of his fifth strike lingers longer, and tears spring to my eyes. I don’t know why I had to push his boundaries. The rules are in place so he can take care of me.

“Halfway done, baby,” he grunts, shoving his length down my throat and holding it there. “Six.”

This time, I moan around his cock when the spank lands. The pain of my punishment morphs with pleasure. Daddy pulls back enough that I’m able to suck in air. Then, he’s thrusting back in.

The next three times his hand meets my bottom blur together. I feel like I’m floating, paying my penance for disobeying while being safe in my Daddy’s orbit. I’m dripping down my thighs, my little girl parts aching for relief.

“One more,” he says, his cock kicking in my mouth.

So many things happen at the same time. He says, “Ten,” and shoves himself deep into my esophagus. His balls release, and hot cum pumps into my mouth. I suck weakly, more wetness dripping from me, making a puddle on the bed below me.

“Fuck, baby,” he says, giving little pulses, creating just enough of an opening that I can breathe before I pass out.

I’d gladly pass out on his cock. I want to. I think it’s a fitting punishment.

“That’s enough,” he says, his voice shifting as he slips out of my mouth. “Let Daddy look at you.”

My throat is raw, and I sniffle pathetically. His palm, the same one that he used to spank me, rests against my cheek with gentleness, letting me know my punishment is over. I close my eyes as he brushes tears from my face.

“I’m sorry, Daddy,” I say. “I’m sorry I broke the rules.”

“I know,” he tells me as he lies me down, cradling me against his chest. “I’ll let you catch your breath. Then you can apologize by letting Daddy fuck your sweet little pussy.”

“Okay, Daddy,” I say, my body already calling out for more.

We lie there for a few moments. He rubs my back, and I soak in his comfort. Then, he rests his hand on the swell of my belly where I’m growing our child.

I rarely think of my mother. Jackson has help me come to the conclusion that she is flawed and it’s hard for a child to come to terms with that fact sometimes. She’s tried to reach out, mailed me a letter which Jackson intercepted saying what she had to say was not healthy for me and he would be running interference between us until she could act like respectful to us both.

“I’ll get you some water, little girl,” he says, leaning down to press a kiss to my stomach. “It’s my job to take care of both of you. You are my special girl, nothing it the world will come between us.”

“I love you, Daddy,” I tell him as he straightens up. “We both do.”

“I love you both too, little girl,” he replies, leaning down to steal a kiss before continuing. “More than you’ll ever know.”

He’s my world and my protector, my Daddy and my lover. My husband and very soon, the father of our baby.

Not everyone understands what we have, but he tells me that doesn’t matter.

He’s mine. I’m his and my happily ever after is named Daddy and he’s never letting me go.


Riding With Daddy

Eve Fontaine


Chapter 1


At thirty-nine years old, I never thought my step-daughter and her newly filled out womanly body would take hold of me this way.

And, Jesus, what a fucking body it is.

Since her eighteenth birthday, I’ve tried to keep my distance. Since I’m a long haul truck driver, it’s been easy to take more routes. Being alone most of the time suited me even before I married.

People have never been important to me but being on the road these last years also kept me away from the big matrimonial mistake I made ten years ago when I married Mina’s mother one drunk night in Vegas. A mistake I’ve been paying for ever since.

Literally, paying for.

I’m the bankroll for her mother’s lifestyle, and that’s about it. I don’t mind, because after the first couple months or so with my shiny new bride, the reality of what she was damn near put my dick into permanent hibernation.

It’s a shit marriage, yeah, but it brought me Mina. And after I found out how Karen was raising her in one shithole apartment after another, strewn with vodka bottles and a parade of men coming in and out at all hours, no way would I have abandoned her to a life without me to be the buffer and the provider that she deserves.

Only problem is, now she’s becoming an even bigger mistake I’m about to make.

I’m on a route from Cleveland to Connecticut. The truck’s engine growls like a restless beast as I accelerate to pass a minivan with about a hundred of those little stick figures denoting the parents and their obvious commitment to breeding. Rain slashes as the wipers fly back and forth, the rain coming down sideways in the headlights.

Mina sits curled in the big passenger seat, bouncing along with the movement of the cab, her legs tucked beneath her, fingers picking nervously at the frayed edge of her denim shorts.

Her golden blonde hair is still wet from running through the downpour from the house to my truck. The damp mess is piled in a bun that’s come half undone, tendrils sticking to the ivory skin of her neck and the collar of her oversized Mountain Dew tee. The scent of rain and the Taylor Swift perfume I bought her for her birthday last year clings to the air, sharper than the diesel fumes that are my normal constant scent companion on my long hauls.

“So,” I start, clearing my throat, my voice rough because this conversation is not what I’d choose to talk to her about even on a bad day. “About your mom’s new guy… Jason…”

She nods, cheeks flushing pink in the dim glow of the dash lights. She avoids my gaze, as she has since she hit eighteen and started filling out under those baggy t-shirts and 80’s mom jeans. Now she’s all soft curves I want to trace with my fucking tongue while she squirms beneath me.

I’m a foul, filthy, sin-filled man, but the thought of what I want to do to my daughter terrifies me now, night and day.

“Ugh,” she mutters. “She said he’s a ‘good cook’ or whatever. But you know how she is.” A bitter laugh escapes her, and I feel it in the pit of my stomach where guilt twists. She shrugs on a sheepish grin. “Sorry, Daddy. I shouldn’t tell you stuff like that. She’s your wife.”

That last word has bile tickling at the back of my throat.

“Do not apologize, baby. None of that bothers me except that it should not be happening around you. I took care of your mother the best I could, but it wasn’t about love. You know that, don’t you?” I snap, jaw tight.

“I do. I just, I don’t want to make it worse.”

Make it worse? The only thing my sweet, succulent daughter is making worse is my hard on. I’ve been imagining filling her tight hole with my seed so much lately, I barely think of anything else.

The memory of finding my wife’s newest tryst, Jason, in our shower last week still burns. But it’s not jealousy. He was fucking naked in my house with my daughter there. It’s a wonder I didn’t drag him outside and nail his dick to the fence post. My relationship with my stepdaughter over the years has been a source of more fights than I can count, but somehow, I managed to keep my cool and only threaten to drown him if he used my shower again.

I don’t care that Karen has a new man. The divorce has been in the works for months, and Mina’s smart, she didn’t even blink when I sat her down to tell her I was filing the paperwork.

But I’ve kept the bills paid and tried to keep the household stable for Mina’s sake. That shit’s important to me, and it should be for her mother, too.

So when I got a frantic call today from Karen that ‘daddy’s girl’ was causing problems at home, I didn’t hesitate to take the opportunity to backtrack two hours down the interstate on my route, pick her up, and take her on the road with me.

Mina packed her stuff into a duffel bag like she was just another item on the divorce checklist, but she has no fucking idea the checklist she’s on in my head.

“I didn’t even do anything, Daddy, I just didn’t like that he was walking around, you know... Basically naked half the time and I mentioned to mom that I was uncomfortable.” Mina shrugs, and I nearly tear the steering wheel off the column at the thought of her seeing that. “She said they wanted privacy. Translated to she doesn’t want her daughter around, cramping her style with her new… You know…”

She reaches over and rests her fingertips on the rock-hard muscle of my forearm, trying to settle me. Her touch sends a spark straight down to my dick, and I shift in my seat, jeans so fucking tight they are about to cut off circulation to my lower extremities.

Her new fuck toy, I think, but it’s like Mina hears my fucking thoughts, her ears turning crimson. She drops her hand like I’ve burned her, which is ironic. Every syllable, every glance she throws my way, fans that flame rising inside me.

“It doesn’t matter,” she whispers, staring out at the storm. “You came, as you always do. Mom said you pay too much attention to me, that’s why I’m so bratty. You spoiled me.”

A surge of rage fills my chest. She’s been through hell since Karen started bringing home strays, and I’ve always been her fallback. Even if I’m not cut out for fatherhood. Not really. I had a damn good bank account when I married her mother and I’ve worked my ass off to keep up with Karen’s overspending as well as keeping Mina in the best school in the district. “Of course I came,” I say gruffly. “That’s what fathers do.”

She snorts on a sardonic laugh. “You’re not my father.”

“You sure about that?” I snap back, glancing at her chest, seeing those nipples harden as my cock lengthens down the leg of my pants, spurting another round of pre-cum as she arches her back and taunts me.

I close my eyes for a moment, trying to get myself under control, and when I open them, I’m way too fucking close to the car in front of us.

The truck lurches as I brake hard, tires hissing against the rain-slick road. My throat goes dry. Instinct has my right arm flying sideways, pressing my open hand onto Mina’s chest, keeping her safe.

Her tit is in my fucking hand. When the danger is over, I look over to see her lips pressed into a thin line, her fingers curled into her palms.

“Sorry.” I mutter, retracting my hand as she swallows and my guts rearrange themselves because, nothing about me is going to be the same after that. The softness of her newly formed breast connected to my palm has changed me at a chromosomal level. Fuck. I’m sweating like a whore in church as I work the rig around the car and count to ten trying to calm myself.

Christ, she’s right. I’m her step-dad, the man who should’ve been happy to watch her grow up from a distance, someone with years of experience hiding this… this ache she’s created inside me. But eighteen makes her legal on paper, and when she looks at me, all wide eyes and trembling lips, it doesn’t matter how wrong it all is.

That milestone changed things in more than one way. I’d kept my cool with Karen far too long until Mina turned eighteen, no way was I going to take the chance that her mother could take her away. I’d have zero legal right to see her.

I take a deep breath, looking over at the greenest eyes I’ve ever seen, like emeralds set in the most beautiful face in the world.

“I’m the closest thing you have, and I’ve always wanted to be that person for you.” I grit my teeth to keep my voice steady. Neither of us need to bring up that the sperm donor that created her bailed on her mother as soon as the pregnancy test turned up with two pink lines. “Just trying to make things easier for you, okay?”

Lies. I’m not just trying to make things easier for her. I’m trying to be close to her. So close, maybe, Jesus, I’m sorry, but my fingers itch to explore every fucking inch of her newly-blossomed body.

I’ve been hard for fucking months. Her mother was pretty enough, but Mina? She’s fucking stunning. She turned from skinned knees and braces into a fucking wet dream in what seemed like overnight. But in all honesty, I watched it happen. Took note when her tits started to fill out her t-shirts, when the little tomboy turned into a fucking fever dream.

We drive another mile as the storm breaks into a deluge. The wipers are doing nothing to keep the windshield clear as the radio bleats some country ballad about broken trucks and heartbreak, but I’m already itching to pull over. Rain like this isn’t safe and my concentration isn’t worth shit with her sitting there all virgin fresh and tempting.

“Hey,” she says suddenly, leaning toward me so close the scent of that peppermint she crunched on from the cupholder in the console tickles my flaring nostrils. “I need snacks.” Her fingers brush my hand for a moment before she’s pointing at a flickering neon sign ahead: Big Rig Stop. “Can we go in? I bet they have great beef jerky.”

She fucking winks, and I nearly unload in my damn pants. I don’t know if it’s wishful thinking, but she’s been far more flirtatious and teasing for the last couple months. I keep telling myself it’s just her coming into her own, understanding that her body is collateral and there is a planet full of men that will bow down just to have a sniff of what she’s cooking in that hot pocket between her legs.

“Nothing big about this place. It’s fucking dinky as hell,” I grumble, pulling into the gravel lot. The truck creaks to a halt beside a row of beat-up semi-trucks and a rusted-out RV.

Like heaven is watching us, the rain suddenly lets up, the sky turning dry as I pop off the ignition and secure the keys in my shirt pocket.

“We better make a run for it before the clouds start pissing all over us again.” She snorts on a giggle, that sweet little girl I’ve known for all these years peeking back through, sending my shame meter into the red.

I open my door and jog around to help her down. My hands span her soft little waist, and my knees nearly buckle when her tits brush my chest, and I swear to fucking Christ, I catch a whiff of that savory pussy scent on the damp air.

She takes off running, and I consider staying in the truck and jerking my cock raw for relief while she grabs her snacks, but no fucking way I’m letting that little curvy piece of jailbait be along in this nowhere truck stop.

I’ve never known jealousy until Mina, but now that it’s sunk its claws into me, any man who even pauses his eyes on my daughter, I want to dislocate his head from his body.

Inside, the store smells like stale coffee and Pine Sol. Mina grabs a basket from by the register, her cut-offs riding up as she bends over. And, fuck, that scrap of fabric can’t hide how round her ass has gotten. I have to grip the doorframe to keep my balance.

“Grab some chips, cheddar and sour cream, pleeeeeease,” she says, shooting me a grin before skipping and bouncing into the candy aisle. When she comes back, the basket is full. Reese’s cups, gummy worms, five sticks of beef jerky, soda, and two bottles of that horrible strawberry milk she loves. Her cheeks are flushed, maybe from running or maybe because I’m staring.

We check out, the cashier giving her a long look when she runs her hand down my chest as I pay.

When we step outside again, a fresh, sudden downpour soaks us within seconds.

“Ugh!” Mina shrieks as the rain drenches her face and chest, dripping from her eyelashes and hair. “Come on, Daddy, run!”

I catch up to her on the last few steps, wrapping an arm around her shoulders as she stumbles in a rain-filled pothole in the run-down parking lot. Her shirt clings to every swell of her body, the fabric translucent enough to see the way her nipples pebble against the cold wind. My cock twitches violently in my jeans.

“Not gonna drive in this,” I grunt as I reach up and open her door, hoisting her and the bag into the passenger seat. “Time to log some off-road time.”

“And get warm.” She nips her bottom lip as the rain coats my face, and I race around to the driver’s door. I reach down and give my dick a hard squeeze before I climb in, trying to use pain to calm the storm in my balls, but it’s no use.

Mina’s already crawled across the cab, opened my door, and is on all fours, her tits hanging down in her soaked t-shirt as she crooks a finger, beckoning me upward.

“Get in, Daddy. You’re gonna be as wet as me.”

This is not going to end the way she might think, because I’m a good man, but I’m about to do some very bad things.


Chapter 2


The truck’s living quarters are efficient but cramped.

A fold-out bed shoved against the wall, a tiny table with a few books, and travel mugs that need washing. Mina flops onto the mattress in her drenched clothes, groaning into the pillow while I toss her a towel.

“This is worse than sleeping on the couch at home,” she says, sitting up to pat her hair dry.

“That couch cost three grand. For that amount of money, it should sing you a fucking lullaby and rub your shoulders until you fall asleep.” My tone’s sharp, and she freezes mid-towel-dry.

I’m not pissed about the cost; it just reminds me of the complications of our relationship and the home we’ve shared for so many years.

“Sorry, I’m just tired,” I lie, muttering the apology as I reach for the bag of Lay’s Cheddar and Sour Cream chips from the table where she dumped the whole lot of snacks from the store.

I pop open the bag and offer it to her first. She takes one, then another, her fingers brushing my knuckles. The trail of her touch feels like fire ants marching over my skin.

“So… movie?” she asks after a beat, patting the space beside her on the bed-slash-sofa.

I kick off my boots and sink down—too close, but fuck it—and hand her the remote. My pants are drenched, but no fucking way I can take them off right now. I unbutton my soaked shirt and strip it off as she flips through the movie choices on the screen.

I’ve got two decades on her, but I’ve kept myself lean. Being on the road, you either sink into habits that send your heart into spasm by age forty, or you balance all the sitting with exercise and real food. In the right light, at the right angle, I’m still sporting a reasonable six pack.

Mina’s taken her share of hard looks at my torso over the years. But, they’ve grown longer and more intense lately and that’s not helping me extinguish the idea that my sweet girl needs a good hard fucking several times a day.

With my cock and only my cock.

“Here.” She wiggles to the center of the bed, nodding next to her. “You take the end, and I can lie on your lap like I used to.”

Oh, fuck. The thought of her head in my lap, bobbing up and down, makes me choke on my own spit.

I cough to cover my sick mind, stumbling over to where she’s sitting up, her brow furrowed, but the corner of her mouth is ticking upward, as if to say, I see what I’m doing to you.

I drop in next to her on a heavy exhale, leaning back so my dick doesn’t break in half when I sit.

My breathing is fast, and the battle between good and evil rages on inside my head.

Okay, legally, she’s not my daughter. But she’s been my little girl for so long.

Still, it’s not wrong, is it? We are both legal adults. Yeah, okay, I hold a position of power and influence over her, but so what?

The shameful debate will have to wait, because as Mina snuggles next to me, aiming the remote at the TV, my eyes linger on her nipples and the ivory skin of her thighs as my balls tighten.

I try to concentrate on anything but how close we are and the way my cock is crying out for more as she flicks through options on my global satellite internet connection. “The Notebook?” she suggests, glancing my way.

“The Notebook? Are they study partners?”

She elbows me. “Shut up. It’s a romance. It’s iconic.”

The screen flickers to life as I fight the urge to reach into my pants and give my dick a squeeze. Mina snuggles deeper under the blanket, shoulder against my ribcage as I rest my arm on the back of the cushion attached to the wall of the little living area.

Every time she leans forward to grab a chip, her tits brush my torso. Pictures she’s drawn for me over the years are taped and pinned to the padded walls of the living area. From childlike stick figures in faded crayon of her and I holding hands. Me pushing her on a swing at the park and one special one that says “Happy Father’s Day” hits me like a brick to the forehead.

I eventually have her grab me a beer from the little fridge, hoping that the alcohol will numb the lust. I finish that one, and the movie goes on. I don’t know how much time has passed. I’m so fucking horny and focused on my daughter’s every movement, I’m caught in some kind of perverted time warp.

After a hard clap of thunder shakes the cab, the movie takes turn. There was plenty of kissing and fumbling hand play that had Mina stiffening next to me, but Jesus, now the actress is pinned beneath Ryan Gosling, their clothes falling away like petals in a breeze.

It’s not porn, but fuck, it’s still hot, and it’s pushing me closer and closer to the point of no return with my daughter. She has now moved, resting her head on my thigh, the blanket down on her hips as another crack of thunder punctuates the first thrust of Gosling’s hips as he seats himself inside the girl.

“Ugh,” Mina groans as they start kissing again, all tongue and moans and slick skin in dramatic lighting. “This is so fake.”

I smirk. “Real sex isn’t like this? What do you know about real sex?”

Her laugh is nervous now. “Well… I mean—” She trails off when my thigh shifts wider, lifting her head, her eyes darting to my mouth. My pulse thrums in my throat as I trail a hand down her shoulder, brushing the damp hair back off her neck. “Don’t worry, Daddy. I’ve never done anything but kiss. And Bobby Favro tried to put his hand up my shirt once after school when—”

“He did fucking what?” A boiling rage tumbles in my gut. I’ve been her father for all purposes, and I kept an eye on her, but she never mentioned boys. Or, I blocked it out if she did.

I’d likely have started fucking home schooling her a lot sooner.

She swallows, her eyes darting between me and the characters on screen as they full-on fuck.

“I didn’t want him touching me. I didn’t really even want to kiss him, but Cassie and Miranda dared me.” She blurts it all out, her face turning crimson, lips pinched together with that guilty look. “Before that, you were the only man I’d ever kissed.”

And I’ll be the only fucking one you ever kiss from now on.

She’s trembling, and the vibrations are moving through my thigh to pulse in my dick and balls.

“Ever think about what it’d be like to have sex baby?” The words are out of my mouth before I can rethink them.

Mina goes still beneath my touch but doesn’t pull away. She squirms closer, resting her head fully on my lap, just a fraction of an inch from my hard-on, face up, eyes on mine. I let my hand wander down from her hair, the backs of my knuckles brushing over her collarbone, then down a few more inches, then up as she inhales sharply.

“Max,” she whispers, but it’s not a protest.

I work my fingers lower, down the side of her ribs, hooking them beneath the edge of her shirt. “Shhh. Watch the movie, baby. Maybe play that part over from the beginning. You always liked your biology lessons. Let’s just watch it for you to learn.”

I’m a bad, bad man. I lean over and grab the remote from the table that holds the TV, and hit the rewind button. She nods, her breathing shallow as I press play, and the characters on the screen go right back to pumping and moaning.

“So,” I start clearing my throat. “You know that he’s putting his penis inside her, right?” I wait for her slight nod before continuing. “He moves it back and forth like that to build the tension. See, in a man’s balls, they have all the sperm and the pressure grows and grows, but it has to feel very, very good for it to come out. The woman’s job is to make sure it feels so good, the man can’t stop all the sticky, sperm cream from shooting out the tip. Then, it finds its way all the way into her body.” I trace a trail from her lower abdomen up. Following an imaginary trail of her fallopian tube, to her ovary.

“I know about how babies are made.” She replies in a breathy whisper, her eyes still on the screen where they are clawing and grinding.

“That’s good.” I nod, my eyes racing from her pink lips to her hard nipples to the way her thighs are fussing and rubbing together. “Your body is going to make a man feel very good someday. He will have no problem busting his nut deep, deep inside you.”

My hand slides over warm, smooth skin as I travel up from her exposed belly, under the hem of her t-shirt. I press my fingers against the swell of her breast, as she lets out a little squeak of surprise. “How’s that feel, baby? Do you want Daddy to stop?”

She shakes her head. “No, I… I shouldn’t say this, but I like knowing you want to touch me.”

“Ahh, you’re a bad girl, aren’t you?” I cup her tit, pinching her nipple between my thumb and forefinger, hearing her hiss and then moan as I roll the little peak between my fingertips. It hardens with my touch, and fuck, I’m a fucking monster, but I can’t stop. Not now. “You want to touch yourself down in your privates don’t you? It’s okay, watching people fuck makes our bodies react, it’s very natural, baby. Go ahead if you want to.”

Her legs part, and she reaches down as the actors move together, stroking herself through her frayed shorts in clumsy, urgent movements and fuck it.

God help me, I can’t help myself.

The blanket falls from her knees and I lift her head and scramble out from under her in one furious motion.

I press her back onto the mattress, my mouth finding hers before I can overthink this. She tastes like those damn chips, but it’s still all her, her hands fisting in my hair while I trail kisses down her neck to the hollow between her collarbones.

“Baby,” I hiss into the thrumming pulse point on her neck. “You know Daddy loves you, don’t you?”

God, I’m a manipulative bastard right now, but it’s not my civilized brain that’s running the show.

She nods, a breathless sound of agreement warming my cheek, but inside my head, it’s like the starting pistol firing. I’m done resisting.

Fuck it. Let’s go.

“Let’s get this off.” I work a hand up under the back of her shirt, her body pliant but stiffening as I work my fingers upward. I imaging pinning her down and tearing at the fabric that separates us.

I’m a bastard, but thoughts of fucking her in the bedroom I shared with Karen for too fucking long plague me. It’s so fucking wrong, but my throbbing dick doesn’t give a shit.

Her thin bra’s clasp comes undone with a click, and she gasps when I run my hand under the front cup, my thumb brushing her hard little peak.

“Tell me if you want me to stop,” I growl against her skin, praying that she won’t.

I don’t know if I even could stop, but I at least want to give her the semblance of some control. Her answer is to raise her legs, then hook them around my waist, bringing her heat against my hardness.

“Is this bad?” she whispers, and it only makes my depravity sink its claws in deeper.

“No, baby. This isn’t bad. It’s just Daddy teaching you things you need to know. Who else should teach a little girl about grown-up things than a father?”

“I don’t…” She arches up as I shove the loose bra and t-shirt fabric upward. “I’m all shaky and hot.”

I flick my tongue over her peak, as she sucks in a breath, so fucking willing and perfect beneath me. Her tit is even sweet. The taunt flesh cool from the rain as I pull it between my lips, moaning at the sensation of having her in my mouth for the first time.

“You’re… going to teach me? Just like when you took me out of school last year?”

I release her nipple, giving it a flick of my tongue before answering.

“That’s right, baby.” My free hand slides between us, fingers brushing the crotch of her shorts. The material’s soaked through here, too, and not just from the rain. It’s warm and damp where she’s already wet for me, and I groan into her shoulder when she spreads her legs wider. “Just another part of homeschooling. Teaching you about the birds and the bees, Mina. Deep biology lessons.”

I lick the shell of her ear, tickling the lobe with my tongue.

“Max, are going to—”

“Hush,” I say again, working at the waistband until the button pops and I wiggle the zipper down. “Everything’s okay. Just need to check something.”

I jam my hand own the front between the damp fabric and her cool skin until my fingers slide under the elastic of her panties. “That’s a good girl. Just lay still and Daddy’s gonna check you down here.” I push into the seam she trembles, finally finding the glorious heat beneath. She gasps as I find her slit and circle her clit in slow circuits, another finger dipping low to test how slick she is for me. “Jesus, baby, just as I thought. You’re soaking wet down here.”

“It’s the rain.” Her voice hitches, and I lift my head, narrowing my eyes at hers.

“That’s a lie, isn’t it?”

Her lips start to quiver. But she nods with the sexiest look of shame in her approval seeking eyes.

Mina’s nails dig into my back, hips rocking into my touch like she’s chasing something just out of reach. Her head thrashes against the pillow when I push a finger inside her, stretching her tight walls until she moans and her little body gushes into my palm.

“Ah, fuck yeah, baby. No one’s been here before, have they?”

She already admitted she’d only kissed, but the possessive bastard inside me needs her to say it again.

“No.”

“So fucking fresh. Smooth too. You shave. That’s a good girl.” I growl as she moans. “You want more of this?” I ask. She nods frantically, teeth clenched as I curl deeper and my mind starts to spin. I’m cursing and praising her about how good she feels, how perfect, the way she tightens around me with every thrust of my finger. “Then just get your shorts down a little more, and your panties. You can do that for me, can’t you? Daddy’s gonna get to know your privates a whole lot better.”

She nods, and I lean in to give her a kiss of approval as her hands work the shorts down. She kicks them off under the blanket, leaving her body naked from the waist down, her shirt and bra still pushed up over her tits.

God, I’m aching for her in every way. A deep recklessness swells inside of me. Right now, I don’t care who finds out about us, but I also know it could complicate things in ways she doesn’t realize.

None of that seems to quell the incessant need to give her the sexual awakening of a fucking lifetime that will end with me raw-dogging her soft little pussy, whispering to her that Daddy loves her, and it’s time for her to understand just what that means now that she’s a big girl.

“Look at you,” I whisper when her eyes flutter open, pupils blown wide. “You’re so beautiful like this. Does it feel good for you, baby? Daddy wants it to feel nice for you.”

Her cheeks flush pink again, but this time there’s no fight to turn away. Instead, she tugs me down for another kiss, tongue sliding into my mouth as if she knows every secret it holds. The tip of her tongue probes for mine until it’s swirling and tangling with mine.

I’m emboldened by her eagerness, part of me wondering if this is some kind of fever dream. Will I wake to find her safely tucked away under her own blankets, untouched and untarnished by my perverted manipulations?

“It feels nice, Daddy,” she mutters as our lips part, saliva strung between us, her hips rising up to take more of my finger as I bite and suck on her neck, drawing the skin through my lips, wanting my mark there, wanting to put a fucking hickey on her neck like a schoolboy, so everyone will know I’ve staked my fucking claim. “Like when you used to tickle me, but better. Different. I want to press that aching part against something.”

“Good. That’s good, baby. It feels good for me when I touch you and you’re all soft and warm. That means your horny. Do you know how to come, baby?”

The rain drums against the truck roof like the devil’s applause, urging me into the darkness. I don’t care how far we’ll have to backtrack in the morning, or what Karen will say when she finds out about us, because I already know in my heart, this is not just a one-time jack-off session.

I love my daughter, but I also know unequivocally now that I’ve touched her and tasted her mouth, I will never, fucking never, let her go.

All that matters is Mina’s hands on me. They’re so fucking small and trembling, but they are on me. Searching and exploring as her body tightens into a bowstring with me strumming her clit.

“I don’t… I can’t. I feel that achy feeling, but I never know what to do to make that feeling come. Are you going to teach me?”

“Let’s work on it together. Now, right here,” I pause, flicking the tip of my index finger on the hard little bud, making her draw a sharp breath. “That’s the feel-good part, isn’t it? Right where I’m playing now?”

“Uh huh.” She breathes out her agreement as her opening clenches on my middle finger.

Her shaking hand finds my thigh, then presses up into the bulge under my jeans.

“Good girl,” I groan, pushing my erection into her palm. “You’re making Daddy hard. You know what that means, don’t you?”

She nods, her lips parted, eyes lusty slits as I work her little clit between my fingers now. “You want me.”

“You’re a bad girl, knowing that about your father.”

“I’m... I’m sorry.” She looks genuinely apologetic, and it only makes me harder.

She starts to pull her hand back.

“Oh no, you keep it there. It’s good for you to get used to feeling me like that. It’s going to be your job to take care of me in a lot of new ways, baby. You make it hard like that, you have to take care of it.”

I reach down with my free hand and work the button and zipper on my jeans, letting my erection pop out as her pussy drenches me and her eyes pop wide.

“That’s big,” she gasps, her lips open, teeth nipping at the flesh.

“Because you made it get all full of blood. That’s how nature gets a man ready to push inside tight little holes like this.” I jam a finger up inside her, making her yelp. “Now, just stroke it. Put your hand around and just get used to it.”

She follows my orders, her warm hand tentative and soft as it starts to move up and down.

“Like this?” Her eyes search mine for approval, and it makes a spurt of pre-cum jump from the tip.

“Just like that.”

Her hand feels like fucking heaven, but it’s her arousal that is my biggest turn on. Knowing my daughter is wet and horny because of me? That’s the focus of my life from now on, and once I get her to come, my possessiveness will multiply a thousand-fold.

I explore and work her clit and the delicate flesh of her lips as her gaze flicks between my cock and my face, looking for assurance. I’m ready to nut all over her pretty little face, but I want something else.

“Do you know what oral sex is, baby?” I ask as her hand moves up and down my shaft, my fingers pressing on her little button, working it in circles as her legs fall open under the blanket.

Another nod, apple-red blooming on her cheeks. “Mouth stuff. On private parts.”

I nod back, finger brushing her hair as she looks up at me, lust haze in her eyes. She’s a smart, well-spoken girl, but the way she’s talking, it’s as though she’s regressing. Playing up the little part of her. And I fucking want to pull her onto my lap and sing her a lullaby while fucking her virgin pussy bloody.

“Would you like to know what it feels like to be kissed here?” I tap my finger on her clit. “Because it would make Daddy very happy to do that. To give you kisses here. Is that okay?”

Her pulse flutters at the base of her neck, and time seems to stall as we stare at each other, blood thickening my already impossibly hard erection as I struggle to draw breath.

“Yes, Daddy,” she whispers finally, fluttering her lashes, as I weave my fingers through her hair, dragging my other hand from between her legs and pulling her mouth up to meet mine.

My inner beast wants to ravage her mouth the same way I want to ravage her body, but I rein myself in. I care for her spirit as much as I care for my own life.

I let our lips meet softly, sliding my tongue along the seam, before licking my way past her teeth and meeting her tongue inside the warmth of her mouth.

Fuck. Kissing my daughter is like seeing color for the first time. My entire being comes alive as her tongue touches mine.

I pull an inch away, her face a blur in front of me as I grit my teeth, clicking my tongue. “If I lick you, I’ll teach you how to have an orgasm. That will be nice, won’t it?”

Her enthusiastic nod sends flames flickering over my skin as I shift out from under her, laying her head on the pillow that was under my arm and kneeling beside her, kissing her forehead before letting my eyes see her exposed and naked to me for the first time.

“Jesus.” I gulp air, admiring the soft little hairless pussy that is going to rule my fucking life from now on. “You keep yourself bare, baby.”

“Yes, I like it smooth. When I go swimming and wear a bathing suit, I don’t like those little hairs poking out. Is that okay?”

Is that okay?

My heart nearly punches out of my chest as I nod and answer. “Yes, baby. It’s beautiful like this.”

I work my way into position on the small bed. That heat races to my face, my balls ready to offload just looking at her glistening cunt.

“Spread your legs now. No need to be shy. Always remember how much Daddy loves you. This is just another way for him to show you.”

She lets her knees fall apart as she presses an index finger to her lips, inching it between her teeth and biting down. Her tits make the most glorious ivory-and-pink peaked landscape as I look up.

I push her legs wider, slipping my hands down her inner thighs, then pinch her outer lips between my thumb and forefinger to expose the inner pink petals, all wet and shimmering for me.

I groan as she arches her back, goosebumps rising on her tummy as I blow softly on the exposed, hairless pink flesh.

The sounds of the couple fucking on the TV only make it all more erotic as I release her little slick lips with one hand, and reach up to grab a handful of her tit instead, wanting to own all of her. God, her tits are fucking magnificent. More than a handful, and so fucking real. Firm and soft at the same time. I nearly come as her nipple hardens against my palm.

“Ask Daddy to kiss you here. Let me know how much you love me.”

She rubs her lips together, her finger falling to her chin as she blinks. My lips are an inch from her feminine parts, her scent roaring through me like a feral lion.

“Kiss me on that achy spot, Daddy. Make it feel better.”

She’s ready, her body quaking as I look up and nod. “Say please.”

“Please, Daddy. I want your kisses down there.”

I swallow the saliva gathering under my tongue, but I’m already sliding the tip over her clit. God, so fucking soft, like candied silk.

She stretches as I make contact, running my fingers down to her opening, pressing the knuckle of my middle finger there and feeling her body clench as I run my tongue over that little bundle of nerves and feel her body convulse.

She breathes out a curse word, and I work her clitoris harder with my tongue. Her flavor brands me like a red-hot iron. So sweet, slick, savory. One hit and I’m hopelessly addicted to her.

I alternate pinching the hard bud between my lips, while I roll her nipple between my fingers and pulse my knuckles against her opening.

Her breathing picks up as I lick and suck, her wetness coating my hand as she gushes.

Fuck, I’ve got my face between my daughter’s legs, and she fucking loves it. I lap and suckle at the stream of sweet juice she’s releasing, licking faster as she starts to twist and buck.

She swells against my mouth, that little focus of her pleasure poking out more and more, begging for what I’m giving.

My cock aches like a motherfucker, and I can’t help but let go of her breast to reach down and fist my length as I eat out my little girl’s sweet pussy.

I poke at her tight hole with my tongue, assessing it. That tight ring is still in place, and the vision of pumping her full of my seed turns my vision red.

“Daddy!” she chokes out as her hips lift, begging to get my tongue back where it matters the most.

“Yes, baby. It feels good, doesn’t it?” I mumble against the softness.

She nods, her chest heaving as she wraps one calf around the back of my neck. “More! Please...”

I pump my dick up and down, licking her while I imagine what it will feel like when I finally get her tight cunt wrapped around my thick meat, pumping a hot load deep inside her.

I’m so fucking close to blowing when she starts to ride my face like a greedy little slut.

Her body takes over, and the sounds and evidence of her pleasure nearly blind me. I’m about to give my daughter her first orgasm.

The pride that swells in my chest tightens around my heart as her teenage pussy clamps down on my tongue, and I re-focus my efforts on her clit.

Spasms rock her body as I fist the root of my cock, holding back my impending orgasm as hers takes flight.

“Dad! God, please, Daddy—” Her voice cracks. Ecstasy takes the rest of her words as her climax barrels through her, a release of wet, streaming pleasure coming from her body.

I gulp it down as she gulps air, and lap and suck and lose myself in the fever dream of a fucking lifetime.

My control is long gone. I rise up as her orgasm twists through her body, her eyes rolled back. I straddle her, jacking my angry length with one hand, reaching up to grab her hair by the root, pulling her face up and forward.

“Smile, baby. Daddy’s going to give you a nice prize for having your first orgasm on his face. Smile, here it comes.”

Her lust-hazed eyes barely focus as I practically fold her body in half, beating off onto her face as she gives me a half-conscious smile a fraction of a second before I decorate her cheeks, lips, teeth, and nose. My orgasm is so fierce and powerful, the edges of the small space go black, and I curse, roaring and spurting hot cream all over my little girl’s face.

By the time I’m done, she’s covered in my hot spunk, still smiling and my dick is still ramrod hard but the vision of her cute face covered in me, I feel like a fucking king.

The rain lets up as we come down. Lights from other semis cut through the humid air in the living quarters as I pull her down next to me, her body sweat-slick and slack from the powerful orgasm.

We lie tangled like that for a long time. Our hearts beating hard while the storm dies down outside. She fits against me just like she always has, head pillowed on my chest as I stroke her hair.

“You’re so fucking beautiful with my cum on your face, baby.”

“It’s sticky and yummy,” Mina says, licking her lips, her voice thick and sleepy. “What’s next on the lesson plan?”

I smirk into the dark. “I’ll show you, soon. But, I’m going to put some of this cum down in your wet pussy and some in your mouth with my fingers. We never ever waste it, okay? When Daddy comes, it’s very special.”

There is no coming back from this now. She’s marked me, and I’ve marked her.

The next thing will be to tie her to me permanently. Once I breed my teenage daughter, she will be my own personal cum dump for the rest of her life. I’m never letting her get away.

Just how it should be.


Chapter 3


The cab of my rig hums like a live wire, dashboard lights cutting jagged shadows across the front seat. I shift onto the bench cushion, groaning inwardly as my jeans strain against the growing ache between my legs. The scent of her still clings to me, and it’s enough to unravel every thread of self-control.

Mina is asleep now on the bed behind me. The overwhelming emotions of what happened between us got the better of her as I cleaned her face with my fingers. She sucks the cream off like a good girl, then I pumped some up inside her tight channel explaining to her that even when a man’s seed doesn’t come out of his cock all up inside her, she can still get pregnant.

She looked shocked and scared, then kissed her and hummed against her hair until she passed out.

My dick is still out of control, and it’s either this or I take her virginity while she sleeps. And I want her fully conscious with her eyes on her father when I tear away her innocence her for the first time.

I yank down my zipper, doing battle with the stiff thickness until my cock springs free, hard as iron beneath the flickering glow of the dash. An image of her bleeds into my mind: her hips arched beneath me earlier, that honeyed gasp when I licked that ring of flesh that is standing between me and my life’s purpose.

Breeding my daughter.

Christ, she’s tight enough to snap my dick in half. But, if she’s going to take the pain for me, the least I can do is the same.

I imagine it all. Fucking, sucking, filling her with my thick cream, her sitting on my face while I feast. So much to teach, so much to explore, and I’m going to be her first for everything.

And her fucking last, if I have my way.

Which I will. Nothing will come between us. I swear that to myself in the darkness, blotting out all distractions, any ethical, moral, or other reasons why my daughter and I will not take this new part of our relationship as far as it can go.

“Tell me how good it feels… tell Daddy,” I whisper in a low growl, playing out the fantasy to myself, my eyes rolling back as I conjure the image of her under me, legs open, cheeks tear-stained as I pump, pump, pump her full of me, tearing at that virgin resistance until I’m bloody deep, deep inside her teenage body.

I graze the bead of pre-cum at the tip of my cock with my thumb. Her voice ghosts in my ears, high and breathless, remembering how she whispered please, her pussy so fucking needy and dripping when I made her come with my mouth. The memory sparks a tremor through me, and I grip myself harder, imagining her hands around my shaft instead of mine.

I’m beating off like a prepubescent with his first boner, my mind blinded by the possibilities now laid out in front of me. On the road, no one will know our past relationship. I’ll just be the lucky bastard with the barely-legal sex doll in his passenger seat as we fuck our way across the country.

The movement makes fapping sounds faster, faster as I tug and work the hard flesh in frantic, violent movements, my face knotted in frustration that it’s not her.

My breathing turns heavy as another truck pulls in beside mine. Fucker has the whole lot to park in, and he has to be three feet from my rig.

Doesn’t matter, there’s nothing that’s going to stop me from easing the ache in my balls one more time before I get us back on the road. I’m not risking driving into some ditch because my eyes are crossed with lust.

A creak from behind me stalls my rhythm. My breath hitches.

I freeze, cock swollen in my fist.

I turn my head, already knowing what I will see, and there she is, leaning against the divider between cab and sleeper, hair a wild crown around her pale, naked shoulders, tits hanging braless and heavy now under the thin t-shirt. The truck’s dash lights catch the curve of her hips, those damn little pink sleeping shorts she insists on wearing barely covering her ass.

Her lips part as our eyes lock. “Max?” She whispers, charged with something more than sleepiness or confusion. The way she tilts her head… like a predator testing its prey’s defenses.

I don’t take my hand away from my hard-on. Instead, I smirk, letting the light catch the sheen of sweat on my chest. “Ready for another lesson, baby?”

She blinks slowly. “What… what are you doing?”

It’s not an actual question. Her wide eyes track my fingers sliding over my cock. She’s testing the limits of our little game.

I lean back, spreading my legs wider to give her a clearer view. “Getting what I need, baby. Letting you sleep,” I say, voice rough as gravel. “You made Daddy very horny so he has to beat off to try to get some relief. I’ve been doing that for a while now thinking of you when I do it.”

Her cheeks flame pink beneath the dim light, but she doesn’t turn away. Instead, she inches forward, bare feet hitting the floor of the crowded space. The rig’s diesel engine thrums softly beneath us keeping the heat on inside, syncing with her uneven breaths as I watch her approach.

“You want to learn more, don’t you, baby?”

She hesitates, reaching out, fingers curling and uncurling in little fists.

“You want to know how to please a man?” My stomach tightens as I lean closer, catching a whiff of her sweetness and musk from our earlier tangled mess in the bed.

“You said that’s my job now. I think I need to learn, because…” She trails off, her hands worrying each other, tugging at her fingers as she drops her eyes to watch me work my length.

“Say it, baby.”

She flushes darker. Then, with a small sound between a squeak and a laugh, she drops to her knees before me, hands running up the tops of my thighs.

“I don’t like you not letting me join in, Daddy.” Her little voice cracks, and my heart speeds. Looks like she’s as possessive of me as I am of her.

“If you don’t do all the things I need, I’ll have to find someone who will, though, baby.” I shrug, guilt spasming around my throat, knowing I’m using blatant coercion to make sure I have her fully brainwashed and compliant.

It’s wrong, and I don’t give a fuck. I’d do some shady fucking shit to make sure she’s bound to me, not just in her body, but in her mind as well.

The scent of my fading cologne, mixed with sex and anticipation, hangs thick between us as I spread my legs wider. The glow of the dashboard lights rings her golden hair with a shining halo, like some damned angel. My angel, her lips parted in a shy, eager line, eyes locked on my cock as it twitches in my grip.

“Turn this way,” she says shakily as she wiggles in the space between the bucket seats of the cab. “I want to learn, Daddy, please.”

I do as she says, turning the captain’s chair around to give her full access.

“Look at you,” I groan when she reaches out and wraps her small fingers around me, tentative as she explores the flesh. Her thumb brushes over the tip, slick now with pre-cum, and I swear the cab’s temperature spikes ten degrees. “Nothing to be nervous about. Just… touch me like you saw me do when I came on your pretty little face.”

Her lashes flutter, long and dark, as she stares into my eyes for a long moment then glances out the window, brushing hair from her forehead. “Someone might see.”

“That’s true,” I admit, but as long as she’s mine, I’ll show off what no other man will ever have with a smile on my face. Every jerk-off fantasy for too long has been of her squirming under me in that godforsaken truck bed, and if some other fuck gets an eyeful while I’m making all my fucking dirty dreams come true? Small price.

“Now move your hand faster. Yeah, like that.”

She obeys, cheeks turning ripe red as she tightens her grip. The first slide of her fist up my length sends a shudder through me, and I grab her by the hair, steadying her.

“Good girl,” I growl. She’s doing too well, and suddenly it’s all I can do to keep from taking her body and mounting it on my dick.

“I want to taste,” she mumbles, gaze locked on our joined hands.

“Not yet.” I chuckle at her eagerness. She wants fucking more. My horny daughter wants more of Daddy’s cock. “First things first. Watch me… You have to learn how I like to be touched first.”

I guide her fingers over my shaft again, tracing the ridge beneath the head. Holding her wrist, I move her hand up and down, up and down, watching the soft skin of my cock moving over the hardness beneath, balls jumping with every hard jerk.

“See this here?” I pause her hand just under the ridge of the crown. “That little spot where it sort of cuts upward? That’s a good spot. Then, when you go up and down, you squeeze and release a little, over and over. Then, when I’m getting close, you’ll move faster, right here…”

I work her hand under mine as she stares in rapt attention.

“Like this, Daddy?” she asks, taking over, her thumb pressing hard under my crown and nearly bringing me up off the seat.

“Fuck,” I mutter. “Yes, you listed well. Now, you can kiss it.”

Her lips quirk. Christ, she looks so innocent with that smirk. And then she’s crouching lower until my tip brushes her lips. She hesitates, tongue darting out to wet her lips.

“Take it slow. Kiss that tip and lick that wet slit.” I heave a breath as she leans forward, lapping, then opening wider… and then the heat swallows me whole.

“Greedy whore,” I hiss as heart palpitations make me short of breath. “You know that’s who you are now, don’t you? Your father’s greedy little whore.”

The filth makes her hum around me, her head bobbing up and down instead of nodding.

“My cock is your happy place… suck it like a lollipop. Gotta get Daddy nice and sloppy and wet with your spit.”

She does just that, cheeks hollowing, tongue working, gagging a little. Jesus, her mouth is a velvet vice that steals air from my lungs before she pulls back with a pop, flushed and adorably breathless with a look of pride.

“I like it, Daddy. I like looking at you, knowing I’m the one making you feel good.”

I nod, pushing her head back down. “Enough fuckin’ talking. Suck it again, but harder.”

I thread my fingers into her hair as her mouth tightens down on me again.

Her rhythm is uneven, but feverish, like she can’t get enough. The rig hums, engine vibrations syncing with my heartbeat as she works me faster now, deeper. I rock with her movement, cock throbbing in her mouth when she gently grazes her teeth over the head before slipping lower to take all of me down her throat.

“Fuck… baby, you’re gonna make me come too soon,” I rasp, dragging her head back upward, breathless as her tongue flicks at that spot under crown. It’s too late. My balls are already heaving. “C’mon… swallow, Mina. Take it all. You did this, now you don’t waste any.”

She makes a sound of agreement as my climax takes hold, fever covering me as the rush of pleasure delivers my fucking soul into her mouth.

“That’s it,” I praise, holding her hair by the root, keeping my thickness lodged down her throat as she squirms and struggles. “There’s my good girl. Are you ready for your prize?”

Her cheeks dimple around me as she swallows, gurgling and gagging, deep and wet, her free hand cupping my balls before sliding back up to grip my hip. I groan, balls drawing tight against her palm.

She nods, and the movement is too much. A moment later, I’m spilling into the back of her throat with a roar that echoes off the truck walls.

Time and space collide as I nut down her throat. Gulping for air, head thrown back, roaring her name and seeing stars.

When the last spurts finish, I let go of her hair, she pulls away, panting but smiling. Her lips are red, swollen and glistening, I yank her up onto my lap without thinking. She straddles me as I lean back against the seat, still hard even after that blowjob, and kiss her fiercely, tasting myself on her tongue.

“Teach you more later,” I grunt against her lips, thumb brushing the peak of her nipple through her shirt.

She laughs softly. “I’m ready for more lessons, Daddy.”

“I need time to recover, baby,” I say, reaching for my phone as the route app dings, telling me I’m behind schedule.

Like I don’t fucking know that, but some things take precedence.

The storm’s passed. Dawn will be here soon, and I have a hundred miles to make up to stay on schedule. “I promise Daddy will show you every damn trick I know before we hit that next truck stop. But right now, you go back to sleep, baby. You need your rest. Some of the lessons coming up are going to take a lot out of you. Kiss me like a big girl, then get back to bed.”

I put her back on her feet before I lost my focus and mount her on my dick. I land a hard slap on her ass then shoot my eyes out the driver’s window as I spin in my chair back forward, catching the guy in the semi next to me looking over, the jerking movements of his shoulder telling me all I need to know.

A surge of pride swells my chest as I reach up, grab the back of Mina’s neck, and pull her down into a hard kiss.

When we break apart, her eyes flick to the window as well, and instead of shame, I see excitement in her green eyes.

“Was that man watching us, Daddy?” she asks, a smile taking her lips upward as she reaches down and laces her fingers through my hair.

“Yes, baby. He wants what I have, and I like showing it off. But no one will ever touch you but me. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Daddy.”

“Good girl. Now, off to bed.” I land a hard slap on her ass and give her a soft shove back into the living quarters, then toss a look at the guy beating off next to me and chuckle.

It’s gonna be a hell of a ride.


Chapter 4


The cab’s still warm when I wake. I made a hundred miles before my lids started to get heavy. I pulled into a rest area and climbed in behind her for some sleep.

Mina’s curled beneath the blankets like some sort of sleepy goddess, lashes fanning over cheeks gone pink from her dreams. Her skin glows faintly in the morning light coming through, dewy and unmarked except for the faint bruise from the hickey I gave her last night. I nuzzle into her neck, fingertips brushing the waistband of her little shorts, cotton stretched taut over hips that beg to be gripped. I smirk at the little “mmm” that escapes her throat.

“G’morning, Daddy,” she sighs, rolling onto her back to meet my grin. Her stomach growls mid-sentence—a low, needy rumble that makes me laugh. “I’m starving.”

“Me too,” I kiss the hollow below her throat, before trailing lower. My tongue skims her ribs, teasing goosebumps across her skin while my fingers hook under the band of those shorts. She flinches when I drag a nail lightly over her hipbone, breath hitching like she’s already remembering what else I have planned for her tight, teenage body.

But right now, I’m more interested in waking her up the right way. I slide lower on the little bed, kissing her belly, her hips, her thighs.

“More, Daddy,” she mumbles, stretching out to offer herself to me.

“Guess you’re hungry for more than breakfast then?” My voice drops. “Let’s get these shorts off, they’re in the way.”

I tug as she wiggles until I drag the cotton fabric off her foot, dropping it on the floor.

I groan, throaty and deep as my tongue slips between the damp folds of her sex. She’s already drenched, the scent of her arousal sharp and wild in the air as the scruff of my beard rasps against her inner thigh. She squirms as I open my mouth and take her in, spreading wider to let my teeth graze the taut peak of her clit.

“Yes. Right there...” Her voice falters when I suck gently on the tiny bud. Her hands fist my hair now, fingers tangling as her hips rise with every flick of my tongue, each thrust deeper than the last as I slip a finger inside her channel. She’s tight, clenching around me like a fist begging for more.

When her body stills, I stop too, letting her hang on the edge, listening to the little moan of frustration as she tightens around my finger.

“Daddy, please…”

“Who do you belong to?”

“You… Always you…”

“Good girl,” I whisper, then dive back in. Almost the moment my mouth clamps around her swollen little clit, she cries out, bucking her hips and soaking my face with a squirt of liquid heat. But I don’t relent. I eat her, moving my mouth against her pussy like a starving dog with a bone. “Good girl,” I grumble again, my voice muffled by her body. “Give Daddy one more.”

“No more,” she says, writhing and breathless. “Please. I can’t—”

“Yes, you can,” I snap, thrusting a finger deep inside her cunt, then pressing my thumb against her tight asshole that’s soaked with her cum and pop it inside. “I’m going to fuck you here too. And lick your asshole and you’re going to lick mine.”

I center my lips back on her clit and bite down as I finger fuck both her holes.

That does it, she’s cursing like a truck stop whore as her body rolls into another orgasm that has her squirting and making the most beautiful, ungodly noises.

I don’t stop. Her pleasure is such a fucking drug. I move my finger inside her, rubbing that rough little patch on the front wall, aiming for orgasm number three, when she cries out, “Wait— Please! I can’t, Daddy, please.”

Her protest is whimpering and breathless, and defiant all at once, but I’m already adding another digit, scissoring them slow to stretch that sweet heat. The back of her knee digs into my ribs as she bucks harder, moans dissolving into a whimper when I release her clit.

“One more...” I grin against her thigh, dragging my teeth up the inside where her flesh trembles soft under my jaw. “What Daddy wants Daddy gets, remember? I’m in the middle of breakfast…”

Her laugh is half-defeated. “But Daddy, I’m hungry! My stomach’s about to eat itself alive...” Her hips buck toward me anyway, and I reward her with a curled finger that finds the spot inside her that makes her arch off the mattress.

Another orgasm rockets through her. Her walls clench and pulse, giving into my demands one more time, a spurt of liquid dribbling into my mouth as I kiss and lick, and finally relent.

I pull my fingers from her holes and slap her ass for good measure as she writhes and pants, her arm thrown over her face. “Okay, baby. Get dressed, and we’ll go eat.”

Her breath is fast as she nods. I grab her hand and pull her up to sit, leaning down for a soft kiss before stepping back and adjusting my boner and untucking my shirt to try to cover my hard on.

She reaches under the bed, fumbling for the duffel she brought with her.

“Can I have a cinnamon roll, Daddy?”

“Whatever you want, baby.” I run my hand through my hair watching as she roots through the clothes she brought. “Wear a skirt. And that little white scrap of fabric that passes for panties. No bra either.”

***

The diner’s all greasy vinyl booths and flickering neon when we finally stumble in, the bell above the door jingling as her arm loops tight around mine. While we eat, I paid for the rig to get washed, the oil checked and the air in all the tires checked. That means the rig is parked in one of the maintenance bays but it should be done by the time we are done eating.

I slide into a corner booth, pulling Mina in close beside me as the waitress sidles over. Mina’s cheeks go pink beneath the waitress’s speculative gaze.

“You okay, sugar?” she drawls at Mina, pencil poised as she looks me up and down.

“She’ll take pancakes and orange juice,” I say smoothly, leaning in to kiss the top of her head. My free hand slips between her legs, fingers brushing against the lace of her thong. She flinches into me but doesn’t pull away. “A stack for me, too. Coffee and a cinnamon roll.”

“Sure thing.” The waitress eyes Mina a moment longer before turning and heading back to the counter. She says something to the fry cook, and they both laugh.

Mina tenses beside me, and I drag my knuckles up and down over her slit through the thong, making her shiver.

“Like I said before, baby, people are going to be jealous of what I’ve got. But they’ll never take you from me, and you don’t need to pay them any mind, you hear?”

She hesitates a moment, then nods. “Yes, Daddy. But, I kind of like when they look. It makes me--”

“Wet, I know.” I cut her off, pressing my knuckles against her hole. “I feel it. So sexy baby.”

The cinnamon roll arrives and I pull my hand up from under her skirt, pressing my knuckles to her lips as she licks them obediently, drawing a tight-lipped look from the waitress.

The pastry is dripping with a mix of white and caramel icing, and I smile with satisfaction when she bounces on the seat with a little clap of excitement. I split it in half and dip a bite into the pooling caramel, watching her eyes widen as I lift it to her mouth.

“Open up,” I command, smirking when she hesitates just long enough to make me groan. Her tongue peeks out to swipe at my thumb before biting down on the sweet morsel with a moan that goes straight to my already throbbing cock.

Goddamn it, I need to fuck her, and fast. All this holding back is done, I need to be in there deep, to coat her insides with my own sticky frosting.

The waitress pours steaming coffee into the mug in front of me with a snide look. “Do you always feed your… dates like this?”

“Not a date,” I rumble against Mina’s earlobe, lips skimming over the delicate curve before nipping, then answer. “Meet my daughter.”

The women shakes her head and walks away as I drop my hand and resume playing with the sensitive flesh beneath her skirt, sliding her thong aside to trace circles around her sensitive little bud. “You keep your hands on the table and let Daddy feed you.”

She nods. “Yes, Daddy.”

“Good girl,” I whisper, pulling my hand away, leaving her flushed and panting.

I poke forkfuls of pancakes to her lips, hold a glass of orange juice up, and basically do everything for her while her hands stay flat on the table as I instructed.

“Last bite.” I tug a piece of cinnamon roll off between my fingers and raise it to her mouth. “Lick your sweetness off my fingers, too.”

The game we’re playing is intoxicating. The few other patrons toss us uncomfortable looks as I bring the bite to her lips, her mouth drawing my digits into its warmth, sucking at each before I lean back against the booth with a satisfied sigh.

“You are Daddy’s special girl, that’s for sure.”

The food arrives and I feed her, and myself, her hands staying perfectly in place. Her obedience is as much of a turn on as her soft little body.

We’re completely lost in each other as we satisfy one type of hunger while the other one grows until I’m ready to bend her over this table and rip her virginity bloody right fucking here.

The door bell’s sudden ding yanks us both back. Three men in flannel shirts drop into the booth across from us, grabbing menus as the waitress heads over. One of the guys turns our way, leering at Mina with a too-obvious lick of his lips, and I feel her stiffen like prey spotting a wolf.

Her fingers dig into my arm beneath the table.

“What’re you looking at?” she snaps before I can speak, and my chest swells with pride watching her confidence flourish, knowing I’m right here behind her.

The guy smirks wider. “That mouth of yours as sweet as them pancakes?”

These guys are a decade or more younger than me, but I’ve got a mean streak as wide as the space between their ears.

I’ll skull fuck each of them with the pistol I keep under my driver’s seat without a second of hesitation if I get even a hint they are any kind of real threat to what’s mine.

“You’ll never fucking find out,” I growl, low enough it vibrates through my ribs.

Her legs are locking around my waist before I realize she’s turned herself around to climb onto my lap, arms looping around my neck like a queen claiming territory. “My Daddy’s mouth is sweet,” she says loud enough for them to hear clearly, sending hot blood pumping into my thick erection as I pin my eyes on the three men.

The diner falls silent as she leans down, tongue darting out to lick the corner of my mouth before sealing her lips over mine in a kiss that likely stops everyone in here from remembering how to breathe. Her hips roll against me through the denim covering my raging boner, and I hiss into her mouth, teeth grazing her lower lip until she parts for me.

When I finally pull back, her lashes flutter open to meet my gaze.

“Let’s go,” she whispers against my lips as she rocks back and forth on my cock. “My tummy is full, but other parts of me aren’t.”

“Good girl. You like when people are watching don’t you? Get all sticky and needy. Time for your next lesson,” I say, battling my hand into my back pocket for my wallet, dropping bills on the table as I slide us out.

I keep her mounted on me long enough to turn all eyes our way. As I step by the table of flannel clad men, I grab Mina’s ass and snarl, “Get a good look, because that’s all you’re getting.”

They all shake their heads, but their eyes stay locked on Mina as I lower her feet to the floor, take her by the hand and drag her outside behind me.

My rig isn’t back from the maintenance area and I shake my head, looking at a overall clad man leaning against the wall outside the door smoking.

The scent of the cigarette smoke and diesel is familiar, but it’s not the aroma that is my focus right now.

I need inside her wet little hole now. No way I’m going to fuck my stepdaughter for the first time right here up against a wall.

I glance around until I see the red printed sign with an arrow pointing around the back of the truck stop.

“Hang on, baby,” I tell her, pulling her along with me. “Daddy’s going to get you nice and clean. Then make you dirty again.”

The truck stop shower area is sterile and bright compared to the diner’s warmth. The attendant eyes us skeptically behind his counter. “Separate stalls?” he asks when I toss him cash, my daughter still clinging to me, her head resting against my arm.

I smirk, watching her bite her lip. Then she shakes her head and answers for us. “We just need one. Daddy likes me close.”

The attendant snorts with a conspiratorial grin, before handing us a bag with clean towels, soap, shampoo, and a key to shower number four.

“Down that hall, I gave you the one at the end. Enjoy.”

The shower stall is cavernous. More a room than just a shower, with clean, neutral tile and a hint of bleach mixed with something floral. One wall is lined with mirrors, and I take in the sight of Mina wrapped around my body as I step inside and close the door behind us.

“You’re a bad girl. Humping Daddy like that in front of all those people. Making me hard. You know you have to take care of me now, don’t you? You can’t be a little cock tease forever and not pay the piper.”

She’s halfway out of her skirt before I flick the faucet on, but I don’t wait for her to strip before I press her against the tiles. Her breath hitches as my hands slide up her sides beneath her shirt, fingertips grazing nipples already pebbled tight under the spray.

“Take my pants off. It’s time you learned about how babies are made. Your pussy gets all hot and wet because it needs something. It needs a man to be inside you, sliding in and out until he empties all his sticky cream in that tight cunt. But I’ll be the only man who ever gets to breed you, baby. My little girl was made just for me. Just for this. It’s a daddy’s right to fuck his daughter first. Most men won’t admit that, but we know better, don’t we?”

“Daddy,” she gasps, twisting in my arms to yank my belt free, fingers trembling but sure. I let her push me against the wall instead, hips bucking into her touch like a wild thing. She’s done with my belt in a flash, then raises her arms, and I strip her shirt, letting it fall to the stall floor as she unfastens my pants, dragging them down my hips, then they fall to my ankles on their own.

“I’m all achy again. I want another orgasm.” Her voice is barely there, drowned by the water roaring, the steam billowing around us.

“Whenever you want, baby,” I rasp, stripping her little shirt over her head, her hair falling over her shoulders. Her mouth crashes over my neck as I palm between her legs, sliding her thong aside so two fingers can push inside slick heat.

She trembles under my touch, eyes wide in the steam as I roll her thong down her hips and let it fall to the floor followed by her skirt.

“We’re going to fuck, baby. You know that right?” I groan, pulling back to meet her gaze. Those goddamn doe eyes are fringed in lashes too long for someone so stubborn. I kiss her forehead gently, my thumb brushing away a tear before she can flinch. “You okay, baby?”

“No, I’m scared,” she bites out, but her hips still press down on my fingers, desperate and trusting all at once. “I don’t want you to think this was a mistake when it’s over.”

“Never, baby. You’ve been my little girl for so long, and now you’re going to be mine in every way. It’s us, always. I love you, Mina.”

“Really?”

I work off my boots, kicking off my pants. We’re naked as I ease us into the warm water, a rosy flush covers her cheeks.

My cock stands up between us and she looks down like it’s her first time seeing me. That look of fear returns, a thousand-fold.

“That’s not going to fit.” She mumbles, her bottom lip starting to shake.

“I’m your Daddy. I know what will fit. It will just be the tip at first, okay baby? We will try that and see how you do.”

Her hesitant nod urges me forward as I push against her belly, then reach down and gather her ass in my hands, lifting her as I turn, the water at my back, her shoulders against the tile.

I nod as I guide myself to the entrance of her heat, fingertips digging into her fleshy hips, her tits grazing my chest as her breathing turns ragged.

I line up, easing her body down until I’m at her center, the brush of her wet heat making my eyes roll back. “You and me, baby. Forever. Daddy loves you.”

“I love you, too,” she whispers. “I always have.”

She glows with joy as I hold myself there, savoring this moment. She’s fucking radiant, stunning, flushed and innocent and trusting and I’m about to fuck all of that sweetness out of her.

“You know I’m going to go inside you bare, always. No condoms for us. Daddies take care of their little girls and always come inside them.”

“Yes, Daddy.” She blinks as understanding dawns. “What if I get pregnant.”

Hearing her say it, makes it more real and turns up the fire already stoked in my gut.

“Then the world will know who you belong to.”

I push in, slow enough to feel her tightness fighting back. But it knows when it’s beaten. My cock breaches her, making her gasp as her cunt swallows me like a velvet fist, wet heat clamping down until stars burst behind my eyelids.

“I can’t breathe,” she whispers, clawing at my shoulders to anchor herself. “That’s more than the tip.”

“Daddy needs you to relax,” I tell her as her eyebrows pinch together and her lip press together to tight they turn white. “Daddy’s cock needs to be inside his little girl’s pussy. It’s where it belongs. So just breathe, baby.”

Women in the past have struggled to take me, so intellectually I know my baby virgin daughter is going to be hurt but some things have to be done.

“You’re doing so good.” I praise, doing my best to go slow as her resistance bands around me. I want to pound into her, ignoring her pain but I strain to keep control as the monster inside me bellows for me to plunge down to the root in one thrust, to take what I rightfully knows belongs to me.

“It’s too much.” She whimpers, her body barely giving as I try to rock more of me into her, her wet skin squeaking on the tile wall.

I thrust against her, hearing her moan as her body is pinned with my weight. Another thrust. Another. I take her lips with mine as I punch through her resistance, feeling her bite down with the pain, drawing blood from my tongue. And I’ll take it, because I wish I didn’t have to hurt my little girl.

I pull back an inch, and the tightness makes me dizzy. She’s squeezing and milking and I’ve never felt pussy like this before. Not even close.

She makes little hiccupping sounds as I struggle to get inside. Her pussy grips and adjusts as she yelps and twitches.

“It will get better baby. This time is bloody and it hurts, but it feels so fucking good for me. You’re Daddy’s hot little whore now.”

Her small hips jerked with each of my thrusts as I re-arranged her insides.

“Yes, Daddy.” She hisses as I work my mouth against hers, swallowing her sounds of pain as I tense my muscles and drive the rest of me into her heat.

I hold still inside her for what feels like an eternity, and when I finally move, it’s agony and perfection all at once. Her head rolls back against the tile, and I feast on that throat again while she loosens around me, hips rising to meet each slide of my cock deeper into that warm, tight heaven of my daughter’s pussy.

I drive deeper, faster, pushing my thumb against her ass as her body takes me down to the root, her passage easing as I fuck harder, harder.

I grind my body against her clit, working her up and down like my own personal sex doll, cursing into her mouth, then her ear as I take what’s mine and she clings to me like a helpless little girl.

“You don’t know how long I’ve waited for this.” I admit, emotion taking over. “I’ve never fit inside someone that felt this fucking good. This right. Jesus, Mina, I’ve wanted to put my dick inside you for so long. Too long.”

I don’t confess anymore than that, it’s too much.

Her grip tightens around my neck, leaning into me, taking what I’m giving with more and more eagerness.

“It feels…good.”

“That makes me happy. I want you to feel so, so good. I want you to come to me for this from now on, you understand? When you feel that tickle, that ache, you come get Daddy and he will fix it, okay?”

“Yes.” She answers in a puff as I move faster, harder, in and out, wet sounds filling the space as I rock and roll my hips, her band finally giving up enough for me to move freely inside her body.

The water warms the space as we turn into a grunting, humping, cursing connection of flesh and emotion.

Her nails raking my chest, my teeth grazing her collarbone, but neither of us cares. She’s trembling when I hit the spot inside her that makes her scream my name, raw and wet against my neck.

“You make Daddy want to come inside you. You know I need to do that now, right?”

Her head lolls back, her eyes glazed.

“You feel too good. Daddy can’t stop, baby. He can’t. Stop.”

The tip of my dick inside her becomes my whole world. I fuse us together with the first hot spurt against her womb, my roar surely heard all the way out to the parking lot as I rip my daughter’s virginity from her body.

I’ve lost my mind completely when I finally unload my balls inside her. I push it all deeper, into the spaces that no one will ever be but me.

I shudder as she clamps down, a gush of her warmth mixing with mine. My deviant fantasies have all come true, and the saying that fantasies are always better than reality?

A fucking lie.

We come and kiss in a rush of heat and water as I drag her under the streaming shower. My little step-daughter is fully impaled on my cock, her body stuffed with my seed.

Any shame or guilt washes down the drain with her virgin blood. She clings to me like she’ll never let go, and what she will need to understand, is I will never let her.

“Tell me you love me.” I order as the water streams over us, my dick lodged to the hilt as I hug her against me.

“I love you, Daddy.”

“Good girl. Daddy loves you too.”

I’m not the man she deserves. Not the man she should want.

But, I’m the only man she will ever have.

***

Later, back in the truck, her fingers trail patterns over my chest under the blanket. The cab is quiet except for the buzz of distant traffic. She looks so small there in my lap, her lips red from fighting and kissing, cheeks still pink, and I want to burn this moment into my memory. My little girl, dripping with me and half-awake against me.

The distant thought that we need to get back on the road pokes at the back of my mind, but there’s nothing more important right now that this. Nothing more important than my horny, beautiful, cock drunk little girl.

“You’re shaking,” she mumbles sleepily, curling tighter against my side.

“Adrenaline, baby. I just came inside my daughter. I’m still processing.” She stiffens, then lets out that little laugh that sounds like wind chimes as she kisses the scar above my left eye, where I hit the windshield in an accident a few years back. “Everything’s different now.”

“How? You’ve been my dad since I was eight. I’m still the same, we’re still us. I just am all sticky and sore down there now because you took the time to teach me how to be a good girl just for you.”

I grip her hip and pull her flush against me, half-hard again at the thought of her so fucking innocent I should tell it this is wrong, we can’t be this but I’m not a man that cares about should’s and the world’s judgement. “Baby, I love you. I just love you different now. I won’t lose you, either. You need to know that. I wasn’t always a good man, but I’ll never let you go. No matter what I have to do.”

I kiss the top of her head and hold her close. I need five more minutes of this before I get back on the road. More miles to make up. More country to cross.

But so long as I have Mina beside me, I’ll never know lonely again.


Chapter 5


Two days go by like a fever dream, her legs tangled in mine under diner tables, our clothes marked with each other’s sweat from backseat fucks and shower steam.

The highway stretched out endless behind and before us. I delivered my load, in more ways than one, and now we’re free to do as we want for a couple days in this little Hallmark looking town by the ocean.

The rig is parked in a lot down away from the main street where the ocean smells of salt and secrets, and Mina insisted she wanted to get outside for some fresh air.

She tugs my hand toward a park like a child on a field trip, her other fist clutching my keys so tight her knuckles whiten. People gawk at us crossing the lot, and I know what they see. A leather-clad bear, being dragged away by a girl young enough to be his daughter, and legally dubious in that regard if I were to tell them the truth. I grin wider each time she blushes, cheeks pink as the candy apple I bought her at a cute candy store just before closing last night.

She points at the sign at the park entrance, grinning as she bats her eyelashes.

“I’m ten, Daddy,” she insists, jumping onto the swings while I push her higher. Her laugh rings clear over the waves, all teeth and mischief as the metal chains creak. The sun paints streaks of gold through her hair, making it look like wildfire trapped in strands. “Or maybe… twelve?”

Fuck. It’s bad enough I’m bending her body in pretzels, fucking and sucking and making her filthy with me, I don’t need her thinking it was her underage body that called to me. I’m sick, but I’m not that guy.

“Eighteen’s perfectly fine, baby, but if you want to act little, go right ahead.” I lean close enough for my breath to brush her ear as her pulse thrums under my palm. She squirms just enough that the hem of her shirt rides up, revealing a sliver of hip still faintly pink from the mark I left last night. “And if anyone tells you there’s something wrong with that, you just send them to Daddy.”

“And you’ll put them straight?” Her wink’s pure challenge when she spins to face me mid-swing.

“Something like that,” I growl.

The swing arcs upward, Mina’s laughter a razor’s edge against the salt-tinged air. The yellow cotton skirt I picked out for her to wear flies up, exposing the additional choice I made to have her bare, no panties today.

From now on, Daddy always decides things like that for her, and she’s going to wait until I make her clothing choices, standing obediently naked as I decide.

She faces me, pumping her legs, arching in the air mid-swing, knees parting just enough to reveal the slit of pink heaven between them. My fingers dig into her thighs as I push, then grab her by the waist as she comes back down, stopping her with a jolt, shoving my face into her neck, then dragging my mouth along her jawline.

She’s insatiable already. She wakes me in the night with her mouth on my cock or straddling my hard on, riding me or riding my face as I lap at her, even in my exhausted slumber.

“You’re soaked between your legs,” I rumble into her neck. “I can see it when you swing. See your little slit glinting in the sunlight.”

She giggles, the wind whipping her hair around, before I lock an arm around her waist, hauling her up as I position my ass on the swing seat, then pull her down facing me.

Her knees grip my waist, mouth on mine with all the hunger of someone who’s had me filling them three times today already.

Her legs clamp instinctively around me. The rusted chains groan as I spread her knees wider, my cock trapped between us, already straining to break free of denim. The world narrows down to that heated wet spot quivering against my cock, the tang of salt from getting face fucked earlier still on her lips and tongue, and the creak of metal protesting our weight.

“Someone could see, Daddy,” she breathes again, but there’s no fear in it, just a tremor of excitement that matches the sway of the swing.

Her hands claw at my shirt buttons like she’s untangling vines, nails scraping down to my belt buckle. I push her little skirt up one-handed, the fabric bunching around her waist.

“You like that, don’t you, baby?” My free hand snakes down to tweak her clit until she whimpers, eyes rolling back in that way she does right before she squirts like a fire hose and cracks the sky open, calling for daddy. “You liked the guys in the diner knowing you’re Daddy’s little girl. You liked to think of the shower attendant jerking off over the sounds we made just down the hall. You liked it when that trucker watched you suck me off the first night, didn’t you, baby?”

The park’s empty except for a seagull squawking overhead… but I’m counting on the thrill of someone walking by just as she screams my name raw and wet against my shoulder.

My tongue licks the salt from her collarbone as I finally yank down my jeans enough for my cock to spring free, a thick knot of need that pulses when she wraps both hands around it. Her mouth parts on a gasp, eyes widening at its girth before darting toward the empty park path.

She nods. “I liked it, Daddy.”

“You like to be watched. Your pussy gets all juicy. You wanted the park today, but pretty soon, I’ll take you to a special place. A place where I’ll show you off and make men sob they’re so fucking jealous a father gets to fuck his pretty little daughter. I’m going to do things to you while they watch, and all they can do is imagine what it would be like to be me. Would you like that, baby?”

She blinks. Lips open as she searches my face then finally nods. “Yes…”

I shove her backwards arching her spine. The sun glints off sweat on her chest. “Lift your hips a little. Deep breath.” I position myself at that tight pink opening. “You’re gonna take all of this, baby?”

“P-please,” she whimpers, her voice too high to sound like the girl who sucked me off raw an hour ago in a diner bathroom. But I’m not moving yet, just pressing forward inch by slow inch, savoring how her cunt clamps down on me like a vise.

“Stop… it’s too big…” She punches little fists into my biceps, teeth biting red crescents into her lower lip as I breach deeper, deeper. The swing tilts precariously, chains squealing their protest when she bucks against me, a delicious distraction that makes me grip her hips tighter until my knuckles whiten.

“Quiet,” I hiss, silencing her with a kiss as another gust tears through the park, tangling her golden hair.

She tastes like candy apples and desperation, every gasp swallowed by my mouth while I thrust harder into that scalding heat. My balls slap against the swing seat as I force feed her my fat cock, the rhythm syncing to the swing’s creaks until it’s me grinding into her and the world disappearing beyond the edges.

“Look at you,” I groan against her ear, voice raw as I tweak her clit between two fingers. She’s all juddering whimpers now, head thrown back so that sunlight glints off the tears streaking down her cheeks. I can smell our lust. “Come for me, baby, right here where anyone could catch you screaming with your father’s cock inside you.”

Her thighs tremble violently when she does, fingers clawing at my shoulders as I thrust my cock deeper into my beautiful daughter, chasing release until our bodies churn in staccato rhythm. The swing nearly flips us backwards in our frenzy, but we’re too far gone to care. All I know is how wet she is, and how loud her cries get with every plunge of my shaft.

“Shhh,” I growl when the seagulls overhead squawk like witnesses, biting her shoulder to leave another mark next to the others I can’t seem to stop making on her soft flesh. “This is just between us. You have to promise not to tell.”

Her nails rake down my chest in answer as she tightens around me again, milking every spasm of cum from my balls until I’m spent, empty but happier than I’ve ever been, lodged deep in my daughter’s wet pussy.


Chapter 6


The restaurant is a neutral meeting place. It’s not expensive or high class, but Mina picked it, and said that my soon-to-be-ex wife would like the food here, which tells you a lot about how well I know the woman I married ten years ago. It also says a lot about our relationship that I have to invite her out to lunch to get her to talk to us.

It’s been a week of paradise with my daughter. Filling her pussy with my seed, teaching her all the ways to please me and exploring the same with her.

Her teen cunt is more my obsession with each passing day. I’ve impaled her body in every possible way, including her ass, but taking me all the way is still a work in progress.

She wants my cum for breakfast, lunch and dinner. Her sweet pussy needs my cock and instead of watching sweet romance movies, I’ve taken to recording us and playing it back on the TV, teaching her how to move, showing her how beautiful she looks when she comes on my face and cock.

But, there are things to take care of and once we got back into town from our run, I called Karen to tell her to meet us for lunch. It’s already unpleasant, but I’m not giving Mina up. No fucking way, so dealing with the practicalities of the divorce and the complications of fucking and loving my step-daughter need to be dealt with.

Karen scans the menu with apparent disinterest, not even noticing that Mina and I are sitting together opposite her, or wondering about the fact I said she could have whatever she wants, my treat.

Perhaps she thinks I’m going to lowball her on the divorce settlement. But that’s not what this is about. And if I was going to try that, I definitely pick somewhere that demands the gentlemen wear jackets, at the very least.

“I’m really very busy, Max. Can we get this over with?” She clicks her fingers at the waitress, and when she comes over, starts listing off the most expensive items on the menu and a glass of white wine.

And that’s fine. She can have everything she wants, just not Mina.

“And for you?” the waitress turns to me and Mina with a raised eyebrow.

“Mushroom soup will be fine,” Mina says, and I growl in frustration.

“She’ll have omelet, fries, a salad and strawberry milk,” I order for her. “And I’ll have the same, but with coffee.”

The waitress nods, smiling and scratching away on her notepad. Then she turns and leaves.

“I wish you’d stop babying her,” Karen scowls as soon as the waitress leaves. “Honestly, Max, I’ve said it before and—”

“How’s Jason, Mom?” Mina interrupts with a smile, the soft acoustical music overhead doing nothing to make this tense moment any easier. I know what Mina’s doing. Any delaying tactic to put off telling her mother what’s going on between us she’s gonna try.

I squeeze her thigh under the table, letting her know I’ve got her back. Daddy’s here.

“Jason is out,” Karen says with a wave of her hand, snatching the glass of Chardonnay from the waitress’s tray before she can set it down and taking a long gulp. “Once he got what he wanted, he wasn’t interested anymore. Well, the joke’s on him because his bedroom skills could use a little work. I could have taught him—”

“Mom,” Mina groans, “TMI.”

Karen rolls her eyes. “We’re all grown-ups, darling. Sex is a fact of life. Anyway, what did you so desperately need to talk to me about? Please don’t tell me you’ve decided to become a trucker like Max, because that’s not for you, Mina. You need your sleep, always have. I remember so many days when getting you out of bed was a full-time job of its own. Homeschooling just gave you an excuse to sleep in.”

“We’re together,” I blurt out, no more bullshit wasting time. Mina is sitting there with bucket of my cum pumped inside her pussy and her flavor lingers on my lips. There’s no delaying this.

“What on earth are you talking about now? You’re on the same side? Is this about the divorce?” She frowns at Mina. “You’re taking his side over mine?”

Mina rubs her forehead. “No, Mom, you don’t understand.” Mina looks at me, cheeks red, swallowing. I look at Karen. Karen looks at Mina.

Even in the tension, my dick throbs for my baby girl.

I’m tempted to say, we’re fucking, but I promised Mina that we’d do this as painlessly as possible.

“We’re to-gether,” I try again, putting the emphasis on the word.

“Together? I don’t understand…” Karen’s eyes widen as I lick my lips, draping my arm around Mina’s shoulders and pulling her into my side. “Oh, you mean… Oh, God.”

She glances at her daughter, then back at me, then back to Mina. The waitress chooses that moment to arrive with the first of the food.

The three of us sit in absolute silence while she unloads a tray, and when she’s gone, I open my mouth to speak. But before I can, Mina is already jumping in.

“Before you get all crazy, Mom, this was my choice. I mean, like you said, we’re all grown-ups, and sex is a fact of life, and—”

Karen’s glare could cut through steel. “I know what I said. What I said had nothing to do with my husband fucking my daughter. That’s what this means, right? You are fucking her?”

Mina nods as I bite back a chuckle. “That’s one thing we’re doing.”

Mina smacks my chest. “Daddy.”

“Oh, God.” Karen holds her face in her hands. “What am I going to tell people? Did you think about that? No, you didn’t.” Karen shakes her head, then glares at me, pointing her fork. “Did you do this to punish me?”

“Karen, our marriage was over before we left Vegas.” I keep my voice low. “You don’t give two shits what I do, you just care that it might make you look bad. That says it all.”

“How long have you been taking advantage of her?” Her question hints at concern, but her eyes are filled with defeat as she digs in her purse, coming up with her phone. “I’m calling the police.”

Mina smacks her hand on the table sloshing water over the rim of my glass. “He’s not taking advantage of me. And I’m eighteen and there’s nothing illegal about it.”

Karen stares, then sighs, lowering her phone to the table then picking up her fork.

She stabs into a limp lettuce leaf, staring at it as if it’s done her wrong before putting it back on the plate. Then she huffs, crosses her arms, and chews her lip. “I’m not going to pretend I’m happy about this. God knows what I’m going to say when people find out.”

“Who do you care about finding out?” I snap. “You’ve got your freedom, you can have a new toy every day of the week, Mina will be taken care of and if you keep your shit straight, I’ll keep your checking account topped off like the agreement we made. But, if you want to start shit, I’ll leave you with nothing. We clear, Karen?”

I take that moment to reach into my back pocket, pull out the folded stack of papers and slide them across the table.

“Sign that right now or our deal is off. I delivered enough videos of you and your litany of extracurricular boys parading around the house to my lawyer to make any judge side with me.”

Karen glares. I’m threatening to take away the thing that made me important in her life.

“What about high school? She’s not even graduated.”

“I’m giving her all the lessons she needs.”

Mina chirps a giggle next to me, then finishes. “Max says I’m an A plus student. I’ll graduate at the end of the month ahead of schedule. I already took all my test exams and aced them all.”

Karen huffs as I take the pen from my front pocket and hold it out between us. “Sign it. Let’s all get on with our lives.”

“You’re as asshole.” She snarls but takes the pen and scratches her signature on the marked spaces, the throws it back at me, hitting me in the chest.

Mina’s eyes light up, and she stands, stepping over and leaning in to hug her mother. It’s hard for a child to understand their parent is flawed but I think Mina does and she loves her anyway.

Pride fills my chest.

“I’m happy, Mom and out of your way. It’s for the best.” Mina bumps the table as her mother stares at her.

Karen seems taken aback for a moment. Then she wraps her arms around her daughter’s shoulders.

“Bye, Mom.”

She pats Mina’s back getting in one last dig which is directed more at me than her daughter. “You’ll be back.”

Mina sits back down, and slides her hand into mine. Karen pretends not to notice, and that’s fine. I’m not going to make her life any more difficult than it has to be.

Because everything I want is right here. And it’s already mine. And I can’t wait to make her my fucking wife.


Chapter 7


The club door swings open with a hiss of black velvet, and Mina’s eyes widen as she takes in the flicker of neon, the low groan of bodies tangled on leather couches.

It’s been a month since the restaurant. Karen is still pouting but Mina and I are happier than pigs in shit. I proposed to her on a knee, put a three-carat pink diamond on her finger then married her a week later in a ceremony with just us at a town along a route through the mountains of North Carolina.

Now, back home, I wanted to give my daughter-wife a new adventure I know she will love.

I pause, squeezing her hand just inside the door as the security wall of two men in black stare us down.

“You’re late,” one of them says as Mina leans into me, her eyes darting to the movement and sounds of sex and pain threading themselves through the low thrum of wordless music.

“Five minutes. We’re here. I mean, look what I brought.” I nod to my daughter, dressed in the clothes I bought for her. Blatantly intending to make her look young, as if being eighteen isn’t young enough, but we’re here to put on a show.

Only I haven’t shared any of those details with her yet.

Both men in black nod and blink. One of them points toward the area near the center of the club, cordoned off by floor-to-ceiling black curtains.

I don’t need a map to know where to go. I’ve been here before with old friends, the occasional night when I needed to get the fuck away from Karen and remember there’s another world outside of stifling suburbia and Pottery Barn furniture.

Not that I’ve brought anyone here before. I’ve been purely a spectator in the past, but it all felt empty. The company was good, and the idea appealed, but I needed another piece of the puzzle.

I know now what that missing piece was. And she’s right here beside me.

“What is this? You said we were going to a show.” Mina’s hands grab my forearm as I walk us forward. She stumbles a step in the new heels, making her look inexperienced and out of her element, which only fuels the perverted fantasies of the men who eye us as we walk forward.

“It is a show, baby. Just trust me. Always trust Daddy.”

The air is thick with sweat, cologne, and money. A bassline throbs underfoot, vibrating through my boots as I grip her wrist tighter. Her skin’s already warm against mine, a fragile porcelain thing beneath my palm.

“Daddy,” she whispers, playing innocent when I’m sure she’s putting together the pieces of what’s ahead for her tonight.

A dozen men lean against the walls, their stares already tracking her like prey. One whistles low when I nudge her forward by the ass, my thumb digging into the curve of flesh there to remind them this prize is claimed. She stumbles a step, then straightens, chin up, pretending not to notice the way their eyes devour her, lingering on her collarbone, and that faint scar just beneath her shoulder blade from where she fell off her bike when she was ten.

I weave us around a few groups of onlookers, tucking us through the slit in the black curtains and raising the pink gift bag in my other hand upward.

“Be a big girl. I got you this so you can hold onto it tonight and be brave.” My growl vibrates into the silence between us, a smirk sharp enough to cut glass. She blushes deeper, those freckles dusting her cheeks like cinnamon, and I trace a nail down her throat for emphasis. Tonight’s a new lesson.

The members here paid good money for this.

The raised bed dominates the curtained room as she shivers, taking the bag from my hand and crinkling the tissue paper inside, finally pulling out the gift, or prop, for what’s coming.

“Oh look,” I purr, yanking her ponytail so she’s forced to meet my gaze. “You think I don’t listen, but I’m always listening.”

Her blue eyes light up, cheeks pink, and that innocence returns as her lashes dust her lids.

“Thank you.” She squeezes the stuffed rabbit to her chest. It’s some limited edition, expensive shit brand that’s all the rage right now. She showed it to me a few days ago when she was scrolling on some app, saying they have the softest fur and real cut-crystal eyes.

I ordered one for her as soon as she fell asleep. We’ve been driving a lot, she’s doing her final school work for her diploma, and I’ve bought us a new house fifty miles away from Karen.

All her stuffed animals are still at the other house, so making sure she had this special one for tonight was as much to make her happy as it was for my benefit.

Her hair glows gold under the lights from above, strands sticking to the sweat already beading on her temples.

“Thank you.” The rabbit’s face is smashed into her neck, her arms hugging it tight. The pink and brown fur is fucking soft, but not as soft as my daughter’s pussy, which very soon I will be balls deep inside, showing off my prized possession and all the lessons she’s learned so far. “But what is this place?”

I’m already shucking her dress off with one hand. The fabric tears as I tug, then pools at her feet, leaving her in lace so sheer I can see her nipples pressed against it beneath, and the slit between her legs showing as a dark line.

“You wanted men to look...” I reach passed her and tug open the curtains, then lean close, my free hand cupping her throat as their cheers ripple through the room. “Well, now they’re watching, aren’t they?”

Her breath hitches, a shiver of defiance trembling in her throat before she can hide it. “I—I didn’t want this—”

“Shh.” I crush her lie with a kiss, my tongue forcing its way past her lips to claim the heat inside. My fingers dig into her waist, urging her closer as our teeth clack in the frenzy of it all, until I lift her onto the bed, her legs wrapping around me instinctively even as her heels drag down my ass.

I press her down and step back, shoving her knees wide, moving the scrap of fabric to the side showing off that wet little teenage snatch.

The room lights up like a damn disco ball aimed at her dripping center when I spread her knees. Someone wolf-whistles again from the shadows. “Look at that tight little cunt… she’s glistening.” The words are lecherous, grating against our silence, but she stays still, lips parted, lashes fluttering as if this is all too much for a “proper” girl.

“That’s his actual daughter. Barely eighteen.” A fat, balding fuck says to another fat, balding asshole beside him, his hand already jerking on his pathetic dick.

That’s the fantasy we’ve sold them for tonight. She took my name when we married, so legally we are family and the pictures I provided of us together over the last ten years, brought us a hefty sum for our ‘performance’ tonight.

“Mina,” I warn, my thumb dragging through her slit before rubbing her clit. She gasps, hips rolling instinctively into the touch as her back arches. My greedy girl. “You’re wet as I expected. Daddy’s little whore likes getting shown off,” I smirk, my dick tenting my jeans, as turned on as she is by the idea of being watched. I groan low enough for only her to hear. “These fuckers paid for a show.”

The next words come out slow and deliberate, so everyone hears them. “Suck Daddy’s cock, baby.” I bite her earlobe, hard enough to sting but not break the skin, as I drag her by the hair to the edge of the bed, then push her down to her knees, unzipping and setting myself free.

“Daddy—”

“Do it.” I don’t need to repeat myself. The first groan escapes me when those lips wrap around the head of my cock, warm and hesitant as if still unlearning some lesson about modesty. “Ignore the strangers, baby,” I growl. “Just suck Daddy like he taught you.”

She obeys instantly, her cheeks hollowing as she takes me deeper. The voices all around are a cacophony beneath the beat of the music as she reacts to the energy of the crowd. She quickly turns greedy, throat-deep, swallowing every drop that spills between those perfect pink lips. A man whistles sharply when my hips thrust forward, dragging her face up and down my length. She flinches back, but I catch her chin again, forcing her to lick me clean.

“Now.” My voice is gravel, my hands steadying her hips as I snap my fingers. “Get on there, ass up, face down.”

She starts to push to her feet, but I’m all about the theater right now, so I grab her by the hair, then the ass and flip her onto all fours on the bed, reaching for the leather sheath I always wear on my belt, unsnapping the leather and pulling out the glinting knife.

“Be a good girl.” I whisper as I cut the little thong off her body, then the bra, scratching the tip of the knife down her back and into the crack of her ass then secure it back into its holster.

Men crowd around the stage. Women, too. All their hands inside pants and panties as they watch me strip off my shirt and jeans. A collective groan goes up when I position myself behind her, cockhead brushing her hole, then slapping down on her ass a few times.

She whimpers, those long legs trembling beneath my grip, not from fear but anticipation.

“You see that guy over there?” My breath rasps against the shell of her ear as I nod toward the man in the black suit who’s already jerking off against a pillar. “He’s been waiting months for this view.”

I hold myself steady, reaching under her body with one hand, thumb pressing into her clit as I push forward, stretching her with every inch of my thickness until she’s panting like prey caught in the headlights.

“Oh, God... Daddy!” She arches back, the moan tearing from her throat as an orgasm breaks over her, the turn on of being watched like this more than she could control.

“Shhh.” I silence her with a hard smack on her hip as mine start moving faster, pistoning now that she’s squirted and soaked me from root to balls. Her pleasure pushes me to the edge. Her arousal is my fucking drug.

The club’s noise fades to just her mewls and the wet slap of skin against skin as the beat of the music thuds in time with my pulse. Her hair falls around her face as I move, sweat glinting under the lights.

Another groan. We’re a tangle of heat, bodies synced to the rhythm only we know.

“I want to see your face.” I pull out as the crowd watches. “Roll over and spread your legs wide for your father. I raised that pussy, it’s mine to do as I please.”

She trembles and rolls in a clumsy ball onto her back as I reach over and grab her new stuffed toy and pushing into her hands.

“Hold onto your toy, baby. Daddy’s going to hurt you, but you need to be brave”, she squeezes the rabbit as her knees fall open offering herself, showing me that pink heaven that’s my obsession.

When I push back inside in one hard thrust, my mind goes blank. “Fuck, baby. You have no idea how good you feel.”

She bucks against me, whimpering into the rabbit as she holds it to her mouth.

“I’m happy that I make you feel good.” She admits, playing for the crowd but it’s also truth. She gets off on how crazy she makes me. How insane I get for her perfect, bare little pussy.

I hold her hips in my fierce grip, knots forming in the muscles down my back as her insides flex around me. Fuck, she’s so tight. These men would give their left nut to be where my dick is right now.

“Hold onto your bunny while Daddy comes inside you, baby.” Her trusting, innocent eyes are on mine as she holds the rabbit to her chest. “Look what you do to me. What you make me do.”

“I’m yours, Daddy.” She pants, cheeks pink as I bury myself to the hilt. “The tickle feeling is coming now. Can I come, daddy? Please, please--” the only answer I give is a nod because I’m there too—a low roar tearing free as I spill into her. Her hips buck wildly as my warm spurts coat her walls.

“My little girl. My good girl.” I moan helplessly, a slave to the orgasm that explodes from my balls.

She moans and twists, hugging the toy as the crowd turns feral.

“Good girl.” I praise as I stand straight, exhaling hard but when I look down, her eyes are on fire, a hint of a smile at the corner of her mouth.

“Tell me I feel better than mommy ever did.” She asks, loud enough for the onlookers to hear.

What the fuck?

Her eyes flick toward a group of men as her passage clamps down around my dick. I swell again inside her, ready for round two.

“God, you are a bad girl. So bad but you make your father feel so good.” I grunt with another thrust, pushing the cream back up inside her as she locks her ankles around my ass. I force volume into my voice. If these fuckers want the fantasy, we’re going to give it to them. “Mommy never did the things you do for me baby. That’s why I had to start using you this way. You know you make me want to come inside you, you want that, don’t you? You want to make me come inside you every time?”

She nods as the tension in the room rises a notch. Sweat runs down the indent of my spine.

“I want you to only come inside me, Daddy” She adds, with an innocent lilt to her voice. “Promise, you won’t fuck Mommy any more. Promise me daddy.”

I pound into her like a maniac, her tits jiggling as she hugs that stuffed animal and screams and the men watching look like they are about to lose their minds.

“I won’t fuck mommy anymore baby. I promise.” I grit out, pump, pump, pump. Skin slapping, her body tightening around me. “Daddy promises, but then you know, you have to do this for me whenever I want. You’re going to have to let daddy inside you whenever he gets hard. Be my good girl and say you love me now. I’m coming inside you again, baby. Again—”

I hear the muffled sound of her admission of love as my climax tears through me. I shudder and curse and go blind with pleasure as the fantasy of what we are to each other digs its claws into my soul.

We come hard, breathing ragged, sweat cooling on our skin. Her golden hair sticks to the side of my face, her green eyes drifting with lust. The crowd is mesmerized, but she ignores them, looking up at me.

“I love you.” I whisper, the onlookers fading into the distance.

“I love you too. I have for so long.”

I pull back, hating to leave the heat of her body, but I want to give her what I know she wants.

I step sideways, slapping her legs wider, making sure her cunt is in the light as my white, creamy load starts to seep from her center.

They can look all they want, they’re never going to have what I have. She holds the rabbit, toes curled on the bed, her hand reaching out as I step to the side of the bed, feeding my slick cock to her lips.

“Clean me up now baby.”

Right now, in a crowded room of onlookers, it’s just us. Always.

On the road. In our home. Showing her off. Doesn’t matter. We’re family. Forever.


Dress Up For Daddy

Eve Fontaine


Chapter 1


Iknow it's her before I open the door.

Tap, tap, ta, tap, tap.

A smile ticks at the corner of my lip and a rush of blood pumps into my dick.

Tap, tap.

Wren has always knocked like she's bringing you a gift. Which, if she's the one knocking on my door, that's exactly what she's doing.

Except, it's after ten on a Thursday and something isn't right. I'm one bourbon down, doing Photoshop magic because the groom in fourteen ceremony shots blinked in every single one.

Other people's love stories…I record them. I retouch them, color-correct them, deliver them in leather-bound albums nobody opens after the first anniversary. I save the file I'm working on and nearly launch myself over the back of the chocolate brown oversized sofa Wren helped me pick out when I moved here after the official split with her mother.

The flood of forbidden feelings I've buried for too long claws straight up my throat.

She's standing on my porch in a green, cropped Eastern Michigan University sweatshirt and cutoffs that have no business on a body this late in October. Her lime green and pink polka dot duffel bag drags one shoulder low.

Her espresso-colored hair is shorter than I remember. It looks hand hacked to her jaw line, blunt bangs framing those ridiculous brown eyes that I don't miss are red-rimmed and swollen.

The porch light hits her from the left in a hard side-light, half her face blown out, the other half crushed in shadow.

She looks like a car wreck and a centerfold and a cheap bottle of tequila ready to convince you to make a lifetime of bad decisions in the blink of an eye.

"Wren." God, if she knew how many times I choked out her name while beating off... "What's wrong baby?"

"I didn't know where else to go."

She slips past me and her shoulder drags across my chest and the smell hits. I know it well. Pomegranate Sunrise from Bath and Body Works.

It's no longer in production, but I have a permanent search set up on eBay so whenever a bottle comes up for sale, I snag it. No discount, no haggling.

I paid two-hundred and seventy for the last one I bought. It's sitting in my hall closet along with another ten bottles I'll dole out to her for birthday, Easter, Halloween or because it's Tuesday.

Whatever my daughter wants, I'd get her.

Okay, step-daughter but before I married her mother, I had a talk with Wren. With a sperm donor of a father from a drunken bad decision her mother made one night at a concert without so much as a name, I told her, if she gave her blessing for me to join their family, I would never treat her less than my own flesh and blood.

My heart thuds against my sternum—blood rushing through every vein in my body. I fucking helped raise her, what kind of a sick bastard am I standing here rock hard and thinking of that night I had her under me. Unconscious.

I traced her lips with my tongue, used her body for my wicked pleasure. Sure, there was fabric between us, and she was eighteen but I'm still a bastard for thinking about turning all her holes into my own personal cum receptacles.

She drops the duffel and hugs herself in the middle of my living room, shaking as my dick seeps cum down my fucking leg, and I shut the door and silently recite all the reasons I need to keep my hands to myself.

I'm her mother's ex-husband. Forty-four years old. A man with no business noticing that her shorts are frayed high enough to show the crease where thigh meets hip. That her sweatshirt is thin enough to confirm she skipped a bra.

"Sit down." My hand finds the small of her back. The cropped sweatshirt's ridden up and my palm lands on bare skin and the jolt locks my jaw shut as I guide her to the couch, letting go is like trying to release a live two-twenty line. "I know you're not old enough, but it looks like you need a drink."

I pour a finger of bourbon for both of us but it's mostly me that needs it. The bottle clinks against the rim of the skull shaped crystal rocks tumblers she gave me for Christmas last year.

One of the best gifts I've ever received.

Although, I'd say that about every gift she's given me since she was ten years old when her mother and I married and she gave me that horrible Looney Tunes tie for a wedding present.

It only took a few months before the marriage hit the skids like I knew deep down it would. It was a weird time in my life. Just out of the Navy, drifting. My parents had both passed within six months of each other while I was deployed.

They left me their house and it felt so fucking empty. No matter how much I renovated it, hung out with my friends, told myself I didn't need someone, I couldn't help but want what they had.

Love. And passion although the latter I tried to pretend I didn't notice, but it was always there. They met at a school dance when my dad was eighteen and mom was sixteen. Back then, sixteen wasn't considered illegal and they were married by the end of that summer and spent the next fifty-six years as happy as any couple I ever knew.

So, in my idiocy, I figured, if they could carve out a happy life after knowing each other for a couple months, why couldn't I? Turns out, there's a huge fucking 'X' factor involved in love and marriage and Wren's mother and I did not have that going for us.

The faded anchor on my left forearm catches the light. My tattoos fascinated Wren from the moment we met. I still remember how she used to trace them with her index finger when we'd sit and watch Lilo & Stitch over and fucking over.

When I bring her the glass, she wraps both hands around it with a fake smile, sips and winces.

"What happened?" I ask on my own stinging swallow of the alcohol, trying not to focus on my daughter's nipples that are clearly hard under the fabric of the sweatshirt.

She's just cold asshole, don't flatter yourself.

She looks up at me from the couch. Those brown eyes draped by those horribly cut bangs. "Dylan cheated."

Dylan.

Hatred boiled inside me at the first sight of him on her Instagram. I told myself it was protective fatherly instinct. It took every ounce of my control not to wait for him outside that shitty off campus apartment of his and take him for a ride to the train station so to speak.

"I should have called Mom but I can't — " She presses her lips together. "He cheated because I wouldn't — " She stares into the bourbon as my cock pulses and I hate myself for salivating thinking how sweet her pussy will taste. How, if I get my mouth on her, I'll take my fucking time.

Fuck, I take a deep breath and try to stay on track.

"Wouldn't what?"

Her jaw tightens. "He'd grab my hair and try to shove my face into the pillow. Tell me to be good." She says it with a curl of her lip. "And when I didn't go along with it, he told me I was frigid." The flush starts at her cheeks, crawls down her throat, disappears under the neckline. "And it's not that I didn't — like, the idea wasn't — I mean, with the right — Never mind." She flutters a hand in the air, then presses her fingers to the bridge of her nose.

Everything in my world turns red and I back away until the edge of the granite kitchen bites into my ass. I barely heard anything after "shove my face into the pillow" but the rest of it seeped through my rage and murder is back on the table for this fuck.

"Did you fuck him?" The question blasts out of me like a torpedo.

"No." She shakes her head so hard her hair sticks between her lips. "He almost made me…once. But, I didn't let him."

Fuck. Letting her go away to school was her mother's idea and I went along with it because I had no legal power.

Madness heats my core and like she always does, she says the one thing that will keep my head from flying off.

"I never let anybody do…I never went all the way. With anyone. I've barely done anything."

Relief lifts the ten tons of bricks from my shoulders and I force myself to re-center the conversation to what she needs from me.

"It's not that you didn't want that rough, dominance from a man, baby." I start, knowing where this is going and unable to stop. "It's that you didn't want it with a boy. With him."

She gives me a look like I've reached into her chest and pulled out the thing she's been choking on for months.

"There's nothing wrong with you." I grip the counter edge hard enough to whiten my knuckles. "A kid who calls you frigid because you won't perform on his schedule isn't dominant. He's a brat with a porn habit."

"You know the difference it seems." There's a shift in her hips. Did she just clench her thighs together?

Fuck yes, I tell myself whether it's the truth or not. I think of the times I stood outside her bedroom. She'd turned eighteen and any restraint I had inside of me took off like a rocket.

I'd play it out inside my head in the middle of the night. Sneaking into her room, pushing her sheet down, laying on top of her and just humping myself to relief while she slept.

There was one night, it wasn't just something I played out inside my head. That's the night I knew I had to leave. I came right on the crotch of her panties, whispering for her to be still, Daddy's almost done, while she slept under my assaulting body.

How she slept through it I'm not sure, but it's likely the only reason I'm standing here with her trust still intact.

I hadn't touched her mother in years. It was a sham from the jump but the Navy taught me honor and tenacity so I stayed in, more to protect and make sure Wren had a good life.

At least, that's what I told myself.

So, I filed for divorce that next day, Wren seemed relieved when I told her, except that she thought I would disappear from her life. I made sure she knew that was not going to happen.

She left for college during the worst of the mess that followed and that was likely for the best except that I missed her like fuck and started giving in to my fantasies of all the things I wanted to do to her.

I have a drawer full of her panties that were still at the house and some of her other things as well that I use on the regular to jerk off and imagine her soft little body yielding to what I'm shoving inside of it.

Now, there's just ten feet of hardwood between us and I'm going to eat that up in three fucking steps.

I could come right now inside my damn pants. My balls are tightening as I think about taking my cock out, how her mouth is at the perfect height to give it a little kiss on the tip then gag her with every thick inch before hammering into my daughter's tight pussy.

Step-daughter I remind myself. Eighteen years old.

Does any of that make it right?

No, but the way I can't stop thinking of her on her knees, ass up in the air, pink slit dripping as I feed her womb all my hot, sticky seed tells me I am so far beyond right and wrong at this point, there's no finding my way back.

"A man who knows what he's doing doesn't call you names when he doesn't get what he wants." I say, taking another sip of my drink, knowing I should stop fucking talking. I don't. "He reads you. Knows what you need before you've figured it out for yourself. If he gets it wrong, it's his fault, not yours."

The kitchen clock ticks behind me. Her lips open and her chest rises and falls.

"I should go." She sets the bourbon down on the coffee table next to my laptop. Fuck, I scared her. "I can call Bea. This is stuff you should go to your friend with, not your Dad—"

We both freeze. Eyes connected.

"This is exactly what you should come to your Dad with." She's called me that for years but hearing it now with my balls weighted down like ten pound stones and her wearing a scrap of denim that barely passes as clothing, the title hits different.

Her eyes, her tits, her ass…every part of her is calling to me. I want to suck and fuck and teach and guide and bruise.

Then, I want to give her a bath, brush her hair, listen to her sing and cuddle her with a book and a blanket until she falls asleep on my chest.

The thought of her walking out this door and looking for what she needs in some boy's fumbling hands turns me into something I don't have a polite word for. Possessive is too clean. Jealous is too small.

"Stay." I heave on a painful exhale. "Dad wants you to stay. I've missed the fuck out of you baby bird."

She squeezes her thumb between her teeth. I've not used her nickname for a while. When she was fourteen, she said it was too 'babyish' so I stopped, but from what I see in her eyes right now, that's changed.

"Okay. I'll stay."

Boom.


Chapter 2


Fire laces up from the floor to the top of my head. She's fucking staying alright.

There are two ways this could go.

One, I heat up leftover pasta then set her up in the guest room. Close the door between us and sit in my office and beat my dick off until it's red and raw.

Or, option two, I could be the father figure that turns into something else. Something I know she fucking needs and I blow up both of our lives.

I'm moving forward knowing which option I choose. I stop in front of the couch and look down and she looks up at me with a flutter of her lashes. Ten inches of ravenous cock is thick and throbbing down the leg of my jeans and no fucking way she doesn't see it.

"Stand up." I order, tossing back the last of my bourbon then lowering the glass to sit next to hers on the coffee table.

She pushes herself up and everything feels like it's in slow motion.

Last chance to stop this asshole.

Fuck off, this is happening.

The top of her head barely clears my chin. I'm six-five, built like something designed to absorb impact. Heavy in a way that hasn't gone soft even though I traded the fleet for a lens years ago.

Next to me she's a reed. Bangs in her eyes, trembling, curvy like a woman but still innocent like the girl I cradled when the thunder got too loud and she needed protection from the monsters under her bed.

What about the ones on top of it?

I brush my fingertips against a thread of her hair, tuck it behind her ear. My thumb traces the line of her jaw and she leans into me, just enough to understand her hesitant consent.

The sound she makes, this small gutted exhale of relief, goes through me like a blade.

"We shouldn't," she whispers.

"No?"

"You're my stepdad."

"I was way fucking more than that, wasn't I?" I drag my thumb across her lower lip and her mouth opens. I let it drift inside, wet and warm, and something I've held together for too long snaps off. She doesn't pull back. She curls her fingers around my wrist and holds me there.

"I've wanted to touch you for so long." The confession tastes like fire.

Her eyes pop and a warm exhale ghosts over the back of my hand as I pull my thumb from her mouth. "Grant — "

"You showed up here. And you're looking at me like — "

"Like what?"

"Like talking isn't all you need."

The wrecked girl who knocked on my door is gone. What's looking at me now is reckless and honest and sexy as fuck and so young, I hear the devil laughing from his permanent place on my shoulder.

"I was awake," she whispers and any air inside the room is sucked out.

Is she saying what I think she's saying? I swallow around the knot in my throat.

"Is that so?" I make my answer deliberately non-committal.

She nods. "I pretended to be asleep because I thought if you knew I was awake, you'd leave. And never come back."

Jesus. Christ.

"And you didn't want me to leave?" My balls are drawn so tight, I see stars.

Wren moves her lips to my chest like she's talking directly to my fucking heart. "I tried to be still. I wanted you to do more. To keep going. But, you still didn't come back. The next day, you told me you were leaving. I thought it was my fault."

"Fuck, Wren, baby, no. It wasn't your fault. It was Daddy's fault. Do you know hearing that makes me love you even more? I wanted to do more, I wanted to check to be sure you were still my little girl. But, I knew it was wrong. Wanting to fuck you, because in my heart, I thought of you as my daughter."

Her throat works as things burn in my chest and my groin. "Who better to teach me than my father?"

Jesus Christ, this girl. So fucking perfect. So fucking sweet and dirty. She's made me feel like a king since the moment I met her and right now?

She just put a fucking crown on my head.

"You want Daddy to finish what he started that night?"

Another nod, zero hesitation. "The only time I get that achy feeling down low is when I think of you. I hated being close to any other boys, but I thought you didn't want me after that night. I wanted you to be jealous and—"

"Oh, I'm jealous alright." I bark. "I'm gonna put my dick inside you and check that you're telling Daddy the truth about those other boys."

"I am telling the truth." She wiggles as she says it. "Like right now. I'm hot and sticky and that feeling in the center of me makes me want to feel you rubbing on me like you did that night."

"Well, Daddy needs to check on that." I seethe, my knuckles dragging over the hard nub of her nipple. Up and down, up and down watching her tongue trace her bottom lip.

"You can check whatever you want."

I kiss her and there is nothing gentle about all the denial breaking at once. Both hands on her face, fingertips crushing into her cheeks, taking her mouth apart with mine. She tastes like bourbon and velvet sin and I am fucking gone for this girl.

She fists the front of my shirt and hauls me in and the sound she makes against my teeth I feel at the base of my spine.

I send one hand to tangle in her hair. I pull her head back and take her mouth deeper and she gasps and arches into me and my cock strains against my zipper hard enough to white out my peripheral vision.

Her hips grind forward and the noise that comes out of my chest would embarrass me if I had room for anything besides the feel of her — small and fierce and pressing into me like she's trying to crawl inside my fucking soul.

"Tell me to stop," I manage against her mouth. Not that I could, but the tension that gives her a moment of choice builds, turns up the volume on everything.

"No. I love you. I've been needy for so long."

"Wren. You're my sweetheart. My beautiful little girl." I grip her jaw, force her eyes to mine. "If you don't stop me, I'm going to put my mouth on your pussy and make you come and then I'm going to fuck you on this couch. And I won't be sorry. Or gentle. Or fast."

She reaches between us and presses her palm flat against my cock. "I don't want you to be sorry. And I'm going to do it more than once."

I drop to my knees, pushing her down as I go, feeling like this is all some fever dream but I never want to wake up.

I've got my hands on her hips, pushing her back onto the cushions. She lands with a gasp and I hook my fingers in the waistband of those ridiculous shorts.

"Unbutton and unzip these. I'm going to check if you're telling me the truth about this little pussy still being pure."

She works the front of her shorts until they're open and I drag them down her legs revealing the little light blue cotton and lace fabric with a fucking little white bow that's underneath.

She lifts her hips for me to take them but I shake my head.

"No, the panties stay on." The idea of pushing her panties aside just enough to get inside that virgin heaven she's saved for me drives me to the edge of sanity. Seeing her willing and spread on my couch, there's no turning back.

I've pictured this. In the shower. At my desk with my cock in my fist and her name in my teeth. The reality guts the fantasy and leaves it bleeding on the floor.

"Grant." She's trembling.

"Lift up your shirt, then hold these to the side so I can see." I pepper kisses down the inside of her calf as she does as she's told, popping off her little white sneakers as she lifts the hem of the sweatshirt above her tits. "That's my good girl."

She fucking hums as she glides the tip of her fingers between the apex of her thigh and the elastic around her leg and pulls it aside.

"Christ." I choke as her breathing stalls. On my knees, admiring the landscape of her body from this angle, I'm breathless.

Her pussy is nearly bare. Just a little dark runway of curls at the top and her tits, Jesus. Seeing them in her bathing suits, I thought I'd be prepared for this, but I'm not.

I'm so fucking not.

Her breasts are more womanly than the rest of her body. She's always been lean, athletic by nature but the curve of her tits sitting on the tightness of her ribcage is a juxtaposition in sin.

I let my gaze linger there before running down the concave dip of her abdomen, then feast my eyes back on the ultimate prize.

"Please…" She arches her back, her little toes curl as I lift them to the edge of the sofa cushion and position her wide.

"Please what?" I drag my thumb up the center of her and her whole-body jerks. She's fucking soaked and the knowledge that she's this wet for me, for the man who hoisted her onto his shoulders at Fourth of July parades so she would have a better view, should stop me dead. It makes me drag my thumb back down, slower, watching her hips chase the pressure. What a genuinely fucked-up man I am. "Tell me what you need."

"What you're doing, more. Please — " She whimpers, those pupils taking over her eyes, like something is clawing up her throat she didn't know lived there. "Please, Daddy."

Her tender pink cunt is as beautiful as anything I've seen in my life. It's silk and petals and shimmering juices that reach out and dig their claws into my balls and tug.

"I'm in love with your pussy already baby." I lean in and breathe heavy and loud then brush my lips over those curls, swiping my tongue over the hard little hooded nub.

"Daddy."

The word detonates in the center of my chest. Not because it shocks me. Because it doesn't. Because some sick, ruined corner of me has been waiting to hear it from this mouth, in this voice, in this new way and now that I have there is no amount of post-processing in the world that can undo what's happening here.

She freezes. Stares at me. "I didn't mean — "

"Say it again." I grit out, grinding my knuckle against her clit.

"I — "

"Wren." I smack her thighs apart and settle between them, my mouth close enough to feel heat radiating off her and her scent, Jesus, it could topple kingdoms. "Say. It. Again. Or I won't fucking lick you."

"Daddy." Her voice is like a windchime in a storm. "Daddy. Daddy, please."

"Atta girl."

I take her soaking cunt into my mouth and the sound she makes is ragged and almost angry. It's a desperation that I know down deep in my bones and hearing it with my tongue in her pussy is worth every sleepless night I've spent hating myself for wanting this.

I take one long flat stroke from entrance to clit and the taste of her rewires something in my brain permanently.

I will never not crave this. This is the image that burns the film. I groan against her and she grabs my hair and grinds against my face and there's nothing practiced or performed about what's going on here.

She fucks my mouth like she's furious at how good it feels and the artlessness of it, just raw jerking hips and curse words.

I suck her clit and drive two fingers into her opening. I curl them and she bows off the couch. I think about Dylan — this lanky kid who had this girl in his bed and couldn't figure out how to make her shake. Grabbed her hair like he'd watched a video on it. Told her to be good with his cracking twenty-year-old voice and then called her frigid when his little performance didn't land.

What a fucking mistake I made letting her go off to school and spread her wings, pun intended.

That little fuck had this tight, soaked, desperate pussy so fucking close and decided his ego mattered more.

The thought makes me violent and I suck her clit and pump my fingers so hard, the knuckles knock against her pubic bone and she keens, her thighs clamping around my head, and I shove them apart with my free hand because I refuse to miss a single frame of this moment.

"Hold those panties out of the way like a good girl. Daddy needs in there deep baby."

The arch of her spine, the twist of her fingers in my hair, the way her stomach muscles jump tell me all I need to know.

I've got my tongue inside the girl who looked to me as her father. The girl I took to the hospital when she broke her wrist. The girl that fell asleep against me every Friday night when her mother was out with 'the girls' and I let her stay up late and pick the movie we'd watch.

"Give it to me. All of it."

I give full focus to my daughter's clit, sucking it like a damn lollipop while I reach up and squeeze her left tit. I cup her womanly breast as I slurp at her wetness, swallowing it down and letting it become part of me forever.

"Such a pretty little girl pussy." I breathe into her folds. "You know when you are so wet like this what it means, don't you baby?"

Her hazy eyes meet mine, her fingers holding her panties aside as she shrugs. "I'm not sure."

"Well, baby, it means you want a man's hard cock inside you. When you get wet, it makes a man get hard and he needs to put all the sticky cum in his balls way up inside you. It's nature. You're asking for it, aren't you?"

I twirl my thumb around her clit as I raise my eyebrows.

"I guess so." Her cheeks burn red as she swallows and I rub my tongue against her little hole, rimming that band of skin that feels pretty fucking untouched.

A flush covers her chest and face; her breathing shudders and her eyes are sensual and greedy.

She pulses against my tongue as I shove it up inside her. She moans as I pinch her nipple, rolling it between my fingers as I tongue fuck her, then move back up to her clit and move my middle finger soaked in her juices to the crack of her ass, finding that tight dark entrance and apply pressure as I eat her out.

"God." She hisses, her opening begging for more of what I'm giving. "That feels—"

"How does it feel, baby? Daddy has his tongue in your pussy a finger pushing on your little asshole and your nipple pinched…tell me what you're feeling baby, I want to know."

"I feel achy but good but like there's more I need and if I don't get it, I don't know." Her voice cracks. "I don't know what I'll do."

"Well, it's a good thing Daddy knows exactly what to do. I'll make sure you feel all the good feelings baby. Then, you'll have to make sure you do the same thing for me, okay? That's fair, isn't it?"

She nods but I'm not sure her cognitive abilities are intact, but fuck it, neither are mine. I devour her pussy like a starving man, shoving the tip of my middle finger into her ass and she grinds her cunt into my mouth.

"I've never — nobody's ever — "

Her orgasm hits mid-sentence. The sounds are messy and broken. Half-sob, half-moan, her tight little asshole clenching around my finger in waves I feel in my own chest. I slow my tongue but don't stop, dragging it out, because I'm a selfish bastard and the sounds she makes when she comes are going to live rent-free in my head until they put me in the ground.

I press my mouth to her inner thigh. Her flavor branded into my DNA. "One."

She blinks at the ceiling, chest heaving, then lifts her head to stare at me. "One?" Half-dazed.

"Yes, that's one orgasm but I want more."

I stand and pull my shirt over my head. Her gaze drops to the eagle-and-trident inked over my left pec, faded to blue-gray.

I undo the belt, shove my jeans down. My cock springs free because I'm a commando sort of guy.

It's angry, thick and leaking, and she props herself on her elbows to stare and the expression on her face isn't fear. It's hunger and innocence, and the raw relief in it nearly buckles me.

I drag her to the edge of the couch by her hips, pressing the tip of my dick against her heat, just holding it there at the opening making her whimper and wiggle with nothing between us. "Your boyfriend grabbed your hair and tried to make you submit and your skin crawled. Does this?"

I work my fingers into the back of her hair, jerking sideways, landing my teeth on the nape of her neck and bite.

She nearly bucks off the couch, her pussy gushing over my crown.

I pull back, snapping my tongue along my teeth waiting for her answer.

"No." She's looking down where we're about to connect, then up at me. "This feels like falling."

I push into her and the sound that rips out of both of us is an expression of pain, but for different reasons. She's so wet I can hear myself sinking into her and I grip her hips and stop halfway because my body wants to rut and my brain knows if I move right now I'll be done before I've started.

"Daddy's taking your cherry. I deserve that don't I? For raising you, it's the least you can do for me, am I right?"

She's whimpering, nails scoring my forearms, her body working to take me, and I press my forehead to hers and breathe her air.

"It's too big."

"I know it hurts and I don't want you to hurt. But, this is what we have to do, baby. You said it was fair, didn't you?"

"Yes, it's fair. I want you, all of you."

God, she's fucking perfect. "It hurts because you are so beautiful and wet and you make me feel things I shouldn't. That's not my fault though is it?" She shakes her head as I buck my hips forward and tear through her tight entrance and nearly pass out from the pleasure. "Whose fault is it, Wren?"

"Mine." She cries, her belly convulsing as I drive another inch forward, her pussy lips sucking down my cock. "It's my fault. I'm sorry, Daddy."

I soothe her with a palm to her cheek, thrusting, thrusting. "It's okay. You're making up for it now. You want to make me feel good now, don't you? You want to help me the way I always help you, right?"

"Yes." She breathes and nods her face twisted with effort.

"Then, it's going to hurt, but you have to be brave. I have to move more inside you and there's never going to be a condom on my cock with you. We're special together. I'm your Daddy and I get to do as I please and you'll be happy when I give you my cum, won't you?"

Her hips jolt upward. "So happy."

I keep pressing, feeling her walls squeeze around me as I slide my thumb into her mouth. "Suck it."

Her warmth covers my intruding digit while her pussy does the same around my dick. That tight band of unstretched muscle inside her like a belt that won't loosen.

You're inside your virgin daughter but you need more. You need it all, don't fucking stop.

"Breathe." I say as her face turns red and I pull her lower lip down with my thumb.

She draws a long breath and her insides loosen around me.

I drive the rest of the way and her mouth falls open and her eyes glass over and her pulse hammers against my cock from the inside. She wraps her legs around my waist and pulls me tighter.

"Don't stop." Her voice cracks as I thrust, her walls barely giving way.

I pull back and drive in and she arches and rakes her nails down the sides of my neck and I do it again, hunting the angle that makes her voice crack.

I'm halfway in and she screams when I flex and give the final push and bury myself down to the base.

"You're doing so good baby. I'm almost all the way inside." I catch her eye and nod at her tit. "Grab your breast and put it up here to my lips so I can suck it nice and soft while I hammer your pussy good and bloody."

I take a shaking breath, ignoring her whimpers, bracing myself on my arms as her heels dig into my ass but she doesn't move.

"I told you to do something and your job is to do as you're told, especially when I'm giving you my cock." I land a smack on the side of her ass, making her hips jump but her pussy gushes. "Now, be my good girl and put your tit in Daddy's mouth."

I grit my teeth as she raises her nipple to my lips. As I suck it in, my heart beats like a drum and I pound through the rest of her resistance and go for broke.

Third stroke, fourth and somewhere in between, the guilt and the want stop being separate things. They fuse. Worship or damnation I don't fucking care all I can think about is coming inside my daughter's pussy.

"Look at you." I mumble around a mouth full of her soft flesh, going harder now, dragging against the spot that makes her scream, and my voice is ragged. I set her nipple free. "Taking Daddy's cock like you were born for it. Which you were." Her legs pull me tighter. Her eyes stream.

"Yes — " She grabs my face with both hands and forces me to look at her and her eyes are wet and she's smiling and it is the most devastating thing I have ever seen. "Yes, Daddy, I want it — I want you — "

The correction. Not it. You.

"You want to come on my cock." I hiss dropping my weight forward and slamming into her. There's no restraint left in me. I pump, pump, pump my hips like a rabid teenager in the back of a pick-up getting his first taste of pussy. My voice belongs to the man I've kept locked away for too fucking long. "Come for Daddy. I'll fill this pussy up with a special prize. You want that?"

I clutch her throat in my palm, wrapping rough fingers around her windpipe and squeeze.

That makes her cinch around me, her eyes wide but a rush of slick nectar meets my shaft as I bury my thickness against her cervix. "Yes — god — yes, please — "

Her pussy clamps down and she buries her scream in my shoulder and bites and the pain spikes through the pleasure and I grit my teeth and fuck her through it because I am nowhere close to done and because stopping means thinking and I am not ready for that. Not yet. Not sure I'll ever be.

"Turn over." I pull back and catch my breath. I need more and I need a second or I'm gonna nut. "This way my cum will be deep and you'll stay like this while it finds its way into your tummy, baby."

She obeys without hesitation. Rolls onto her stomach, lifts her hips — sweatshirt rucked to her ribs, bare from the waist down, swollen and dripping — and I run my hand down the length of her spine grabbing her stretched out panties and ripping them from her hips.

I slide in without softness and she gasps and fists the cushion and I'm deeper this way, deep enough that a sound punches out of her on every stroke.

God, how I wish I had my camera to record this moment.

"This is what you came here for." I grip the back of her neck. Hard enough that she knows who's holding her and land a hard slap directly onto her ass this time. "Not just a place to crash."

"Yes." She rocks back into me, greedy and graceless, and the sight of her driving herself onto my cock wrecks me more than anything she's said. The slick streaks of pink around my girth make my chest sing with primal pride. "I wanted you since I was too young for it to be right."

"I know." I lean down and press my mouth to her ear. Hand slipping to the front of her throat again. "You have no idea how long I've thought about what I'd do if I got you underneath me."

"Daddy, I'm gonna come again— "

"Then come. Come on this cock and take every fucking drop I'm giving you."

She comes and drags me over with her.

"You're making Daddy come now. I want you to feel it when it spurts inside you. I've waited so long. So, fucking long."

Her pussy walls milk me at the root, her breasts swaying and hanging low as I pile drive every inch up against her womb.

"My daughter is the best fuck of my life." I roar and her orgasm re-doubles as her body sucks the cum from my balls.

My orgasm tears through me and I bury myself to the hilt and hold and the sound I make against the back of her neck isn't language. I spill inside her in shuddering waves, hips jerking, and she pushes back into me through every one, her body milking me, refusing to waste a drop, and the deliberate greed of it whites out my vision at the edges.

"You like Daddy coming inside you, don't you? You like knowing you do this to me. Daddy's coming now, he's coming inside you—"

My climax murders any rational thought that I have left. My little girl, my Wren is taking everything I have to give as I roar and curse turning us from what we were, into something else. Something primal and wrong and right and dark and light.

When I finally look down, my cum slides down her thigh and I stare at it longer than a sane man would.

I gather her against my chest still buried inside her forcing away the thoughts that this is wrong. That morality somehow comes into play here. She's fucking shaking and panting. I press my mouth between her shoulder blades and breathe her in and let myself have this for exactly as long as it lasts.

"Stay," I say. It means something different now.

She reaches down under her body and cups my balls with a soft squeeze. I fucking love this girl and I know, the outside world will come calling but right now, the fantasy is lost inside the reality and I'll turn heaven into hell to keep her with me. Forever.


Chapter 3


Iwake up with her grinding on me in her sleep.

We made it to my bed at some point.

I had her suck me clean, then I fucked her again on the floor bent in half like a little girl pretzel. I ate her pussy to ease the sting of my girth and the force with which I drove home the point that she was still my little girl, but now, that meant a lot more than it used to.

I carried her naked, her face tucked against my neck like she was hiding from the rest of her life to my bathroom first, explaining that she is to pee every time after sex.

As much as I loved fucking her bloody, I want my little girl healthy and I'll set up all the rules and guardrails necessary to make sure that happens.

She folded into my sheets and dropped unconscious after I cleaned up her battered baby maker with a warm cloth and a kiss to the forehead. I lay behind her stiff as rebar against the curve of her ass and didn't move. She needed sleep more than I needed to demolish what was left of my judgment.

And her sloppy, bloody, cum filled cunt.

Now it's Friday morning. Gray light leaks through the blinds, cutting her body into strips of shadow and skin. Her face is pressed to my chest, one leg hitched over my hip, and her bare pussy is painting a slick trail across my thigh. Slow, unconscious figure eights. Her breathing is shifting—deeper, lips parting, brow creasing, she's chasing that edge and I'm right here for it.

I should wake her up. Give her a chance to change her mind.

Instead, I slide my hand down her spine, over the bare curve of her ass, and hold her against me while she moves. The slickness of her on my thigh is obscene. Warm and getting warmer with every lazy roll of her hips. My cock is so hard against her stomach that my pulse is beating in it, and I can feel every unconscious shift of her body like a slow-motion study in want.

Her eyes drift open. I detect the slow recognition of where she is. What she's doing and a flush bleeds from her chest to her hairline.

Her hips stall.

"Don't stop on my account." I mumble against her hair, breathing her in.

She buries her face in my chest. "Oh my god."

I grip her ass and drag her tighter against my thigh. "You were close. Finish."

"Grant—"

"Ride it, baby. Just like that. I think we are way beyond embarrassment at this point. Give Daddy what he wants baby, that's your job now."

She rocks against my thigh, face hidden, dark hair sex messy and stuck to her cheeks. With small, desperate rolls of her hips, and I feel every slick pass of her pussy against my skin, the heat of her, the way her clit rolls on the hard muscle of my quad and her breath stutters every time it does.

I move my hand to her chin, pressing my fingers upward and forcing her to look at me.

"Do you remember all the times you cuddled with me in your bed like this?" The darkness of the fantasy narrows my vision to a tunnel that focuses on her face.

"Uh huh." She squeaks a sound of agreement as I flex the hard muscle of my thigh as she rides it slippery, up and down, up and down.

"I do too. Just like this, look at me, Wren. Remember my face from all those years ago. I'm that same man, only now, you're rubbing your hard little clit against me because you need something only a father can give you, isn't that right?" Her cheeks blush pink and she darts her eyes to my throat. "Don't you look away. You stare at your father while you rub yourself on him. I know I'm the man you needed all along, you just needed to come to terms with that baby."

My cock throbs against her soft little belly and I hold her steady and let her use me and hate how good it feels to be needed like this. She continues her grinding, more fervent and desperate with each flex of her hips.

"That's my girl. Take what you need, baby." I press my lips to her forehead and bite back the urge to pull her onto my hard-on and relieve the tension she's twisted up inside me.

Her movements sharpen. Hips jerking, not rolling. She's chasing it. I press my thigh up into her knowing she needs something hard and the sound she makes is small and desperate and I knew a long time ago she was mine.

But now, I'll chain her to me if necessary. She's never getting away.

She comes with a curse and a slap to my chest and I give her one back on her ass, then another and her orgasm goes nuclear.

"Bad fucking daughter." I growl through clenched teeth, landing my open palm to her ass cheek as she soaks my leg.

Her breathing seizes. Every muscle convulsing as her thighs clamp tight around mine, her pussy pulsing wet and rhythmic against my skin. I hold her through it with my mouth in her hair, breathing in the scent of our sex and that damn shampoo and body wash she loves so fucking much.

"Good morning," I grunt against the side of her head when she finally starts to come down. "That's the way I like for you to wake up. Needy and grinding on Daddy."

She laughs and pulls back far enough to look at me.

She drags her thumb through two days of scruff. Her fingers trace up to my temple where my hair curls behind my ear.

"You have a mean face in the morning," she crinkles her nose, her breathing still fast paced as the rush of pleasure winds through her. "All jaw and hard brows tugging together. But your eyes aren't mean at all. You never scared me."

I turn my head and press my mouth to her palm. "I only look mean because I'm fucking horny baby."

She blinks, those long dark lashes framing innocent eyes and guilt punches me down low. "What are we doing, Grant?"

"Right now, I'm going to make you breakfast." I brush her bangs to the side and place a kiss on her nose. "After that, I want to shoot you."

"Shoot me?" She startles back.

"Photograph you." I catch her chin. Tilt her face into the thin morning light leaking past the blinds, watch it carve out her cheekbone, the slight bump on the bridge of her nose that any other photographer would retouch and I'd kill them for it. "I want to show you what you look like now that you're mine. Now that you've been fucked by the man you used to call Dad and now, you call Daddy."


Chapter 4


"Daddy likes to get you nice and clean, then make you dirty all over again."

She gives me that look over her shoulder, the shower hot as we step inside, water streaming down her face, and I'm inside her before she can mount any protest.

Hard. Harder than I should, considering what I've already put her pussy through, but she's pushing back into every thrust.

God, my daughter can fuck. I’ll never be the same.

I drop to my knees after dumping another bucket of cum inside her, pressing her thighs apart and lick into her slow and thorough while the hot water beats down on my shoulders. She tangles her fingers in my wet hair and rides my mouth until her legs give out and I have to hold her up, her whole-body shuddering, this broken little cry bouncing off the tile that I'll be hearing in my sleep for weeks.

I bring her a bottle of water and two Advil. Set her down on the shower bench and angle the spray so it hits her where she's swollen and aching. "Sit here. Drink that. Come out when the throbbing settles."

She blinks up at me, steam curling around her face, looking thoroughly ruined and entirely too pleased about it. "Yes, Daddy."

I leave her in there, dry off, throw on a clean pair of jeans and a white button down which I don't button and head toward the home studio.

I'm setting up the tethering station when I catch my reflection ghosting across the black monitor. Dark hair shoved back, still damp, curling where it hits my collar.

It's me looking back, but it's not. I'm someone new. Someone I've wanted to be for a long time and wrong or right, I'm hell bent on keeping this girl on my cock and in my life from here on out.

I drag the wardrobe rack to center and hang up the pieces I took from the box in my closet where I've been collecting things for too long.

Things that made me think of her. There's a champagne silk camisole, a white button-down of mine, black lace bralette, sheer black thigh-highs, a gray silk robe.

I'm adjusting lighting and checking my lenses when she appears in a towel. Her wet hair around her jaw, bangs plastered dark against her forehead.

"Sit." I point to the stool. She sits, knuckles white on the terry cloth. I pick up the Leica—not the Canon I haul to other people's weddings. The Leica is personal. The Leica is mine. I crouch in front of her. "Drop the towel."

"I haven't even brushed my hair—"

"That's the point. You don't need to be anything other than this, right now, who you are with me. Now drop the fucking towel."

She does as I say and I lift the camera to my eye and take the shot before her self-consciousness catches up.

Jesus, she's a masterpiece of bare shoulders, water still beading on her collarbone, her eyes holding something unguarded she's about to smother with a deflection if I don't capture it now.

Click. Click.

My entire world captured in the push of a button.

I snap off a hundred shots or more. Each one more breathtaking than the last, then I'm ready for some perspective.

I step in front of her, admiring her hard little nipples, the scratches and deepening marks on her body I've left, my boner no less demanding than it was an hour ago. "Now we dress you up."

I start with my button-down. Oversized, hem brushing mid-thigh. I stop her three buttons in. "Leave it like that." I position her with one knee drawn up on the stool. "Turn your head. Look at the wall. Don't smile."

She obeys and I shoot. My cock throbs. I adjust my stance and pretend the camera is the only thing with an aperture problem right now.

"Good girl."

I walk over and show her the screen on the back of the camera, letting her see what I see. "That's me?" She traces the image looking back at her. "I look—"

"Stunning." I finish, then add the next instruction. "Unbutton it. All the way."

I keep shooting. Full body first, then I move in. The indent of her waist. The flare of her hip. Closer. Collarbones. The lower lip she's been biting raw for the last ten minutes.

"Over there. Sit on the edge of the platform. Open your legs."

She does. Her arousal shines on her inner thighs.

"Grant—"

"You're my muse, baby. I'll never get enough of you." I step between her spread thighs and set the camera down. Run my palm up the inside of her thigh, see the goosebumps that follow. "Every shot I've taken today is proof. You're not what he said you were. Not broken. Not frigid."

Her chin trembles. "Then what am I?"

"Mine." I drop to my knees.

She falls back on her elbows as my mouth finds hers. My cock swells as her flavor spreads over my tongue, pressing against my zipper hard enough for the teeth to score the flesh. I'm a man who's spent twenty years finding the perfect frame through a viewfinder, and none of it has ever wrecked me the way this single image does. My face between her thighs, her fingers sliding into my hair, the studio lights gleaming from the liquid fire slick on her pussy.

I drag the flat of my tongue over her clit, and she jolts.

Her fingers twist in my hair. She holds my mouth exactly where she wants it, while I lick in long, slow, thorough strokes, top to bottom and back, learning what makes her gasp, what makes her hips roll, what makes her thighs try to clamp around my head.

"Daddy—oh god—"

I suck her clit between my lips as a deep, guttural sound rumbles from my chest, and her sentence dies on a soft, gasped mewl.

I play with her cunt as I lick and suck, using my fingertips to spread her, stroke her, apply pressure. When she arches, I press a thumb against her asshole and hear the moan of shock as she flinches away, then slowly grinds, exploring the sensation that set her off so well last night. The sound of her makes my cock jerk as I cum down my pants, hot and sticky against my thigh.

"Grant—I can't—"

"Daddy." I correct, pressing my tongue back against her clit. I pump my fingers in and out of her opening while my tongue traces lazy circles. She's shaking so hard the platform creaks. I come up for a quick breath. "You call me Daddy, baby bird. I'm so fucking proud of you."

I go back to devouring her cunt, focusing on that hotbed of nerves with my tongue until I sense her body stiffen and she's holding her breath.

Her hands fist in my hair so hard my scalp burns. "Daddy!"

I reach for the camera with one hand, still flicking and lapping at her clit while I press her hip flat with the other. "Hold still."

I take the shot. My mouth on her pussy, glistening with her release.

Fumbling with the camera, I force her legs back to spread her ass, and lap that tight hole with my searching tongue.

Click. Click. Click.

I have no idea how the shots are coming out. I can't concentrate on finding the right angle when I'm eating her ass. But the thought of having this moment preserved, of flicking through these images of my daughter's ass spread wide for my tongue anytime I need to jerk off, has me growling like a fucking animal.

She comes from the naughty ass play clenching and gasping as a stream of liquid perfection is squeezed out of her. It rolls down my nose as my own cum shoots down my leg. It dribbles and drips down to her ass and over my tongue as I ease back, stuff my fingers into her pulsing heat, gathering up her sweet honey, then pull them out and lick each one clean.

I press my mouth to her inner thigh, moving my lips against the perfect, smooth flesh. I kiss the trembling skin, taste the salt of her sweat, and then drag my lips back to her pussy.

She comes a second time, writhing and gasping for air.

"Daddy!" She's shaking. Panting. Her thighs are still quivering around my head. "I need you inside me."

"Ask properly, baby girl. Good daughters know how to ask Daddy for what they want."

"Please, Daddy..." Her voice is stripped raw. Thin and desperate and nothing like the careful girl who clutched a towel on my stool an hour ago. "I need Daddy's cock. Please."

I strip. Shirt over my head, jeans shoved down. My cock bobs in the air, red and swollen and already sticky with cum. Her eyes drop to it as she licks her lips and gulps air.

But I don't give it to her. Not yet.

I drag her to the edge of the platform and step between her legs. Take my cock in my hand and draw the head through her folds. Parting her, sliding through the slick mess I've made of her.

"Daddy—"

"Shhh, baby," I growl. "Daddy's going to give you exactly what you want, but you need to be a good little girl. Good girls get treats."

I circle her clit with the head, watching her eyes unfocus, her lips part, the flush that crawls down her chest.

She reaches for me. I catch her wrist.

"Hands behind your back, baby bird. You don't take. You receive."

She obeys. Wrists crossed behind her, back arched, breasts pushed forward, spread open under the soft lights. The trust in that posture hits me somewhere behind the sternum.

I press the head of my cock against her entrance. Just the tip. Just enough to stretch her open.

She whimpers and tries to push her pulsing opening onto me, but instead of getting more cock, I draw back and land a hard smack to the side of her breast. Then the other.

"Greedy girl. You're still trying to take." She hisses as I spend a few more smacks on her tits, fucking mesmerized at how they shake and settle. "Be still." I press in again. One inch. Her pussy grips just the head, and I watch it disappear into her body as her neck arches back, exposing the thick veins in her throat. She stretches around me, her slick flesh swallowing the broad tip like she was made to take me as she moans, and the scent of her fills the air.

"Look at that." My voice scrapes up my throat as my insides wrestle as I stare at the place where her body accepts me inside. "Look how your little girl cunt is trying to pull Daddy's fat cock inside. I can't wait to show you how pretty this pussy looks, stretched around me."

One more shot. She needs to see this.

I lean over, careful to keep my dick right where it is, scoop up the camera and take aim.

"God, my daughter's pussy is so welcoming to her Daddy. This will make the best Christmas card."

I shoot ten or a hundred frames, I'm not sure. She quivers and fights to be still until my own lust prevails and I set down the camera and bury myself into her sloppy heat.

She moans and I swear. Then I withdraw. She snarls at me. This girl who hid her face in my chest this morning has turned feral for her father's cock.

"You want this, baby girl?" I hold my dick in place, the pressure in my balls making it close to impossible to not blow she feels so fucking good. "Tell me who you belong to."

"You, Daddy. I belong to you." The words burst from her swollen lips in a rush as I drive into her in one stroke and swallow her scream with my mouth.

The feeling is... Christ. This feeling nearly puts me on the floor. She's tight, impossibly tight, clenching around my full length, and the wet heat of her is so intense my vision grays at the edges.

I hold still, buried to the root, my forehead pressed to hers, both of us panting.

"Mine," I grit against her lips. "This little girl pussy is mine. My daughter's pussy, saved for me. I'll never get enough of you."

"Yes, Daddy."

I withdraw, letting her feel every inch, and then thrust home again with a grunt of effort. She cries out, holding the position I put her in. Good girl. My good, obedient daughter, who lets me have her however I want.

I fuck her with deep, deliberate strokes that build in speed. She's so tight, so wet, making such beautiful sounds. Her tits bounce with every thrust, and I lower my mouth to one, sucking her nipple between my teeth, biting gently, and she arches off the platform and clenches so hard she damn near snaps my dick off.

"Daddy—harder—please—"

I grab her hip with one hand and the edge of the platform with the other and give her what she's asking for.

Pump. Pump. Pump.

Grunt, Grunt. Grunt.

The platform scrapes against the concrete floor as I fuck into her with everything I have. The wet sound of my cock driving into her fills the studio. Obscene, rhythmic, primal, punctuated by her gasps and my growls and the slap of wet skin.

"That's it. Take all of your daddy's cock." I'm barely holding on. "You have any idea what you look like right now? Spread wide and so fucking willing with your hands behind your back, taking my cock like you were custom fitted just for my pleasure?"

"Show me." She's breathless, that mischievous smile tipping her swollen, pink lips. "Daddy, take a picture."

"Filthy girl." I reach for the camera again. I don't stop fucking her as I aim. Her body stretched out beneath me, my cock buried deep, her face a wreck of pleasure. Click. I slam back into her full force.

Click. Click.

She comes hard and sudden, her whole body seizing around me, her mouth open in a soundless scream as I catch the beautiful moment through the lens.

I fuck her through it, hitting the shutter as her pussy grips my shaft in pulses that nearly drag me under. Somehow, I hold my orgasm back and manage to hold on to the camera, grinding deep while she shakes, wringing every last contraction from her body before I pull back and start building again.

"One more, baby." My voice is shot but the thought of catching the vision of my daughter having an orgasm because of me is driving me beyond obsession. "Give me one more."

"No, Daddy, I can't— Please—"

I ignore her, hitching her thigh higher, changing the angle, and the sound she makes when I sink back in tells me she can. "There. Right there?"

"Oh god—right there—don't stop—"

Click. Click.

I fuck her at that angle, grinding my pelvis against her clit with every stroke. The orgasm builds in her face before it hits her body with a scream. She shakes her head, her brows creased, lips parted, neck and chest flushed as her nipples draw tight enough to cut glass.

"You want me to come inside you, don't you?"

"Yes!"

"Good girl. Here's your prize, baby." I grind the words out between clenched teeth. "Daddy's gonna fill you up for being so good."

She comes again with such violence, I think she's gonna tear my dick off at the root.

I nearly drop the camera, but manage to settle it to safety next to her hip before I pin her to the platform with my body and stuff myself as deep as her tiny body will take then I nut hard.

The orgasm tears through me, my cock pulsing like a motherfucker, filling her with all that sticky, baby breeding cream. I come so hard my arms shake, my balls go numb.

Still, I can't stop grinding into her, working every last drop deeper because some animal part of my brain wants her full of me. Wants her dripping with me for the rest of her fucking life.

I stay inside her until some blood returns to my brain and realize I'm crushing her under me.

I rest my forehead against her collarbone, lifting my chest from hers, both of us heaving. As I pull out, sliding my cock against her thigh a rush of our warm mingling fluids rush out of her tight little hole.

"Spread wide, baby," I say, pushing on her knees with one hand while my other finds the camera again, needing another shot.

The perfect shot.

She shakes her head, but she has no strength to resist me. My good little daughter spreads wide, and a rush of my white cream seeps out of her as I bring the camera up to my face.

Click. Click. Click, again.

"So pretty," I whisper. "Now, if you ever doubt it, I can show you who you belong to."

She nods, her eyes closed and I set the camera down and pull her arms out from behind her back.

"Daddy loves you," I whisper as I pull her into my lap, as I think about developing these shots, about seeing them hung up in my dark room. "Even when it hurts, always remember that Daddy loves you, baby."


Chapter 5


After our photo shoot yesterday, I took her shopping in town. We ate lunch at her favorite diner and just spent the day as a couple. People shot us looks, because the age gap clearly makes the relationship muddy but I'm so far beyond giving a shit what other people think, I can't even see it from here.

We fucked half the night, her appetite for me nearly as robust as mine but when she finally lost consciousness after the sixth orgasm, I relented and let her sleep.

She's still asleep when I lay the clothes on the foot of the bed. My gray Henley, a plaid pair of boxers, and Merino wool socks, because her feet are always cold. Everything is me-sized, everything is mine. Including her.

I'm marking territory like a dog running a fence line. I want her walking around my house smelling like my laundry detergent and my cum, swimming in my clothes, body sore and marked as an unspoken reminder she's never getting away.

I should probably unpack that in therapy. I won't.

I'm halfway through scrambling eggs when she shuffles in wearing all of it.

Such a good fucking girl.

Her dark hair is pressed flat on the side she slept on, pillow crease still dented into her cheek. She looks wrecked and soft and seventeen different kinds of fuckable, and I'm gripping the spatula like it's a weapon.

She ignores me, but I've known her long enough to know that morning conversation is not one of her strengths.

She stretches for the top shelf, and the shirt rides up. My brain flatlines, but my dick nearly punches through my pants. The soft curve of her ass shows just under the hem of the boxers.

God, she's a fucking miracle.

"You're staring," she says, not turning around.

"I'm always staring at you. You're my favorite thing to look at."

She keeps reaching for the shelf, but her hand has stopped searching. Her shoulders tighten.

I switch off the burner and move the pan, dropping the spatula into the eggs as I take three steps and center my body behind her.

I press my flattened hand to the middle of her back. My dick is running this show, and getting her bent over is my new primary focus.

"Be a good girl." I press her face down over the counter without finesse. There will be times I'm rough with her, because that makes my balls twitch.

She gasps, and her hands catch the granite edge.

I push the Henley up to her ribs, admiring the ivory skin decorated with purple and red.

Beautiful.

I hook my thumb in the waistband and drag the boxers down to her knees, kicking at the insides of her feet so she's spread wide enough they won't fall down. Something about leaving them there in place is more erotic than stripping her bare.

The elastic stretches around her legs, and she lets out this breath that sounds like relief.

"My daughter woke up needy, didn't she?" I reach down between her legs and take a handful of wet warmth. "Coming down here all innocent, like you just need your morning coffee, ignoring me? Not even saying 'Good morning, Daddy' or 'Thank you for all the orgasms you allowed me last night?' You need to learn to be polite and grateful for what Daddy gives you. A little morning attitude adjustment seems in order."

"Grant—the windows—the neighbor was mowing the lawn—"

"I fucking know." I unbuckle my belt with one hand, tugging it through the belt loops with a soft whoosh. "Stay right there. Do not move. Eyes forward, don't look at me."

I emphasize my directions by laying my belt across the flat of her back just above her ass and spin on my bare foot, covering the space to the drawer in the island where I've already stored a special little treat for my little daughter.

Sliding open the drawer, I unbox the item and grab the little tube next to it, then make my way back to her bare ass, her eyes still pinned forward.

"What are you doing?" she mutters, and I notice the little clench in her ass cheeks.

Appropriate.

"I'm sending a message." I pop the cap on the tube of lube and cover the silver metal surface of the plug before setting it down and stepping into place behind her. The fingers of one hand grab the softness of her left ass cheek and pull it sideways, exposing her dark little bud, drawing a long hiss from my daughter.

"Daddy…" She whimpers.

"Oh, now I'm Daddy?" I bite back. "Too late, baby. Lessons will be learned."

She flinches as I run the slick point of metal along her tight pinched opening, but I correct her by digging my fingertips into her flesh.

"Eyes forward. Be still."

"I'm scared."

"Good, I like you a little scared sometimes, baby." I drag the tip of the lubed-up plug around her little asshole, watching it clench and pucker. "Deep breath, and the more you relax, the better it will feel."

Fuck, watching her little body open up as I apply pressure with the pointed silver tip makes my cock jerk. I'm hard as fucking nails, even though I fucked her bloody like a predator since she showed up on my doorstep, it's not enough.

"That feels funny," she mumbles as I guide the foreign object into her body.

"Yeah?" I give it another push, the thicker part of the plug stretching her ring of muscle, and she goes up on her tiptoes. "Still feels funny, baby? Pretty soon, you'll learn to take Daddy's thick cock in this tight little spot. You'd like that, wouldn't you? To feel Daddy's big dick up inside your bottom?"

She answers with a little shriek as the plug finds purchase and pops inside, her body closing around the thin post, and I step back to admire my work.

"What's tickling me?" she hiss-whispers when I let the long, fluffy pink tail attached to the plug drift down over her ass.

"It's a brat tail, baby." I draw a long breath and free my pulsing erection from my pants.

I ordered the plug months ago. Manifesting and shit.

The fluffy tail is about a foot long, made from pink acrylic fur, because my girl would be horrified if it was an actual animal's body part.

The plug has a curved silicone section that goes from the round base of the plug, swings it upward to just above where the split of her ass starts. With the tail connected up higher, it swings out and down.

"You look so fucking cute with a pink tail coming out of your ass." I slip my belt off her back and let it fall to the floor then pump my dick for a few strokes as her body tenses. She's fighting the urge to turn her head and try to get a look.

I drag the head through the slick heat between her thighs, and she drops her forehead to the counter. "Your pussy is very enthusiastic. All wet and needy again. You like when I put things inside your bottom, it seems. Such a dirty girl."

The sound of a lawnmower starting up draws her eyes to the window, and I smirk.

I reach around and strum her clit while I bend my knees and line up my dick with her soaking hole. "You want me to close the blinds?"

"No." Barely a whisper.

"Good, because I'm not going to." I grunt as I hold myself against her heat. "Now, be polite, and ask Daddy to fuck you."

"Grant—"

I grab the S-curve of the plug and give it a soft tug, and the rest of whatever she was going to say is sucked back into her lungs.

"I'm Daddy, Dad, Father, or King when I'm fucking you, little girl."

"I'm sorry." She whimpers. "Daddy, please fuck me. Pretty please."

"That's more like it."

With a pinch of her clit and the head of my cock in place, I stuff her soft, tight opening with a hard thrust, forcing the first half of my dick into her still virgin-tight pussy in one slick motion releasing the tail and sinking my fingers into her hips.

"Fuck, Daddy's cock loves being inside you, baby. I'm going to have to do this a lot now that you've made me fuck you."

She moans and tucks her ass, and the vision of the pink tail and the silver stem of the plug disappearing inside her body is such a fucking turn on, I'm ready to nut before I'm balls-deep.

Her pussy is swollen from all the use, tender, and the tight grip of her around my cock makes my jaw clench.

"Here's more," I slide in slower, wanting to remember the sensation to my dying day.

"Say thank you, Daddy, like a good girl." I bottom out and hold, my hips flush against her ass, the morning light falling across the tail and her ass. I wish I'd brought a camera with me. "This is how you start every morning from now on. If you wake up after me, you come and find me wherever I am, you put your ass up and bend over whatever surface is closest, and you say, 'Good morning, Daddy, my pussy is ready for you.' Understand?"

She nods against the granite, her fingers curling as I drive in and out. The slight pressure from the bulb of the plug runs up and down the top of my shaft through the thin fleshy membrane inside her body.

"Words, Wren."

"Yes, Daddy. I understand."

I pull back and drive in hard. She cries out, and I clamp a hand over her mouth.

The window's open a few inches. The cool air prickles over my heated skin. The neighbors are out there somewhere, mowing lawns and walking dogs, and my girl is getting fucked with a pink tail in her ass in my kitchen.

Her moans vibrate against my palm, and I fuck her in short, rough strokes that shove her hips into the counter's edge. The coffee maker gurgles. Birds chirp.

"Feel that?" I grind deep, rolling my hips, working her clit with the pads of my fingers against the hard bone underneath. "That's what you did to me. Walking in here in my clothes. Reaching up on your toes so I could see this ass." I slap her hip, and her walls clamp down around me. "You knew exactly what you were doing."

She shakes her head against my palm. Lying. Her pussy clenches around me, and we both know she's lying.

"This is what you needed. Not polite fucking in a dark bedroom." I grip her hip and angle her pelvis, changing the depth, and the sound she makes tells me I've found the spot that turns her brain off. "You needed your Daddy to set you straight."

I let go of her mouth and go back to pound town.

"Yes." She's pushing back into me, meeting every thrust, her ass hitting my hips, greedy for it. "I needed my Daddy. Only you."

"Your pussy looks so pretty stuffed full of Daddy's cock. I'll take pictures next time so you can see your new tail swinging while you get stuffed full of me."

"I want to see. You're everywhere." She moans, and her legs start to shake as I bottom out, balls slapping, tail wiggling.

"Come on Daddy's cock. Come, so I can fill this pussy up again." I drive deep, grind against her cervix, feel her walls start to pulse. "So full it's running down your legs while you walk around and go about your day. I want you dripping with me. Soon, I'll be dripping from here—"

I grab the base of the tail and shake it back and forth.

Her pussy clenches and my vision spots, and her legs give out as her orgasm takes hold.

I catch her, one arm banded around her waist as rhythmic contractions milk me, the tail brushing down my abdomen, and I'm dragged into the abyss with her. I bury myself deep, roar like a fucking monster and come so fucking hard.

The thought of planting more of my cum inside her soft, little body and watching it drip off after is such a fucking turn on. Fucking my daughter raw and dirty is my happy place.

She squirts and comes as I hold myself there, twitching and screaming for Daddy as my cock jerks inside her, filling her in long, hot pulses of love. My head is thrown back, my breath ragged, as I bellow loud enough the whole fucking block probably hears.

"God, so fucking good. Your Daddy loves you, baby, he loves you so much."

I make sure every last spurt is right up against her cervix.

"I love you, too," she mumbles as the last of her orgasm ebbs.

"You're making such a mess," I choke out as my own climax tightens the muscles down my back. I draw my slick fingers from her cunt, wrap them around her mouth, and shove them between her lips. "Clean my fingers."

I stay inside her, both of us panting as the slow drip of the mess we've made starts to seep from her body and down my balls.

She licks and sucks at my fingers as my heart rate settles. I run the backs of my fingers down her ass.

"You did so good, baby. I'm proud of you. Now I'm going to finish breakfast, and you need to eat."

I pull out, raising my foot to push my boxers the rest of the way down to the floor. She steps out of them without instruction as I turn and plate the eggs like nothing happened.

I drop my pants to the floor as well and leave them there, not wanting to stuff my still rock-hard length back into the stifling restriction of the fabric, knowing it's likely I'll be ten inches deep in her pussy again soon.

Less friction this way.

She sits down gingerly, not asking to remove the plug, and I pretend it's just another day.

After I've fed her, she slides off the kitchen chair next to me and drops to her knees on the kitchen tile.

She looks up at me and wraps her hand around my cock. The image hits me with the force of a strobe flash. Wren on her knees on my tile floor, morning light behind her, my half-hard cock in her fist.

She holds my gaze, and I nod.

"That's a good girl. Clean my cock with your mouth." She drags her tongue flat up the underside of my cock, and I slap my hand on the table, making the cutlery jump.

She takes me into her mouth, and all the thoughts of how nothing could feel better than being inside her pussy come into question.

She's messy and eager.

"More spit, baby. Nice and wet, like your pussy gets when it wants my cock."

She complies, with a soft sound of saliva gathering before she goes back to sucking. The rhythm isn't smooth, but her hand working the base in time with her mouth is perfection, and it's the hottest thing that's ever happened to me.

My daughter is sucking me off. Her cute little eager eyes flicking to mine for approval, which I give her with a pat on her head.

"You look so pretty with my cock in your mouth, honey. Keep sucking, you are relaxing Daddy so good."

I thread my fingers through her hair. Feeling the bob of her head transmitted through my palm.

"Look at me."

She looks up with her mouth full and those massive brown eyes, and I almost come on the spot. My stomach muscles clench, my balls tighten.

I tighten my grip in her hair. "Slower. Take your time. No rush. You'll be doing this a lot from now on."

She slows. She hollows her cheeks on the upstroke, and my hips jerk forward as I hear myself make a sound I've never made in my life.

"Just like that." My brain is barely functional. "Fuck, little bird. Just like that. Keep going up and down, up and down."

She takes me deeper. Holds. Gags slightly and pulls back, eyes watering, and does it again because she wants to please her Daddy.

“You’re such a big girl. Doing all these grown up things with Daddy.”

I try to pull her off, because I want this moment to go on and fucking on. But she grabs my hip, digs her nails into the muscle, and shakes her head with my cock still in her mouth. The refusal sends a bolt of heat straight through my spine.

She takes me to the back of her throat, and I come with a sound that shakes the fucking windows.

The orgasm tears itself from somewhere deep in my soul, my hand fisted in her hair while I pulse against her tongue, and she swallows around me, swallows again, her throat working, her nails still anchored in my hip like she's afraid I'll pull away before she's gotten everything she came for.

She finally pulls back and wipes her mouth with the back of her hand.

"Maybe that's a good way to say good morning, too, Daddy." She pokes her tongue out at me.

She settles back in her chair, then picks up her fork and takes a bite of eggs like she didn't just rearrange my entire understanding of who's in charge here.

"You're staring again," she says.

Yeah. I am. And I'm starting to think I'm the one who's in trouble.


Chapter 6


Her phone rings at seven Sunday morning and it sounds like the warning bell I knew would come sooner or later.

It’s been days of fucking bliss. Fucking, sucking, working, playing, sleeping, eating, but I knew this moment would come. The world is coming for what we have, but I’m fucking ready.

Wren is facedown in my bed, bare except for a little pink tank top that says ‘Brat’ across her tits that I bought her out shopping the other day. It’s bunched at her ribs. Dark hair wrecked against my pillow, bangs smashed sideways. The kind of imperfect composition I'd kill to shoot but can’t tear my eyes from long enough to get my camera.

I've been awake for an hour. Hard since I opened my eyes. Hard the way I've been hard for her since I got the first lick of her pussy.

She kicked the covers off sometime around four and I've had an unobstructed view of her bare ass.

I want to spread her open right now, drag my tongue through her while she's still half-asleep, feel the exact moment her body registers what's happening before her brain catches up.

Christ. I'm an old fucking man and I'm lying here throbbing like a teenager because this girl breathes in her sleep and her lips part and all I can think about is sliding my cock between them.

I want her to know me as her father, her protector, and the man that teaches her what it means to be a perfect, good, dirty girl for me and me only.

Wren jerks awake. Goes white. She's already reaching.

"Don't answer it."

She does with a bleary, sex sated voice. Of course she does. "Mom?"

Linda's voice seeps through into my happiness stabbing it with a rusty blade.

Wren sits up, crossing her legs, swiping hair from her eyes, shoulders slumped. "What do you mean, Dylan called you?"

I only get Wren's half, but I don't need the rest. I've spent enough years inside Linda's darkroom to reconstruct the negative from memory. Dylan called. Played wounded.

"He cheated on me. I told you that in my text."

Whatever Linda says makes Wren flinch like she's been slapped through the phone.

"Sure, Mom. I'll think about it."

She hangs up. Stares at the far wall. The loose, unhurried woman I've spent days coaxing into the light starts to fade. Armored up again, shoulders climbing toward her ears, jaw wired shut.

"What did she say?"

"That I'm dramatic. That every couple has rough patches." Her voice splinters. "She said I pushed him to it. That if I'd been more open. He wouldn't have needed to look elsewhere."

Copper floods the back of my mouth. My molars creak.

"Your mother told you it's your fault he cheated because you wouldn't do what he wanted?"

Linda’s expectations for Wren were always off, but this? Fuck this.

"Maybe she's right. Maybe if I hadn't been so —"

"Wren." Whatever she hears in my voice stops her dead. Her eyes snap to mine. "She’s wrong."

She presses both hands over her face and sobs.

I pull her into my lap. She resists for just a second before her weight gives, and she's against my chest, crying until my skin is wet. She’s not crying about Dylan.

She’s crying because her mother has never taken the time to understand her. To look into her as a whole person who owes nothing to anyone when it comes to who she wants to be in this life.

Linda was always so full of expectations, killing her daughter’s spirit, making her think at every turn she was some level of disappointment. It cuts especially deep when it’s dressed up with smiles and ‘I love you’s’ and ‘I just want what’s best for you’.

It’s love as a weapon, and I’ve had fucking enough.

"Nothing is wrong with you. Not the way you look, not the way you fuck. All you needed was the space to decide for yourself." My mouth finds the part of her hair. "You want to be held down? Want to come on Daddy’s cock? That's who you are. You weren't ashamed with me, you were free, calling me Daddy, admitting what you want, what your soul needs. Don't let them take that from you."

"What if they're right?"

"They're not." I catch her face. Thumbs on her jaw, tilting her into the light the way I would a subject I needed to see without obstruction. "I've spent my whole career reading faces. I know what performance looks like. I know what honesty looks like, too. Whether it’s in my studio, in my bed, padding around my kitchen in my boxers, my cock in your mouth, my tongue lapping at my daughter’s pussy... it’s all fucking perfect, and you're the most honest person I've ever had in front of my lens or behind it."

A tear tracks down her cheek. I catch it with my thumb and bring it to my lips to lick it clean.

"Grant." She flattens both palms against my chest, right over the heartbeat I can't get under control. "I've had a crush on you since before I should admit. Then it wasn't a crush anymore. It was the reason even kissing Dylan felt wrong. Because it wasn't you. Is that wrong?"

I shake my head and hold her tight.

"I need to know this isn't just protective. Or you scratching an itch." Her voice goes thin. "Because if that's what this is—"

I kiss her. Kiss the doubt out of her mouth. When I pull back, it's just far enough to focus.

"When you came here that night, I told you I wanted you. That was the easy part." I land my forehead on hers. "I’ve loved you for so long. The hard part was when I started to be in love with you, baby. I stayed with your mother, then, only because the idea of not being with you every day was impossible. Until being with you every day was impossible. After that night in your bed, I lost myself, and came in your room, and left your panties full of my cum while I thought you were asleep...”

She climbs into my lap. Straddling me, the sheets pushing up my legs. I'm bare beneath the covers. Haven’t worn a thing to bed since she started sleeping in it.

Her pussy lands hot and slick against the underside of my cock, every fold dragging wet along the length, and I seize her hips on pure reflex.

She reaches between us. No hesitation, no fumbling, just her fingers wrapping around my cock and feeding into her body with the quiet competence of a woman who knows exactly what she wants. The blunt press of my head against her opening locks my jaw so hard I hear the click.

She sinks down onto me, going slow and deliberate. She takes me in silence, her body stretching around me, her breath snagging on each inch, going faster, deeper.

"Daddy."

“Daughter,” I whisper back.

She bottoms out, and we both go still. Her forehead drops to the side of my neck. Breath shaking against my throat. She's so tight around me, it borders on cruelty, an exquisite, impossible grip that drags my balls up tight and turns my hands to fists on her hips.

I feel her heartbeat through my cock. Every pulse squeezing me, releasing, squeezing again. The rhythm of something alive and unhurried and so certain of its right to be here that it puts twenty years of my caution to shame.

She starts to move. Rolling her hips in a slow grind that drags me along the front wall of her pussy, and my hands spasm hard enough on her waist to leave signs of the pressure tomorrow. Good. Let the bruises develop. I love seeing her marked with me.

She rides me slow, lifting her hips until only my head stays inside her before dropping back in one fluid sink that punches the air from both of us. Again. Again. Building a rhythm that isn't fucking so much as the two of us finally telling the truth at the same speed.

Morning light catches her collarbone, and I think, stupidly, golden hour. The warm band cuts across her skin at exactly the angle I'd position a reflector if I had one. Her face right now is perfect, flushed and open and wrecked with pleasure.

She tightens around me on the upstroke. It’s a deliberate, knowing clench that says I know exactly what I'm doing to you. I grip her ass in both hands, spreading her, pulling her flush against me, so my cock buries to the root and her clit grinds against my pelvis.

The sound she makes isn't a moan. It sits lower, somewhere deep in her chest, the kind of noise that escapes a person when something they've wanted for years finally arrives, and they don't have language for it yet.

My gaze drifts to where our bodies join, my cock disappearing into her, slick and thick, the base smeared with how wet she is. I drag my eyes back up, and she's right there, dark and steady and completely unguarded.

Her mouth falls open, her head tipping back, and the tendons in her neck stand taut. I press my mouth there. Just my lips against soft flesh, feeling her pulse hammer as I hold her while she rides me.

"I love you, Daddy..."

I cup the back of her neck and pull her mouth to mine. Kiss her deep and unhurried while I plant my feet on the mattress and thrust up. Giving her every inch on a long, rolling drive that makes her whimper against my teeth. I swallow the sound. I want every noise this woman makes, and I don't want to share them with the room.

"I love you too, baby girl. My beautiful daughter."

She pulls back so I see tears on her lashes, hips still grinding that slow, devastating circle. "I love you," she says again. "I love you."

Her body tightens. She's close. I can feel it in the way her thighs tremble against my hips, the way her rhythm gets jerky. I hold her steady. Keep the pace slow, even though every nerve in my body is screaming to flip her onto her back and drive into her until the headboard splits the drywall.

I press my forehead to hers. "I love you, Wren."

She comes with a shudder that starts in her belly and rolls through her in waves, her pussy gripping me in rhythmic pulses so tight they drag my own orgasm up from the base of my spine by force. Her mouth falls open against mine, breathing my air.

I empty into her in long, shuddering pulses. My breath comes ragged and wrecked against her collarbone.

She doesn't climb off. She stays in my lap, with me softening inside her, face buried in my neck, breath hot and jagged against my skin. The mess of my cum leaking warm around the base of my cock, slicking us both, but neither of us moves. It’s like we both understand that the second we separate, we’ll have to face the real world.

She holds on. I hold on tighter.

The world is going to have opinions about a man my age and a girl hers, about a stepfather and stepdaughter, and every last one of those opinions will arrive eventually.

But right now, she’s breathing against my throat, her heartbeat syncing to mine, and I cannot bring myself to be afraid of a single goddamn thing.


Chapter 7


Idon't like the way Wren goes quiet in the passenger seat. We're an hour and a half into our drive from my house to campus and she makes the inside of my F-250 fucking vibrate with happiness.

She's been running her mouth since we left. She's talked about Bea's shitty apartment and her lecherous landlord, about books, about a succulent she swears she can keep alive this time despite a confirmed body count of eleven houseplants from her past that I can remember. She talks about her classes, about how she wants to switch her major from business, what her mother wanted, to wildlife biology.

My girl talks when she's happy. Fills the frame edge to edge, no negative space.

When I turn onto University Drive, she stops. Her body goes tight. The jeans and very vintage black Metallica t-shirt of mine she picked out to wear making her look tiny as she tucks her body back against the seat.

I rest my hand on her thigh, feeling the tension in her muscles. "You don't have to go in."

"Yes, I do." Her jaw sets and it's so fucking cute. I know that face. I've seen it a thousand times since I came into her life. She's sweet, but she can give you a run for your money, be assured. "He's still got my grandmother's quilt. And some of my books. And my charger, which — whatever, but the quilt matters. And the books, I doubt he can even read."

I snort.

She's got fire and it's an old story and one she will never have to tell again. A few things left at a boyfriend's place the way they accumulate in that way. I fucking hate it, but that's behind us now. But the quilt is hers and she wants it back and that's enough reason for me to drive her anywhere or kill anyone that wants to keep things from her that mean something.

"I'm saying I can go in alone. I know what you want, I get your stuff and it will be done."

She looks at me like I've insulted her dead relatives. "And miss watching you scare the shit out of him? Absolutely not."

There she is.

I pull into the lot biting back my smile, my dick hard as always when she's around.

The complex is cheap stucco like some new adaptation of Melrose Place. Dylan's white Audi is parked by the stairs. Daddy's money waxed into the clearcoat.

Wren unbuckles but doesn't move. Sixteen years in the Navy teaches you that patience is a weapon most people don't know how to use.

"He's going to say something." She whispers, fussing with her cuticles keeping her eyes down. "He always has something to say."

"Good." I shut down the engine with a push of the button. "So do I."

***

Two knocks and the door opens. The little fuck is waiting.

Dylan is lean, generically handsome in a way that'll go soft by thirty — the kind of face you'd cast as the best friend in a cologne ad, not the lead. T-shirt that costs more than a utility bill. Basketball shorts at noon on a weekday. His eyes find Wren first and that arrogance puffs his chest, then he registers me.

I watch him deflate.

I don't need to say fucking anything. He reads the energy in the fucking room. Then, a defensive hostility settles over his features like bad lighting. I make the guess that he knows who I am. Wren's step-father.

I'm so much fucking more than that now.

"Wren." He pins his eyes back on her. First mistake. "I've sent you like ten messages."

"I know." Her arms cross, standing behind my shoulder. "I'm here for my things."

"Can we talk first?" He leans into the doorframe. The stance of a kid who's won every argument by making the other person feel crazy. "You made this into something it's not--"

"She said she's here for her things." I keep my voice steady. We have a mission to accomplish here, and the faster, the better. "Step aside."

His eyes cut up to mine. Up. "I don't know what she told you, but this is between me and her."

"It's between you and me now."

He snorts with that particular entitlement of a boy who's never been in a room where he wasn't the most important person in it.

Wren touches my arm. "Grant."

As much as I love hearing her say my name, it doesn't change what needs to happen here. I push into the doorway and Dylan steps back. The alternative is my chest against his, and whatever's left of his lizard brain has done the calculation.

"Fine. Whatever. Your shit's by the bed."

The apartment is what I'd expect from a twenty-year-old with family money and no class. Big TV, gaming rig, protein shake bottles on the counter like a still life called Boy Who Thinks He's a Man.

Wren heads down a hall to the left. Dylan starts to follow, but I stop that shit hard stepping into his path with a sniff.

"It's my apartment." He musters some shaky courage but it's already crumbling.

"Sit. The. Fuck. Down." I nod at the closest chair and give him one breath to do as he's told.

Unfortunately for my ready fist, he sits with a scoff but for now, it's Wren I need to focus on.

"Stay." I add then follow Wren's path down the hall and to a bedroom.

The unmade bed takes up most of the space. Her things are tossed in a box. There are a few books, a phone charger, a wadded-up shirt. The quilt is in a lump under the bed like it's nothing.

"Hey." I catch her wrist. "I got you, baby. You need zero courage. I'm right next to you."

She nods and pulls the quilt from under the bed and folds it with a tenderness that makes my chest ache.

It all fits in one bag. Not much to show for whatever she gave this kid, and the anger I've been filing away builds until it pounds at my temples.

Back in the living room with Wren under the crook of my arm, Dylan's on the couch, phone in hand, one ankle on his knee. He looks up as Wren slings the bag over her shoulder.

"So that's it?" Manufactured boredom. "You're really doing this."

"I'm really doing this."

"Over one mistake." He shakes his head and my jaw cracks.

Color climbs Wren's neck and I watch her teeth work her bottom lip, biting back what she wants to say because she doesn't want to give him the satisfaction. I wait ready to give her whatever she fucking needs right now.

"It wasn't a mistake, Dylan." Steel fills her spine with me next to her. "A mistake is, like, forgetting to text me back. You fucked someone else and then told me it was my fault."

Dylan shakes his head and stands. I step forward.

His eyes slide to me, then back to Wren. "Running to your big, scary stepdaddy? I told you you had Daddy issues."

Wren flinches.

Every rational thought in my head goes quiet. Fuck this. I lean down and tongue fuck her mouth in a kiss that leaves no fucking doubt exactly why I'm here.

"What the fu—" Dylan starts, dropping his phone but I break from her lips and butt his sternum with the base of my palm.

"Sit back down."

Dylan turns to me with the amplified bravery of someone who has never been hit. "Or what? You're, like five years older than her mom old man. And, speaking of your mom, I'm gonna give her another call and let her know this shit—"

He reaches for her arm.

Control no longer registers on my frontal lobe. One second his hand is moving toward her and the next his spine is flat against the wall with my forearm across his throat and his feet are scrambling for purchase on the floor below them.

His eyes go saucer-wide.

I lean in. "You don't touch her. You don't call her. You don't text her. You don't say her name to any-fucking-one. You don't drive past her on the street. If you think about her, I'll fucking know and your thinking days will be over." I exhale in his face. "She was never yours. You just had proximity and she was kind and naïve enough to let you fucking in. That's my fault, but it won't happen again, I fucking assure you."

His throat bobs. I can feel his pulse hammering through my forearm.

"Nod that you understand."

He does.

I hold him long enough for the memory to set permanently in his gray matter then release. He sags against the wall, hands on his knees.

I straighten my shirt. Wren is by the door, bag over her shoulder. Eyes wide, lips parted, chest rising fast. She's so fucking beautiful I want to spread her out right here and make this sack of cuck shit watch what fucking a girl like a man really means.

I think she'd be down for it as well by the way she's shifting her thighs together, a ghost of a smile on her lips. She doesn't think I notice. She blinks, trying to look innocent as her eyes catch mine.

I notice everything about this woman. It's a sickness I have no interest in curing.

"Ready?" I ask.

She nods. "Yes, Daddy." She tosses a smirk toward Dylan and walks out without looking back.

I follow. Mission accomplished.


Chapter 8


Inside the truck, my dick is a metal flag pole. I squeeze the steering wheel, looking around for a place to park the truck and sink my meat into my brave little girl as a reward.

"I think I just came a little." She giggles, threading her fingers together and pushing them out in front of her, cracking her knuckles. "Violence is such a turn on."

I choke. "Jesus Christ, Wren. Just when I think you can't get any hotter, you do."

"I'm dead serious." She's grinning and hot as fire. "The way you picked him up. His feet were dangling. His little feet were just—"

She makes this little finger gesture like a kid's legs swinging back and forth.

"They were not dangling."

"They were dangling-adjacent and you know it." I click her seatbelt on and she settles back with a satisfied sprawl. "Bea's going to lose her entire mind. She's been wanting someone to do that since freshman week when he told her she was fat. And, the kiss? Daddy," She gives me a mock, disappointed pout, "That kiss was so hot."

I start the truck and check the mirrors more than I need to. My heart rate is still elevated and it's not entirely because of the kid I crumpled against his own wall. It's the way she's looking at me. Like I'm something she won. Someone she's proud of.

I don't deserve that look but I'm keeping it anyway.

Her shoulders slump. "What if he calls mom?"

I nod, already reaching for my phone. "I'm not going to give him the chance. I'm going to take care of this, right now."

"Wait." Fear rounds her eyes but I smooth a hand down the back of her hair.

"No, baby. I'm taking care of this. If your mother has a cockroach up her ass about it, she'll get over it. When she can be civil and polite, she can come talk to you, until then, everything will go through me."

***

A half hour later, we've had an interesting conversation with Linda. Wren is stable and understands that I'm now the wall between her and her mother for the time being. The TLDR version is, if she wants her daughter in her life, she needs to be fucking polite, accept our relationship or kick fucking rocks.

She loves Wren. She's not evil. She hates me at this point but my shoulders are broad and I know she'll calm the fuck down once she gets her expectations and ego out of the way.

Now, it's time to get back to the good stuff.

"You good, baby?"

She nods. "Yes. I have you. I trust you."

I press her palm to my lips, then flatten it over my heart.

"I need to make a stop before we go back to the house," I say.

"Where?"

"You'll see."

Where we're headed is twelve minutes from campus but the drive feels like it goes on forever.

I'm pretty sure she figures it out before I turn onto the street. Her brow furrows. Smooths. Furrows again. She knows me better than I'd like to admit.

She smacks my arm. "What did you do?"

I pull into the driveway. It's a white craftsman, deep porch, big back yard with enough space for the garden she doesn't know she wants yet.

I spent the week on the phone with contractors and agents. Snuck out one day to do the walk through, transfer the money and set up everything needed to make this happen and keep her safe and me sane.

The house has four cameras exterior, motion-activated, alerts to my phone. New deadbolts. Security system she can run from hers. Not because anyone's coming — because I wasted time already and I'm not leaving another fucking thing about her or us to chance.

But that's not what matters.

What matters is the reading nook I built into the bay window of the second bedroom. She mentioned it once. Once. Passing comment years ago. I kept track of it all.

I put bookshelves in the living room because she owns more books than clothes and has been stacking them on the floor like she doesn't believe she deserves furniture. Kitchen with real counter space because she's been teaching herself to cook from YouTube videos at two in the morning and she thinks I don't know. I know. I know everything about this woman. I've been paying attention since she walked through my door, wrecked and furious and so beautiful it felt like a lens flare straight to the chest.

"Grant." Her voice has gone strange. Thin. "Whose house is this?"

I turn the engine off. "Yours."

Silence. Then, "Mine," she repeats.

"Yours and Bea's. Sort of, it's ours baby. Four bedrooms, three baths. Master's set up for you. Second bedroom has the reading nook. There's a full apartment over the garage for Bea to destroy however she wants. You said she had a shitty apartment and an asshole landlord and you care about her, so I do too. We'll stay here until you finish school, then you can pick out whatever you want, wherever you want. Your pussy has Daddy by the short hairs, baby. I'll burn down the world for you then rebuild it however you tell me to."

Wren is staring through the windshield, her throat working. She looks like a little girl trying to puzzle through how to express all the new feelings she's discovering.

"You bought me a house."

"I bought us a house." I turn to face her. "I move in soon. I'll get things settled at my other place. The security is installed. Neighbors are a retired couple on the east side and a family with a golden retriever on the west, and I've already introduced myself to both and told them my fiancé lives here while she's going to school and I'll be moving in as well."

She exhales. It sounds like it's been trapped in her body for weeks. Maybe years. "You talked to the neighbors."

"Background checked them."

"You background checked the—" Both hands press to her cheeks. She's making little choking sounds like she's laughing or crying. That thing she does where the two crash into each other and I can't tell which is winning. "Grant Sullivan, you absolute psycho. I love you so much."

"Did you not hear what I said?" I grunt, reaching over to grab a handful of that hair I love to pull so much. "Fiancé. Did you grasp that?"

I tug at the roots, pulling her mouth over to mine and shoving my tongue through her lips until she's panting and twisting in the seat.

"Fiancé." She finally breathes against my lips.

"Yes, my daughter is going to be my wife. Fuck the world. I'm going to be happy and the only thing that will make me happy is making you happy, so fuck it. We're doing this baby. I've put enough cum inside your little tight girl pussy to make a flock of babies already. So, you'll be my baby, making my babies and I'll handle it all. Your job is to take care of my cock and be happy."

I lean across the console and pull her hands down from her wet cheeks. Mascara migrating south. If I had my camera, I'd shoot this moment and print it twelve feet wide. The most beautiful portrait I'd ever take.

"Come see the inside."

***

She laugh-cries at the reading nook. She sits in it and runs her hands over the built-in shelves and the cushion I had upholstered in a green I picked because it matches her eyes.

She cries again in the kitchen when she opens the cabinets and finds them full. Peanut butter. The specific crackers she likes. Chocolate cherry coffee.

Vitamins and supplements and a printed schedule of when and what to take because I know she forgets to eat when she's stressed and that shit ends under my roof.

She screams the fucking roof down when she sees all the bottles of her Pomegranate Sunrise scented shit in the bathroom cabinet.

She skips around and calls Bea from the living room. I lean against the kitchen counter and let the shrieking wash over me — Bea's voice through the speaker, a string of profanity that would make a sailor blush, and somewhere in there, unmistakably, the phrase I knew that man was daddy as fuck.

Wren shoves the phone against her chest giggling. Too late. I heard it and it's fucking true.

I am daddy as fuck.

When she hangs up, she struts back to me like a pimped-out peacock. That look on her face — the one that's equal parts wonder and want, tells me everything in my life has brought me here and it's all fucking perfect. She stops a foot away and I hook my fingers into her waistband and drag her against me.

"You did all this in a week," she says.

"I've been planning it longer."

"How long?"

"Since the night I snuck into your room and violated you in your pretend sleep."

She tilts her head back. "You're a bad daddy."

"The best ones are."

I kiss her. She melts into it, palms slapping my chest, rising on her toes. I grab handfuls of her ass and savor it all.

We're home.

When I pull back, her pupils are wide and that sexy, lusty little girl look makes my dick fucking weep. "I want to christen every room."

"We will." I land my forehead against hers. "But first."

I reach into my pocket.

Three days. I've been carrying this ring for three days everywhere. Art deco, rose gold, a vintage, pristine pink diamond from a New York estate sale I found online. The once in a lifetime kind of design that understands beauty is structural, foundational, not just decorative.

I saw it and heard her voice in my head saying, 'Yes, Daddy' and bought it without a second of doubt about the price or our future.

Now, I've been waiting for a moment that felt honest instead of staged. And here it is — her tear-streaked face in a house that made her smile, afternoon light cutting through windows and no camera in sight.

She sees the box and goes absolutely still.

"Grant."

"That's not what you call me now."

"Daddy." She whispers and the world stands still. Her pussy flavor is still on my tongue from this morning and I know my load I deposited earlier is also leaking out of her tight little breeding hole right now.

I pop it open. The stone catches the light and does what I knew it would.

Her hand flies to her mouth. More fucking laughing tears.

Her eyes narrow as my heart lodges in my throat.

What if she says no?

I shake my head, doesn't matter. She's not fucking getting away.

Her hands flutter around her throat as she quirks her lips into a playful smile, nose crinkled. "Get on your knee, Daddy."

"I'm forty-four. My knees have been through two deployments and a—"

"Get. On. Your. Knee. Daddy."

"Bossy brat."

The corner of my mouth lifts just enough for her to know I was always going to do it. Then I drop onto one knee on the hardwood of our home, the ring between us, looking up at the woman who showed up on my doorstep like a hurricane and blew away every moral and ethical reason I thought I had for staying away.

"Marry me, Wren."

"That's not a question."

"No. It's not."

She stares at me. Then she sinks to her knees and takes my face in both hands. This girl, this woman, my whole goddamn future in a pair of hands that I held when I walked her to her first day of school for so many years. Read her stories and taught her how to scramble eggs and humped her body one night while she slept like a lecherous old fucker.

She kisses me. It's the kind of kiss that doesn't need words because it is the answer.

"Yes." Against my mouth, barely a breath. "Obviously yes, you impossible man."

I slide the ring on.

She holds her hand up. "It's art deco. Vintage like Taylor's ring."

"It is."

After a while, she lifts her head. Wipes her eyes with the back of her hand.

"Bea's going to scream so loud the neighbors call the police."

"Good thing I already introduced myself."

"You thought of everything."

"That's a Daddy's job."

She loops her arms around my neck, settles against me.

Afternoon sun tracks across the floor. A dog barks next door. Down the street, a kid bounces a basketball, the rhythm steady and ordinary and so goddamn beautiful it could make a man religious.

"Daddy?"

"Yes, baby."

"Take me to the bedroom. I want to break in that master suite."

I pull her up against me. Easy, the way it's always been with her, the way nothing else in my life has ever been before her and carry her down the hall.

She's right.

We've got rooms to christen.


Chapter 9


Five Years Later

The tripod goes first.

I clock it in my peripheral — three thousand dollars of carbon fiber tipping in slow motion because my wife's ass knocked it sideways while I had her pinned against the equipment shelf. It cracks against the studio floor hard enough to make my twenty-year-old self grieve.

I don't stop kissing her.

"That sounded expensive," Wren mumbles into my mouth.

"It was."

"Are you going to—"

"No."

She grins against me, hooks her fingers through my belt loops, and drags my hips to hers. Or as close as they get with seven months of our second kid between us. She's enormous. She's luminous. She's wearing one of my old flannels with nothing underneath because she came downstairs from studying to allegedly ask about aperture settings for Monday's intermediate class — and I caught her nipples through the fabric and we both knew the question was bullshit.

That was eight minutes ago. Since then I've swept the shooting table with one arm, sacrificed a reflector panel to gravity, and learned that pregnancy has made her so responsive that dragging my teeth along the side of her neck buckles her knees.

I learn this because her knees buckle.

"Whoa —" I catch her, one arm hooked under her ass, the other bracing the shelf. A box of lens filters rattles overhead. "Easy."

"Don't you easy me." She's already scaling me, one leg wrapped around my hip, her belly tight and warm between us. The baby kicks. Square into my stomach. Hard enough I feel it through my shirt.

"Your son has opinions."

"My son can wait." She scrapes her teeth across my bottom lip. "Daddy's busy."

Five years. Five years of that word in her mouth and it still fires straight down my spine into my cock.

I've loved every minute of our life. After she got her undergrad, we moved into the bigger house here I'd been building for a year. It's set back on ten acres, no neighbors, five bedrooms and I'm thinking of adding on.

Her mother…my ex is, well, let's just say we have a quiet truce. She comes to holidays, loves the grandkids and has remarried and lives five hours away.

It works.

"What does Daddy's girl need that couldn't wait until Nora's nap was over?"

"Daddy's girl needs to come on something thicker than a highlighter, which is what I was eyeing upstairs when the endocrine system got boring."

"You were going to fuck yourself with a highlighter."

"The chisel-tip kind. The thick one." She rolls against my thigh and her breath trips. "I made a responsible choice and came to find you instead. You should be thanking me."

"Now, that's my good girl." I bunch the flannel at her lower back and pull it taut, watching the fabric strain across her belly, her breasts, then unbutton it because I need her now.

"Grant. Forty minutes until Nora's nap ends and the monitor —"

"Is in my back pocket. I know." Her breasts hang heavy, laced with blue veins, the nipples dark and beading with milk. The first time this happened, I wasn't prepared for what her milk would do to me. I'd like to claim it was tender and some soft reverence of her new motherhood role. It wasn't. Something in my hindbrain went feral and never came back. "Get on the table."

She hoists herself up, and parts her thighs pregnant and bare and wet, splitting herself open for me in the middle of our studio at two in the afternoon because she has never once in her life known how to be anything less than catastrophically honest.

I step between her legs and palm her belly. My son rolls under my hand, shifting. I press my mouth below her navel and feel him move against my lips.

Then drag my eager mouth upward.

The first pull of her nipple floods my tongue, and Wren's fist knots in my hair. "Oh fuck." Her hips buck. "I love that you found this kink."

I seal tighter. Milk, sweet and warm, and the sound out of her, this furious, wrecked little moan that has zero delirium in it, punch straight into my hard-on.

She yanks my hair. "The other one is leaking. It's jealous."

I switch. The second my mouth closes over her left nipple I draw deep and that familiar haze comes over me.

I'm milk drunk.

I slide my hand between her thighs and she jolts the second my fingers land. She whimpers against my temple when I push two fingers in and curl, and she clenches around my knuckles.

"Please, Daddy." She rocks into my hand. "I've been thinking about you all morning. Couldn't focus. Kept rereading the same paragraph about glucocorticoids and picturing your cock."

"What about it?"

"That I want it." She bites my earlobe. "That I always want it. That being this pregnant turns me into someone who can't sit through a chapter without squeezing her thighs together and it's going to tank my GPA."

"I'll write you a note." I curl my fingers, press my thumb to her clit, and she cries out, grabbing the table's edge. "Dear Professor, please excuse Wren's grades. Her Daddy keeps fucking her stupid and she can't retain information about the endocrine system."

"I love you. God, right there — don't stop —"

She's still trembling when she grabs my jaw and hauls me into a kiss. Deep and filthy, tasting of her cream. "I need you inside me," she says against my teeth. "Now. Please."

"Turn around."

"I'm the size of a parade float. I don't turn around. I execute a three-point turn."

"Then execute it. Hands on the table."

She huffs, but she's smiling then sliding off and bracing her palms on the edge. The flannel clings to one shoulder, her back bare, her ass canted out to make room for the belly. Seven months pregnant, barefoot in our studio, milk dripping, her bio textbook probably still open upstairs with a highlighter holding her place — this woman is pulling a master's degree while pregnant while running a business while keeping a two-year-old alive and she still marched downstairs to fuck me on a Wednesday afternoon.

I don't deserve her. I wake up every morning certain of it and every morning I choose to keep her anyway.

I free my cock and line up. She shoves back, trying to take me.

"Ask properly."

"Please, Daddy." Not a shred of hesitation. She said it shy once, five years ago in my kitchen, and every time since she's said it like a woman who knows exactly who she is. "Please fuck me. I need your cock so bad."

I give it to her. Her words dissolve into a sound with no consonants in it.

Christ. Tight, then yielding, then tight again, like her body can't choose between dragging me deeper and bracing for the next thrust. I lock both hands on her hips and hold, buried. My jaw clenches so hard my molars ache.

"Move." She pushes back against me. "Daddy. Move."

Her palm slaps flat on the table. I bottom out, the way her spine dips to shift the angle. Five years of studying this body and I still catch details that wreck me.

I gather her hair in my fist and pull her upright against my chest and she whimpers, reaching back to grip my neck. I palm her breast and squeeze. Milk arcs in the light landing on the walnut table in front of us.

"That's going to stain the wood," she says, and immediately comes.

The clamp, the shudder, the way her breath cuts dead for three seconds before the panting starts. It's all familiar but never gets old. I hold her up and catch her face in the reflection of the dark monitor across the room.

Always the best thing in the frame.

"Good girl. So good for me. Daddy's little secret. Remember, you can't tell anyone what I do to you when I climb in your bed at night, right?"

"Right." She hums, soaking me with a warm gush.

She takes my hand and guides it down. Past her hip. Over the curve of her ass. Presses my fingers against the tight pucker between her cheeks and holds them there. "This. I want you here."

My cock kicks inside her so hard I see spots. "Yeah?"

"You know it's naughty to ask Daddy to fuck your ass. But, I won't tell."

I spread her ass cheeks and gather the saliva in my mouth and spit, reaching under her and cupping her opening with my fingers, gathering her slippery nectar and rub it all on her tight little hole. I slick my cock with more spit and her natural lube and line up, press the head against her. "Breathe for me, baby girl."

She inhales. The head eases past that tight ring and she gasps, knuckles bleaching on the table's edge.

Another inch and she lets out this low, desperate exhale of relief.

"God, your ass is fucking heaven little girl. You shouldn't make Daddy do these things to you. Now, you have to take it all. You started this, now you're gonna finish it."

"All the way," she whispers. "Give me all of it, Daddy. I can take you."

I bottom out.

"You have no idea what you do to me."

"Show me."

I pull back and thrust. She moans, rocks to meet me, and that's all the permission I need.

"Oh my god. How is it — it's so much. I'm so full." She's babbling, the way she does when her brain cuts out but her mouth keeps running. "Daddy, I can't — it's too — I'm going to —"

I reach around and find her clit. Slippery, swollen, pulsing under my fingers. Two circles and she detonates — screaming into the crook of her arm, her whole-body locking, her ass clenching around me. I thrust through it, through the aftershocks, through the way she sobs for Daddy and I follow her over with a groan dragged from somewhere I didn't know I had left.

I come in thick, hot bursts buried in her with my palm on her belly and my mouth pressed to her spine and our son doing somersaults from the ride I'm giving him, and it's absurd and holy and so perfect.

The monitor crackles in my back pocket.

Wren exhales. "Oh my God."

"Duty calls."

I drag all my inches out of her, a seep of my white release dripping from her puckered hole.

"We should clean up before the afternoon class."

"Probably."

"Grant."

"What."

"Your come is running down my leg and I have to go study the endocrine system."

"Those two things aren't mutually exclusive."

She smacks my chest, wrapping the shirt around her and padding her way to the door, my cum slipping down the inside of her calf.

She's still my little girl and a fucking miracle.

I pull my camera off the table and aim.

"Don't you dare."

“I think you need your tail. Your ass stuffed with a plug is always so pretty.”

Click.

She flips me off without turning around.

Click.

That one I'll frame.


Chased By PawPaw

Eve Fontaine


Chapter 1
Billie


Headlights sweep across the kitchen window and my stomach flips.

"Seven thirty on the dot," my dad says from behind me, still mashing potatoes with more force than necessary.

His wife Janice laughs. Rhett is Janice's father. My step-grandfather, though that word has never fit him. Not since I was fourteen and he looked at me for the first time and I felt it land somewhere it shouldn't have.

I head for the front door and swing it open.

The rain hasn't started yet, but the wind is up, carrying the smell of wet sage and coming weather. His massive F350 King Ranch rolls into the driveway, does his classic three-point turn so it's backed in next to my garage, then cuts the engine.

The door opens and closes with a heavy, familiar thunk.

Boots on gravel. Long strides. He rounds the front of the truck and there he is.

My chest does that thing it always does when Rhett appears. More than a flutter. A full-body brace, like my bones know something my brain won't say out loud.

He's in worn Levi's and a tan flannel button-up, sleeves rolled to his forearms, square-toed cowboy boots scuffed to hell. He looks like the image you'd see if you looked up cowboy in an old encyclopedia Britannica.

He's on me before I get my greeting out, folding me into a hug that lifts my boots off the porch. His arms go all the way around me and then some. I press my face into his chest and breathe him in. Leather and Old Spice and something underneath that I don't have a name for but my body does.

I hold on one beat too long. Maybe two.

"There's my girl." His voice is low, a rumble I feel in my belly. He presses his mouth to my forehead and holds it there before setting me down. His big hand stays on my back, warming me when I shiver.

I pull back and smile up at him. God, this man. Six-four, salt-and-pepper hair curling at his collar, a face the sun and work has weathered into something most men will never earn. His hands alone could be their own biography. I think about them more than I should.

"Missed you, old man." I wink with an elbow to his ribs, keeping my voice light.

His eyes hold mine and those lines around them deepen. He's been gone a week and it felt longer than it should have for a girl talking about her Pawpaw.

Inside, Janice gets a hug with his hand cupping the back of her head the way he's probably done since she was small. She pulls back and swats his arm. "You look too thin. Are they not feeding you down there?"

"I ate fine."

"Not enough. Sit down and eat real food."

Rudolph gets a handshake that turns into a back slap that turns into one of those half-hugs men do when they love each other but would rather swallow glass than say so.

Dinner goes fast the way it does when everyone's hungry and happy. Janice has commandeered my stove, my counter space, and what's left of my dignity — the last time I cooked for them, I set off the smoke detector twice and served pasta that could've been used as grout.

I've contributed coffee. Rhett drinks it like it's the best thing he's ever tasted, which makes something warm curl behind my ribs.

Janice reaches across the table and taps the leather sheath on Rhett's belt. "Okay, I've been dying all through dinner. That handle looks new. You finish the one you've been working on?"

Rhett glances down like he forgot it was there. Unsnaps the sheath and draws it — a fixed-blade with an elk antler inlay that catches the overhead light.

"Lord," Rudolph mutters, leaning forward. "That's a piece of work, Rhett."

He turns it in his hand, offers it handle-first to my dad.

"Can I hold it?" I ask, and his eyes find mine across the table. His gaze drops to my mouth for a fraction of a second, so fast I could've imagined it, and the air between us pulls tight.

"Later." He nods toward the counter raising the mug I handed him a minute ago. "Cup's low."

I get up to make another pot and I can feel his eyes on my back the whole way across the kitchen. Or maybe I just want to.

Janice's phone buzzes on the table. She glances at it, frowns. "Oh, for the love of — it's Darlene. Hank's out again." She holds the screen toward Rudolph. "If we don't come get him in thirty minutes, she's calling about the noise ordinance."

My dad's jaw tightens. He's already standing. Hank's their Jack Russell and he's a whole therapy session unto itself.

"I'm sorry, honey." Janice retrieves her jacket from the back of the ladderback chair. "We have to go deal with this before she gets the sheriff out there."

"Go," I wave them off. "Save Hank from the long arm of the law."

Dad turns to me at the door. "Storm's going to hit hard. You sure you don't want to come stay with us?"

I shake my head. "I have everything I need here. I'll spend half the night up writing. Just go. I'm good."

The goodbye is fast — hugs, a reminder to text when they're home safe, Janice apologizing again for the abrupt exit. I stand on the porch and watch their taillights disappear down the road.

Rhett is in the doorway behind me. I feel him the way you feel a storm rolling in.

"You sure you're all right out here alone?"

I turn and look up. "Yeah."

Then he pulls me in, one arm around my waist. His hand slides down and settles on my hip, his thumb pressing into the hollow just inside my hipbone and my breath catches so hard I pray he doesn't hear it.

We've always had this unspoken thing between us. He made me feel special from that first meeting at the rehearsal dinner.

But, I'm nineteen now and feeling special has changed. I like it more than a girl should like anything about her grandfather's hands on her body.

"Night, sweetheart." His voice is rough, fitting him the way those darn Levi's do. He squeezes my hip and steps into the dark. "You call if you need anything. Anytime."

I watch him cross to his truck, watch the dome light bloom when he opens the door and disappear when he shuts it, watch the headlights flare and swing as he pulls out. I stand in the open doorway with my arms wrapped around myself until the sound of his engine dissolves into the night.

I can still feel his thumb on my hip like a brand.

I step back inside and lock the door. Deadbolt, then chain.

The cabin holds the ghost of him. His coffee mug on the table, the scent of leather fading from where he stood. I press my fingers to the spot on my hip and think about the size of his hand, the heat of it, how he didn't rush.

I shouldn't be thinking about this.

But I've been stuck on a scene for a week, a dark bedroom, a woman alone, the feeling of being watched, and now I know why it won't come. I've been writing around the thing I won't let myself feel.

Thunder rolls overhead and the lights flicker but stay on. I move to the window beside the door and look out — just the dark, just the cottonwoods thrashing in the wind.

I pull the curtain shut, turn my back on the door, then spin on my toe, my hand finds the deadbolt one more time and checks that it's turned.

Just to be sure.


Chapter 2
Billie


The dream is all hands and no face.

Rough palms, wide and calloused, dragging up my thighs, spreading me open. A mouth settling against me that feels like a violation but also like it knows exactly what I need. The scratch of stubble on the inside of my thigh. A low voice humming against me and I know that sound.

The face moves down low, it's dark, I can't see, but what this man's tongue is doing would make a girl find God. He's working his mouth on me and it feels dangerous, but I don't want him to stop.

Please, show me your face.

No, baby. No one can know--

My eyes snap open and I feel like I'm suffocating.

I'm on my stomach, hips grinding into a pillow that's somehow made it between my legs, my worn Bullwinkle and Rocky t-shirt rucked up around my waist. My skin is damp and my breath is ragged and the ache at the apex of my thighs throbs with unfinished business.

I fling myself onto my back and press the heels of my hands against my eyes.

Relentless rain batters the cabin as I kick my heels into the mattress. Lightning turns the room to bone-white for a half second, then it's gone.

I reach for my phone on the nightstand. The screen stings my eyes.

Rudolph at 10:14 PM: Home. Love you baby. Goodnight.

Janice at 10:22: Darlene is neutralized. Call us if you need anything sweetheart.

Rhett at 10:30: Got back safe. Lock up, sweetheart.

Sweetheart. I stare at that word until the screen dims. He calls Janice that too, calm down.

12:03 AM — I've barely been asleep an hour and I'm wound so tight I doubt sleep will return anytime soon. I drop the phone facedown on the nightstand and swing my legs off the bed, padding to the bathroom. I peel off my soaked panties and kick them into the corner.

I twist on the faucet with a squeak, cup my palms, gather some cold water, then lower my face into it with a sigh. Rinse, repeat.

When the dream lust retreats to a dull throb, I brace my hands on the sink and look at myself in the dark mirror. Lightning flashes and I look flushed, wide-eyed, blonde strands falling out of the messy bun.

"What is your problem?" I mutter, tugging my scrunchie out of my hair and letting it fall.

I know what my problem is. My problem is six-four with salt-and-pepper hair and hands that could carve my heart right out of my chest.

I snap off the light and pad back into the bedroom.

Cold air raises goosebumps on my bare legs. Not the stale chill of a drafty cabin. This is fresh, moving air.

I dart my eyes around the dark room. The French door to the balcony is open a couple of inches.

It wasn't open when I went to bed. I press the backs of my knuckles to my lips.

The storm spray is wetting the hardwood in a little puddle by the opening.

A hint of shadow from the porch light, but not enough to make out shapes.

Pushing some steel into my spine, I step toward the door to close it and an unoiled hinge squeals slow, like a bad horror movie. Then a scrape from something heavy follows from behind me.

I go stiff. Every nerve comes alive going on high alert.

"Don't close it." A low voice rolls out from near my closet, where the dark is thickest. "I like hearing the rain while I watch you."

My heart hammers in my throat. I can't swallow around it.

Another creak, scrape. "Was a nice little show. You lying there on your belly. Rolling up that pillow and stuffing it where you need attention. You made some pretty sounds..." The voice is muffled and the silence when he stops talking is somehow more frightening than when he's talking. "Made me want to climb on top of you and do some ass humping of my own. Gave me some ideas."

My hands start to shake. I press them flat against my hipbones. The distance to the bedroom door is five steps to my left. He's to my right, between the closet and the open French door.

"I know what you're thinkin' there, little bunny." He exhales on an audible swallow. The scrape of his boot comes again, one, two. "Go ahead and run. That's a party I'd show up for any day." There's another pause, another scrape, tension presses the air around me as pressure builds behind my eardrums. "I waited for your family to leave. They think you're nice and safe and tucked in for a day or so at least. Enough time for me to have all the fun I want."

My teeth are chattering as saliva gathers under my tongue.

I'm fast. I know this land.

Whoever this is doesn't have that advantage.

I tense my thighs, inhale, and launch myself toward the bedroom door, rip it open, and I'm through it before the sound of his first boot step hits the hallway floor behind me.

My legs move up and down in a fury but his steps come heavy and unhurried behind me.

I take the stairs two at a time in bare feet, my hand slapping the wall as my balance teeters in the dark. I hear him chuckle, then a boot hits the first step following me down.

Fuck. I'm moving as fast as I can but he's still too close.

I hit the ground floor and cut through the living room, panting, banging my shin on the coffee table, pain blooming up my leg. The front door is deadbolted and chained.

Of course it is.

I fumble with both, shaking, rattling the chain off, throw the deadbolt, and yank the door open.

The storm hits me like a wall. Mouth open, I suck in wet air and cold as rain soaks through my shirt.

Wind shoves me sideways off the porch. I catch the railing, then my feet hit mud that swallows me to the ankles.

I dare one look back. A silhouette moving through the house toward the door.

I tug each foot from the mud with a wet, sucking sound and run.

There's no moon, no stars, nothing but the black sky dumping water and the occasional lightning flash that turns the whole world white for a split second before snatching it away.

In those flashes I gauge the old work truck. Twenty yards left. I pivot and sprint, rain hammering my face, blinking to keep my sightline clear.

"Come on." I hiss, reaching the truck and tugging the door handle.

Locked. I don't lock this truck. No one wants to steal this piece of shit.

Fuck.

I slam my palm against the window and spin, pressing my back to the cold metal, chest heaving, scanning the dark.

Lightning cracks overhead. The front door to the house is wide open. The hallway light's been turned on, spilling a weak yellow rectangle onto the porch.

Standing in that light is the man. Watching me. All black. His face in shadow.

I make a break for the tree line. Forty yards to the creek, then north — there's a hunting blind in a huge oak. I can make it.

My feet are numb and every step is a fight, the earth pulling at me, holding me, slowing me down. I'm in nothing but the t-shirt, soaked through and plastered to my body, and the cold is sinking into my bones.

I don't even have the dignity of underwear.

Lightning flashes and I catch a glimpse of the boulders that line the creek and veer toward them. If I can get over, I can get to the blind.

I'm ten feet away when my foot catches something and I go down hard with an oof. Hands and knees and face down into the sloppy earth, the impact jarring through my wrists, cold muck splattering up my thighs and stomach.

I scramble, toes slipping, knees to my chest trying to get up and my right foot slides out from under me and I go down again, tasting mud and rain.

Get up. Get up. Don't quit. Never quit.

Tears burn at my lower lids. This is impossible.

How is this happening to me? My mind spins, trying to think of anyone I've bumped into in town recently that seemed off. I come up with nothing. I've never even had a secret admirer let alone a stalker.

This is crazy.

When the lightning flashes again, he's right there.

Five feet away. Walking through the storm like he's the one that brought it with him.

That's when I see it.

It's not my eyes playing games. He's wearing a mask.

White bone. Hollow eyes. A toothy grinning skull flashing before the dark eats it again.

I choke on a gasp tangled with a gag. I dig into the ground and push off, turn, turn again, cut behind the big rocks and keep low so he can't see when I double back.

I get behind the oak. The ladder's on the far side, out of his sightline.

I manage one hand on the first board and I'm hauling myself up when my head jerks back with a violent tug of my soaked hair and I tumble back to the wet earth with a hard thud.

I scream. The rain sucks it from the air.

There's nowhere to run.


Chapter 3
Billie


My back slams against something broad and hard and the air puffs out from my lungs.

The hard edge of a belt buckle bites into my back through my soaked shirt. A massive arm locks around my waist like a steel bar.

"You're fast, little bunny." His mouth is against my ear, muffled through the hard mask. His chest expands against my back. "Thought you'd make it all the way up. But I would have followed."

I kick backward with a grunt, heel connecting with his shin, and he scoffs but it's a pleased sound, not a pained one. His arm tightens until my ribs ache.

"Fight all you want, little girl. Makes my cock harder."

He starts walking with me thrashing and throwing fists back over my head but all I hit is flat, stone hard muscle.

Heat lights up my skin, a tight fury in my belly knots as I settle my focus on the locked arm around my waist but it's covered by soaked, black fabric and as much as I pull and pound and scratch, I find no weak spot on this mammoth intruder into my life.

His footsteps speed as we move, not quite a jog, but strides that cover the ground like a normal man running.

We reach the porch as my strength wavers and he hauls me up the steps and through the open front door, my toes barely brushing the floor.

Inside, he kicks the door shut behind us with a bang that shakes the frame. Water pours off us both, pooling on the hardwood, and the sudden absence of the storm's roar makes the house feel like a vacuum. All I hear is my own ragged breathing and the drip, drip of the rainwater falling off us.

He sets me onto my feet, there's the thunk of the deadbolt, then he clutches the top of my head in an enormous hand and aims my face toward the stairs. "Move."

I do. Not because I've given up. Because the cold and the run have taken everything I have and my legs feel like over-cooked noodles.

He walks right behind me, guiding my head with his hand. Warm breath hits the freezing skin on the back of my neck sounding muffled through the mask, and the fingers of his other hand poke at the small of my back when my forward motion slows.

Up the stairs we go, my pulse pittering like a hummingbird's, down the hall until we're back in the bedroom.

"What do you want?" I scream. It's a fairly rhetorical question but I can't go down in silence. I won't.

I have to do whatever he wants so I live. That's the goal.

Just. Live.

"I don't want to ruin the surprise, little bunny." He answers, in a register so low it's barely audible but my already freezing exposed skin chills further.

He pushes me forward, slamming the door behind us, and before I draw a breath, that hand on my head returns, the fingers digging in as he spins me around and I'm shouldered against it with a thud.

"Let me go!" I work my knee upward but there's not enough room to gain any velocity. I curl my fingers into fists and pound but the only body part I can reach are shoulders that feel like rocks.

"Shhhh, it will hurt less if you calm the fuck down." He towers over me in that skull mask, water squishing our clothes as he pushes against me, mud streaking my legs and the black fabric that covers him. The room is dark except for the lightning that keeps turning it into a series of still frames.

I glare back, panting and shaking and the idea that no matter how hard I fight, how smart I try to be, I may never leave this room again settles into my bones.

Finally, he reaches behind his back then his hand comes back around and even in the dark I know it — the shape, the weight, the smooth carved handle he'd made himself.

The knife he said he'd show me later.

How is this happening?

He holds the slick metal to my throat as my mind spins, tip pressing the soft skin just beneath my jaw.

"Didn't think I'd let you get away, did you?" He tilts his head, the mask grinning at me. "Nowhere to go out here. Nobody to hear you. Just you and me and all this dark."

I should be terrified, maybe this man…he ambushed Rhett on his down the drive, stole his knife.

But when his free hand slides between my thighs — rough, mud-slick fingers pushing against bare flesh the sound that leaves me isn't just fear.

It's filthy and desperate and it comes from somewhere I can't control.

He laughs. Low and pleased and muffled but deep in my marrow, I know.

"You're sick," I hiss, my whole world unraveling. Everything I've known up until now in my life, starts to crumble around my mud-covered feet.

He leans in until the skull's grin is inches from my face. "That makes two of us." His fingers push harder, sliding through my feminine places, and my hips move against his intrusion as much as I battle the urge, I lose.

I have to be sure. I shove my hand up between us, fingers hooking under the jaw of the mask and ripping it sideways.

The buckle snaps and it clatters to the floor as the burning in my eyes returns.

Lightning cracks at the same moment his face is bared and the world stops turning.

No. No, no nonono, not him.

I know those eyes. I know that jaw, that hard mouth, those sun-creased lines carved deep around eyes the color of a winter sky.

I know that hair, damp now and falling across his forehead.

He was looking at me just like he is now across my dinner table a few hours ago. While my father sat beside him.

My mouth opens. My chest fills. His fingers between my thighs and I'm still wet and I'm still pressed against this door by a man who just chased me through a storm.

"Pawpaw?"

His expression doesn't change. He doesn't soften, doesn't pull his hand away from my pussy. He holds my gaze with those cold, steady eyes and pushes his fingers into my opening. Two thick, rough fingers enter me with no warning and my head falls back against the door.

"That's right, little bunny." His voice is all Pawpaw now. No mask to muffle it. Just that low, raw scrape I've heard say grace over supper and tell my father how proud he is to be part of our family. "And you're soaking wet for me. So let's see how much worse I can make you feel about how good this is going to get."


Chapter 4
Billie


His fingers are inside me. His face is bare. And I can't stop staring at it because it's the same face that kissed the top of my head on my porch tonight, the same face that smiled across my dinner table while my dad talked about fence posts.

The same face that belongs to the man my family calls Pawpaw.

"You can't do this," I whisper, even as my hips roll against his hand. Even as my pussy clenches around his thick fingers like it's trying to keep him there. "You're — we're —"

"Say it." He curls his fingers inside me and I gasp. "Tell me who I am."

I shake my head. If I say it, it's real. If I name what this is — his fingers deep in his granddaughter's cunt, my body pinned to the door by a man who played Santa on Christmas. Who taught me how to whittle sticks and scared Billy Tindale half to death by waiting in the backseat of his shitty Buick with one of his bowie knives after he kept snapping my bra sitting behind me in Algebra.

If I say his name, all those good and pure memories disappear and I can't pretend this is a stranger in a mask.

He pulls his fingers out and I involuntarily whimper at the loss. He holds them up between us glistening from my own lusty betrayal and not the rain with an expression as calm as stone.

"You won't say it, but your little pussy already did." He brings my arousal to my mouth and drags them over my lips, painting me with my own flavor. "Now open up and taste how much you want your Pawpaw."

My jaw loosens and he pushes his fingers between my lips. I taste salt and shame and the edge of my own arousal and I suck without being told to. He watches me with those winter-sky eyes, unblinking, and my face burns so hot it could dry the rain still clinging to both of us.

He pulls his fingers from my mouth and reaches behind him for the knife.

He holds the blade to my throat. Tip resting in the hollow, cold steel warming fast from the heat rolling off me. His bare face makes it worse — or better, I don't know which anymore. The skull mask was horror-movie terror. His actual face is something else entirely. Familiar terror. The kind that comes from knowing exactly who's holding the knife and wanting him to press harder.

"Pawpaw, please." My voice cracks, I'm begging for what I'm not sure.

"Please what?" He tilts his head. One corner of his mouth lifts, that familiar twinkle in his eyes. "Please stop? Or please don't?"

I don't answer because the truth is both and neither and something in between that I don't know who I am.

He flicks the blade downward. One smooth long motion and my nightshirt splits from collar to hem, the wet fabric parting exposing my chilled skin. He doesn't stop at the bottom — he traces the tip back up, and the ruined shirt falls open and hangs from my shoulders.

"Take it off."

My fingers shake as I push the slit shirt off my shoulders and let it drop. The fabric hits the floor with a sloppy, sodden smack.

I'm naked. Mud-streaked, goosebumps racing over my skin.

Rhett's eyes travel down my body with the slow patience of a man who's been waiting a very long time for something. His eyes linger on my tits before continuing downward, touching my stomach, hips, the dark strip of hair above my mound.

"Look at my big girl." His voice drops to that low rumble and my nipples literally ache. "All grown up and smelling like a slut for your ole Pawpaw."

My eyes sting. Shame and pain and lust stab at my softest parts and I can't stop the fluttering down below my belly button.

"That's sick," I whisper. "We're sick."

"Maybe." He traces the flat of the blade across my left breast, circling my nipple with the cold steel. "But your cunt doesn't think so." He presses the tip in just above my nipple — one bright point of pain, one bead of blood rolling down the curve. "Your cunt thinks this is exactly right."

He's not wrong. I can feel myself dripping down my inner thighs.

"Touch yourself."

I shake my head.

He presses the blade harder against my breast. "I watched you hump a pillow in your sleep, little girl. You think I don't know what you need?" He leans close enough that his breath ghosts over my mouth. "I've read every filthy word you've written. I know what your characters do in the dark. Now show me what the author does. Get your fingers in that fucking cunt or Pawpaw is going to show you a different side of him."

My hand slides down my belly. It doesn't feel like a choice.

When my fingers meet my clit, my thigh muscles shake. I'm so sensitive the slightest pressure sends a convulsion through my pelvis.

"Inside," he orders. "I want to see you shove them deep."

One finger. Then two.

I push them in and my mouth falls open. God, why am I so wet?

Pawpaw watches, jaw working in the low light. This man taught me to saddle a horse and kissed my forehead thousands of times and is now watching me fuck my own pussy with my fingers against my bedroom door.

"Deeper."

I shudder and push. My palm grinds against my clit and I bite my lip until there's a metallic sting that spreads over my tongue.

"More. All of them. Show Pawpaw what a dirty girl you are."

I add a third finger. A fourth.

"I can't."

"Awe, you and I both know that's a lie. And you call me Pawpaw. I like to hear you say it."

"Pawpaw." I breathe, pushing, pushing as he kicks the inside of my left leg.

"Here, let's get you in a better position." Rough hands work my leg to the side, grabbing my stuffed moose from the basket next to the door and positioning my foot on top. "Keep that knee out like that, I like a good view of my granddaughter when she's being a big girl."

"Please—" I start to beg for whatever this is to stop, but that sharp point on my nipple cuts off any plea I might have managed.

"Get that hand inside your cunt. I know you can do it, it's your hand or mine." He holds up the fist of his other hand in front of my face and the melon sized knuckled ball sends a blast of fear coursing through me.

"I'll do it, Pawpaw. I'll try."

He unfurls his fingers and runs his knuckles down my cheek. A half smile making him look evil but still, Pawpaw. "I'm always proud of how hard you try. You're my good girl, I love you, now do it." His voice softens, then hardens to stone and I close my eyes and wince, tucking my thumb and pushing and the stretch is blinding.

"It burns." I whimper as I push but when I open my eyes, his stare tells me he doesn't care.

My inner walls resist then give, my vision flickers like the end of an old movie flapping in the projector.

A half sob, half moan croaks from my throat and I hate how good this feels. I hate that he's watching. I hate that I like him watching.

"That's my girl." His words are lust and gravel and my body gushes around my hand. "Look at you. Stuffing that little cunt so full for your Pawpaw. Keep going. Something else big is coming for you and I want you ready. I know you want my cock, but you have to earn it."

I whimper and push deeper, my hand sinking in to the wrist as I gasp. Everything inside me lights up with a fury of sensation. Pain and fullness and a desperate, clawing need for more, more.

The tendons in my shoulder and wrist ache from the strained position but my clit is on fire.

I'm close, getting closer as I turn my fingers into a fist inside the heat of my body, my eyes roll back—

"That's enough." He grabs my wrist and jerks my hand free. The extraction is sudden and graceless and my pussy clenches around the nothingness desperate and throbbing for something. He holds my hand up between us, fingers shining, and studies it.

Then he presses it to his mouth. Watching my grandfather's lips closing around my index finger with his tongue working the taste of me with a satisfied groan is sick and more erotic than I would admit outside of this room.

He sucks each finger clean, his eyes locked on mine. When he bites the pad of my thumb, I jolt and a small, broken sound slips from my lips.

"Every time I sit at your table," he mumbles against my wet fingers, "I think about this. What you'd taste like. What sounds you'd make." He lets my hand fall. "Your daddy's sitting right there asking me about cattle prices and all I can think about is getting my mouth on his little girl's pussy."

My stomach drops and my cunt pulses and I want to be sick and I want to come and I can't tell the difference anymore.

He crouches.

Oh my god.

Even on his haunches, he's enormous. His shoulders spanning the width of the doorframe, his hands gripping my hips like I might try to run again. He returns the knife into wherever it came from at his back, hooks my left leg over his shoulder and I'm spread wide, one foot on the floor, totally open to him.

"Pawpaw, don't." But my voice is thin and reedy and we both know I don't mean it. Or I do mean it. Or I mean it and want him to do it anyway.

"Don't what?" He drags his tongue through my folds — one long, slow stroke, base to clit — and my hand flies to the top of his head. Not to push him away. To grab his hair and take something from him.

No. Don't give it to this, it's twisted and sick.

I pull my hand back with a choked sob.

"Pawpaw, I can't. It's wrong."

He laughs against my pussy. "Is it, baby? Then, fight me. Makes my cock harder every time you pretend you don't want this." He sticks out his tongue, pulling my outer lips apart with long, rough fingers and circles my clit.

I grab his hair. I can't stop what's happening to me.

He eats me like the man in my dream.

His tongue pushes inside me, then flat and wide over my clit, then pointed and precise on the spot that makes the world seem to spin faster. He works me with his mouth the way he works everything — patient, relentless, unrushed.

His hands are full of me with one gripping the back of my thigh, the other spread across my stomach, pinning me to the door. And when he pulls his mouth off my cunt, it's to drag it sideways across the crease of my hip. He opens his mouth against the tender skin there and bites down.

He sinks his teeth in until a sharp burst of pain tells me he's broken skin.

I screech and kick and he growls against the hot spot where he bit down. The vibration rolls through my hip and straight into my clit. He laps at the bite and the floor feels like it's shifting under my bare feet. Then he drags his mouth back to my pussy with my blood on his lips and goes back to eating me with hunger that borders on violence.

I'm going to come. I can feel it building at the base of my spine, gathering like the storm that's still pounding my roof.

"Please, I don't want to come, Pawpaw. Not like this. Not with you. Why are you doing this?"

"Because I love you and this is how I show it now. I've waited. I've waited a long time and it's time. You owe this to me and you know it, don't you? You've always touched me and hugged me too long and given me all those little signs this is what you want. Now, you're getting it so be good and come for your Pawpaw and thank me like a good girl when you do."

He seals his mouth over my clit and pushes two thick fingers inside me and I convulse. I come so hard a raw, ugly sound drags out of my throat and my legs turn to cooked noodles and only his shoulder under my thigh keeps me standing.

I can't stop any of it, the pleasure and the shame and the gut-deep wrongness of coming on my Pawpaw's tongue while his fingers are buried in my pussy.

He doesn't stop. He works me through every pulse and aftershock until I'm shaking and begging and only then does he let my leg slide off his shoulder and steadies me against the door as he pushes to his feet.

My legs are water. I'm a mess of tears, snot, rain, mud. I feel like I've been taken apart and put back together upside down.

He cradles my jaw in one rough hand. Tilts my face up so I have to look at him. And the expression on his wet face is tender and savage at the same time. Like he loves me and wants to hurt me and sees no contradiction between the two.

"That's a big girl. Showing me that your little body is ready for the things I'm going to do to it," he whispers, and his thumb swipes a tear off my cheekbone.

Then his hand drops to his belt.

Clink, pop, then the distinct sound of a zipper.

He pulls his cock out and there's no words for what I see. Lightning flashes showing off the thick, veined shaft, the girth mimicking my forearm.

The deep, purple head is slick and looks like it's ready to pop. He's enormous. He strokes himself once, base to tip, and a fresh bead of fluid wells at the tip and drips to the floor.

"On your knees." He snaps his tongue in his cheek and my legs fold.

My knees knock against the hardwood as I steady myself, relentless tears now burning rivers down my cheeks. The weight of his hand presses on the back of my head, then fingers tangle in, fisting my hair, tilting my face up.

"Open that mouth. I'm gonna fuck all the doubt about what's gonna happen tonight right out of that pretty head of yours."

The spongy tip spreads my lips, a tang of the liquid lighting up my tongue as he takes my mouth without asking.

He feeds his cock in and my jaw muscles stretch. The first thrust fills my mouth and I press my tongue flat on the underside.

The skin is silky smooth, but underneath is angry stone and I don't know how I'm going to get through this or what my life will be like when he's done with me.

He feeds me more, more, until the head hits the back of my throat and I gag, feeling like my stomach is coming up my esophagus.

"Relax your throat. You need to learn how to make Pawpaw feel good, baby. You did all that teasing, even tonight when I hugged you, you pressed yourself against me like a bad, teasing little slut. Now, you learn what that means and do it right."

He drives forward and I choke with a violent, convulsive retch.

"Fuck," he hisses through his teeth. "Look up here. I want to see those pretty eyes. That's it."

He doesn't ease up. He pushes deeper and I gag again and again, my throat spasming around him, spit flooding my mouth and spilling over my bottom lip.

My hands find the hard muscles of his thighs under damp denim and I dig my nails in, not sure if I'm bracing myself or giving in.

He rocks. Cursing, slow at first, withdrawing until just the tip rests on my tongue before pushing back in until my nose is pressed to the coarse hair below his belt and I can't breathe. He holds me there — one second, two, three — and my vision swims before he pulls back, unplugs my windpipe for a second so I suck in air through my nose.

"Look at me," he says when my eyes drift down. "I want your eyes on me while my cock is in your throat. I don't want you to pretend you are doing anything other than sucking off your grandpa."

I suck him deep, hollowing my cheeks as the tears spill again, his hands take control of my head and he uses my mouth as his hole, fucking in and out, in and out, down my throat and I am nothing, just whatever he needs me to be.

"So pretty when you cry." He swipes a thumb under my eye, catching the wetness and brings it to his lips. "Everything about you is delicious. You like being my special girl, don't you?"

His hips drive forward, his grip on my hair burns my scalp, and the wet, gagging sounds fill the room blocking out the storm. Saliva coats my chin and drips down my throat and onto my breasts. I can't breathe on every third thrust and my world narrows to the rhythm of him — in, choke, hold, out, gasp, in again.

"Could come right down your throat." There's a new tension in his voice as I suck, suck, breathe, suck. His control is fraying. "You want a belly full of your Pawpaw's special prize? You've earned it, baby. Now, finish sucking me off and get what's coming to you."

I moan around his shaft and I hate myself for it.

He comes down my throat with a grunt, praising me as the salty cream flows and spurts, falls out of the corners of my mouth. His orgasm shakes his legs and he tears at my hair but I swallow, swallow hoping if I get this over with, he won't be able to do anything else.

He pulls out fast after his cock stops jerking. It's bigger than before it seems, bobbing between us, slick with my spit and his cum.

He fists it once, squeezing, and a thick ribbon of cum stretches from the tip to my swollen bottom lip before breaking.

I let my head fall between my arms which are still braced against his thighs.

Then, I look up at him and something in his expression tells me we're nowhere close to done.

"That's my good girl."


Chapter 5
Billie


"Now, get over on that bed. You did a good job getting your cute little face fucked, but do not think I forgot about how you were fighting me outside. Kicking and punching at Pawpaw. That's disrespectful and you'll be punished for that. Then, you'll get to apologize with your pussy."

I'm moving, doing what he asks but it's like my brain is disconnected from my body. I vaguely feel his hands on my back, my hips, my ankles as I crawl onto the bed on all fours.

"That's it. Stay still." He coughs as my forehead drops to the bedding. "Let me see that pretty pussy from behind. Show Pawpaw what's his."

My cunt clenches and I already know, I can't ever tell anyone about this. How could I?

It would wreck our family. And what about me? I've had what? Four? Five orgasms? I haven't really fought him. Maybe he's right, I lead him on and he loves me. He's doing this because of me.

I'm sagging and calming a bit when I hear the whisper of leather sliding through belt loops. A slow, deliberate hiss that raises every hair on my body.

I don't turn around. I don't need to.

The first crack of the belt across my ass is white-hot, sharp, instant. I cry out and my back bows upward, my fingers twist in the sheets. The pain blooms in a hot spiral, radiating from the point of contact through my hips and down my thighs.

"One. You count from now on." Then it's his calloused hand rubbing the welt in slow circles. "You'll understand someday why I have to do this. It's for your own good." The pain melts to warmth, and that warmth pools between my legs, and I hate my body for what it does with hurt.

The second one catches me lower on the backs of my thighs, and the sting goes deeper. I jolt forward and my elbows buckle.

"Two," I whisper, without being reminded.

His hand slides between my legs from behind, fingers dragging through my folds. "Already dripping again. Pawpaw's barely started and you're making a mess."

The third lands and I moan into the mattress. Spasms twitch the muscles in the tops of my thighs as the heat spreads across my skin.

Rhett goes quiet. His silence like a hand on the back of my neck.

"There she is." He says with a hint of something that sounds like awe. "Pawpaw didn't even have to ask. You're lifting that ass for me all on your own."

I squeeze my eyes shut. He's right. I don't want him to be right but my body is done pretending.

The fourth cracks across both cheeks and I take it with a gasp that vibrates through my chest. The fifth follows immediately, I can't draw a breath as the vicious stripe makes little white specks dot my vision. I arch and exhale and feel something inside me relax.

He smooths the leather across the welts then he tosses it onto the bed beside my hand.

"On your back." He orders and I fall onto my side, dragging my tongue over my dry lips.

He helps me the rest of the way, the springs groaning, and before I can orient myself, he's on top of me, straddling my hips, his weight pinning me flat, his cock thick and heavy tapping on my chin as he works.

He circles both my wrists in a rough hand and pins them above my head. The belt wraps once, twice, the leather biting into my skin as he threads the end through the slats of my headboard and cinches it tight.

I pull with the little strength I have left knowing it's futile.

I'm here physical but I'm coming to terms with the fact that I'm here mentally as well. Whatever that says about me, I don't even give a shit anymore.

My shoulders stretch and my wrists ache as my grandfather, twice my size prepares to do whatever he wants with my pliant and spent body.

The panic tastes like adrenaline. The adrenaline tastes like want.

He climbs off the side of the bed and his shirt goes first. His chest and stomach are a topography of hard labor. Thick slabs of muscle under tanned, weathered skin. A scar on his left side. Coarse hair tracks down from his sternum to his belt line.

He reaches to the back of his Levi's, tugging out the knife again and setting it on the nightstand. Then, he kicks off his boots with a thud, then jeans follow. He shoves them down and steps out and he's naked in my dark bedroom, and I forget how to breathe.

He wraps his fist around his length and strokes and a bead of cum rolls over his knuckles. Clearly, his cock is not having any issues staying erect. Whatever preconceived notions I might have had about older men needing rest periods between orgasms, my Pawpaw is crushing them under the heel of his boot.

He puts one knee on the mattress, then the other, settling between my legs.

He doesn't grab or wrench or force. He just places his palm flat against my inner knee and waits.

The waiting is worse than force. Force I can blame on him. This requires me to choose.

My knee falls open under his hand. The other follows. Just enough for him to see me, not enough to satisfy him, and we both know it.

He pushes my left knee wider with the heel of his hand.

"Wider, sweetheart." He says it like it's the most normal thing in the world. Like my legs should be open to him as a regular part of the day. "Pawpaw wants to see all your pretty parts."

I let him spread me until my hips ache and the air hits the heat gathered between my legs. He kneels there between my open thighs and studies, his jaw working.

"Prettiest cunt I've ever seen." He runs his other hand down his face with that low groan I know means he's pleased. "And it's all for your Pawpaw."

He slaps my pussy hard and I yelp and tuck my hips. The wet smack echoes through my bedroom and the warmth it leaves behind turns to a tingling down into my most intimate spaces.

"More?" He tilts his head.

I clench my jaw and say nothing.

He slaps again. Harder. The sound is louder and wetter and the sting throbs up through my clit and into my core.

"I asked you a question, little girl."

"No," I whisper thrashing my head back and forth. "No."

He slaps again adding more force but I know he's still only playing. If he gave me all he had, I doubt I'd remain conscious.

My thighs twitch to close and he plants his forearm between my quivering knees.

"Liar. Your pussy's telling the truth with all that juicy sweetness that's coming out of you like a river. If I flicked your clit right now, you'd be calling for your Pawpaw six ways 'til Sunday." Another slap. "Hear that sloppy pussy telling me the truth?" Another wet smack and I'm a breath away from flying apart. "Pawpaw can read this cunt like a book, sweetheart. And right now, it's begging."

The layers of pain and pleasure spin and spiral and I'm lost. Lost inside it all. Lost in the sight of my grandfather naked, cock thick smacking my gushing pussy until he unwraps everything I thought I knew about myself.

He reaches up and gives my tits a squeeze as the tension snaps. "These are nice little tits. Perfect size for a granddad to fondle."

The orgasm straps itself around me and I give in to it all. I'm screaming and panting and coming around his cock. Things happen to my muscles I can't explain as sensations that seem almost inhuman choke me and grab my insides and pull.

It's pleasure, but that word is so inadequate. I rocket into space, floating and letting the spasms take hold, riding it up, up, up then, he stops. The silence is sudden and enormous. I lie there shaking, my pussy throbbing, so sore and swollen it hurts to feel the air on it.

And I want his mouth on me so badly I could beg.

He sees it. For a second, I wonder if I said something, he's smiling, smug and satisfied when he finally shakes his head.

"I know, baby. You want my mouth again, but not yet." He reaches for the knife on the nightstand and a new rush of fear prickles over my skin.

Now what?

He brings the blade to his own chest. Presses the tip in just below his left collarbone and draws a line across the muscle. The skin parts and blood wells in a thin, dark stripe, beading across the tanned surface.

He doesn't flinch. He watches it, then smears his fingers through the line, coating them red.

Then he leans over me and paints.

His bloody fingertips press against my sternum, dragging downward between my breasts in a warm, slippery line. He traces the curve of my ribs on both sides with two red streaks like war paint. He gathers more of the crimson fluid, then draws a mark along each collarbone. The blood is warm and sticky and dries almost immediately, tightening in stripes on my skin.

He surveys his work. His blood mapped across my body.

"Now you look like mine." He growls with a nod, his hair glinting in the bit of moonlight that's starting to stream through the glass panels on the door.

My breath hitches and the shame shifts. The pleasure has turned to some sweet poison. There's no going back to who we were before.

He flips the knife in his hand, pinching the blade between his fingers, the smooth carved handle pointing down.

"You know what I'm going to do with this?"

I do. I wrote a scene just like it two months ago. A woman alone, a man with a weapon, the handle becoming something she didn't want.

I wrote it at two in the morning and deleted it by sunrise because it felt too close to a confession.

He knows everything.

He brings the handle to my opening and teases with cool pressure.

"Tell me you want it."

I shake my head.

"Tell me, or I'll use the other end."

"I want it." I gag as I say it but one end of the knife is significantly better than the other end.

"Say, please, Pawpaw." He orders with a slow blink, those blue eyes that used to be so tender turning to ice and I press my head back and give in.

"Please, Pawpaw. Please." I stutter as the words drag from my throat but when I look up, the pleased look I've seen so many times, causes that reflexive warmth to gather in my chest.

"Atta girl. I'm proud of you."

He pushes the handle inside me. The girth is less than his cock but the hardness is unforgiving. My inner walls grip and I feel every ridge, every contour his hands carved into this weapon that's turned into something else.

"Look at that." He sounds almost drunk. "Taking Pawpaw's knife in your little cunt." He pushes it deeper, in and out, fucking me with it and I arch off the bed. "Wonder what your daddy would think if he could see where his little girl's got it now?"

I moan knowing at this point, all my dignity is left in the mud outside.

The knife handle glides in and out. In and out, the handle slick with me, the blade glinting between his careful fingers every time he withdraws.

The danger and the edge of it are their own kind of high. One slip and he'd cut me. In an ironic twist, I trust him to keep me safe. But, the possibility alone has me clenching so hard my vision whites out.

He pulls the handle free and lifts it between us. It shines with my arousal. A thin streak of his blood still visible on the grip. He brings it to his mouth and licks it clean, his tongue dragging over the glinting surface, and the sound he makes is pure, guttural satisfaction.

"Open." He nods to my lips, lowering the slick handle to my mouth. "Suck it."

He slides the handle between my lips and I taste myself and his. I suck it clean because he's watching me and his cock is leaking onto my thigh and I want him to see what I'll do for him. What I'll put in my mouth. What I'll swallow.

"My girl." He pulls the handle from my lips, my body feels like it's on fire and sets the knife aside. "My dirty, filthy, beautiful girl. You do understand how much I love you, don't you, baby? Pawpaw loves you so much."

He shifts his body, lowering himself over me, his hips positioned between my spread thighs and the blunt, fat head of his cock pushes against my opening and I whimper.

My inner muscles clench instantly and I stop trying to figure out if I want this or hate it. Or both.

"Pawpaw, wait—"

He doesn't wait. He thrusts into me in one brutal, feral thrust.

The stretch is immediate and perfect. He's so thick that my body resists him for the first inch, my walls clamping down, and he groans through his teeth and keeps pushing.

"Jesus Christ." His hands grip my hips, fingers digging in. "What a tiny little cunt. Taking Pawpaw's fat cock like a good girl. Does it hurt, baby?"

"Yes, Pawpaw. Wait, please—"

I pant as he feeds me more. Every inch is a negotiation between my body and his. He pushes, I stretch, the burn crests and fades and crests again.

It hurts. It's incredible. I'm too full and I need more and I can't reconcile those two things but my pussy doesn't care about reconciliation. It wants what it wants.

"Too big. Too big." I mutter and wiggle and gasp, and my wrists twist against the belt.

"Too much for my little girl?" He pulls back a few inches and slams forward, burying himself deeper, and I scream. "Tell Pawpaw if it's too much."

"It's too much."

He does it again. Harder. "Doesn't sound like you want me to stop though. Your pussy's telling the truth again while your lips tell lies."

He's right. My legs are wrapped around his waist. I don't remember deciding to do that, but they're locked behind him, my heels digging into the small of his back, pulling him deeper.

He sets a pace that's punishing my insides with long, deep strokes that bottom out against my cervix on every thrust. He grunts and I puff. The air leaving my lungs with every punch of his cock into my belly.

The bed frame slams the wall. The belt digs into my wrists. His body covers mine completely, his chest against my breasts, his breath hot on my neck, as he fucks and bucks and grunts his need into me.

"Every time I sit across from your father," he growls against my ear, his hips pump, pump, pumping, "I think about this. What his little girl's pussy would feel like if I ever got my dick inside her. Now I know, it's fucking tight and men would sign their lives away for a piece of this ass." He drives in deep and holds himself there, my opening burning and my body bursting with the pressure of everything he's forcing inside me. "I wondered if you'd cry when I'd fuck you." Another thrust. "How it would sound when you called me Pawpaw while I'm inside you."

I come. I'm done.

It tears through me. No build up, just explosion. Blackness takes my vision and my heart and my inner muscles clamp around his cock so hard he curses and grabs the headboard.

"Fuck — that's it. Squeeze Pawpaw's cock, baby. Squeeeeze it."

The orgasm hasn't finished when the next one starts. He shifts his angle, hooking my leg higher, and the head of his cock drags across a spot inside me that turns me inside out.

I come again — rolling, vicious, my whole-body clenching as a string of curse words tumbles from my lips as I spasm and spit and turn into a boneless vessel of his pleasure.

"Keep squeezing." He's sweating now, his chest slick against mine. "I want to feel that cunt milk all the seed from my balls."

A third orgasm claws its way from my center and complies with his command.

This one is sharper, his fingers finding my clit and circling it while he fucks me with those same relentless strokes. I'm sobbing. Chest heaving, face soaked and he licks the tears off my cheeks and hums with perverted satisfaction.

"Kiss Pawpaw." His lips hover over mine. "Show me you can give me a big girl kiss. Use your tongue like we see in the movies we watch."

God, I squeeze my eyes shut when his lips connect to mine. The scruff covering his face rasps on mine as the full, warmth of his lips move against me and he forces his tongue through my lips and I push mine forward to meet his.

His movements slow as we kiss and my stomach tumbles, his pelvis pressed solid against the swollen bundle of nerves, grinding in slow, frustrating figure eights.

He groans and I shudder as I kiss him this way. Our tongues twist and move slick and warm inside our mouths as he pumps his hips slowly, in and out of me.

"That was fucking, baby." He murmurs into my mouth pulling his lips back just enough to speak. "Now, let's do some love making."

His mouth slides back to mine with a warm exhale that is scented of sex and whiskey. We are tongues and lips and an easier grind of his hips turn the black to light and I hate how good it all feels.

"You're gonna take Pawpaw's special sauce now, baby. I can't go slow anymore, you feel too good." The bucking of his hips turns feral and violent. "Going to pump this little cunt full."

"No, please," I crack, this is too much, "I'm not on anything, please don't cum inside me." I squeeze around him but there's nowhere for me to go. His weight is immovable, his length plunged deep and no amount of squirming or wiggling is going to help. "Please."

"Too late, baby. You know this is your fault. You made Pawpaw do it, you made me—"

He slams in once. Twice. On the third, he buries himself to the hilt and his body turns to a flat, solid plane.

The first hot spurt sends tears tumbling from my lower lids. The base of his cock spasms, more warmth pumps inside me.

"Barebacking my granddaughter is just what we needed to bring us closer."

He pumps in short, staccato thrusts with each one, he stuffs another gush of sticky semen deep against my cervix.

Thick, hot ropes of my grandfather's cum coat my insides. It's so much it has nowhere to go and I feel it seeping out around his cock and sticking, warm on my inner thighs as I press my nose into his chest and let it all happen.

"Fuck." He breathes finally like a man coming up for air. "Sweet Jesus your pussy is magic. You should be glad I didn't know how good your pussy was sooner baby."

He stays buried in me while his cock twitches through the last of it. His forehead drops to the bedding and for a few moments we're just bodies — heaving, sweating, sated.

"You're gonna be spreading your legs for me a lot from now on." He growls, then kisses my cheek. "When I come in your house from now on, when no one's around first thing you do is spread your legs so I can fuck you. Understand, baby?"

He doesn't wait for my answer, the weight of his body lifts, his length slipping out inch by inch until he heaves a sigh and slips free.

A gush of warm sticky wetness follows, sliding down the crack of my ass then into the sheets under me.

"Messy girl." He sounds so smug. I turn my face in time to see him shove two fingers down between my legs, scooping up a gob of our mixed fluids and raises them to my mouth.

His other hand grips my jaw, turning my head and squeezing so my lips pop open.

"Swallow what Pawpaw gives you." He shakes his head, his thick brows drawing tight. "If your pussy won't hold onto it, I'll feed it to your mouth."

He stuffs the calloused digits inside my mouth without asking and I release a ragged groan.

His cock is bobbing, still hard but slick with us, his balls weighted and hanging low surrounded by coarse salt and pepper hair.

The taste of our pleasure is thick, salty, warm. I suck and lick his fingers clean and swallow, then he gathers more from between my thighs, feeding me until I've taken everything he can scoop out.

"Belly full?"

I nod. My vision blurry. My body is a landscape of ache and warmth and the deep, humming satisfaction of something I shouldn't admit.

He works the belt until it's released from the headboard and my arms drop, numb and useless.

"I'll always take care of you, never forget that." He sets my wrists free from the leather and the sudden realization that his aggressive need for me is just another way he shows me love. How special I am to him.

He rubs my wrists in slow circles where the leather dug in then presses a kiss to the inside of each before lowering my arms to my sides.

I release a long sigh as he braces his torso over me and I'm staring into the handsome face of my grandfather.

"You were made for me to come inside. That's what Pawpaw needs from you, don't ever be ashamed but also, you can't ever tell anyone." The ruddy, deep lines of his face are familiar but different now.

He picks up the skull mask from where it landed on the floor and turns it over in his hands, studying it like he's deciding something.

"How much do you love me, Pawpaw?" I manage. I need this before whatever happens next.

He slides the mask back over his face, and the man who just kissed my wrists vanishes behind the hollow eyes and death-white grin.

"More than you know, little bunny."

He runs one finger down the center of my body from throat to navel, tracing through the dried blood, the sweat, the cum.

"Storm's still blowing out there, little girl." He tilts the skull face toward the window where I barely noticed he's right, the rain is still driving and wind is whipping. "And Pawpaw's dick is still hard. Whatever can we do about that?"


Chapter 6
Billie


He pulls me off the bed by my ankle with one sharp yank that drags me across the wrecked sheets and drops me to the floor in a boneless lump.

He stands looming over me, his cock starting to lose some of its thickness but it's no less awe-inspiring from this angle.

The skull mask stares down at me.

He extends his arm, grabs the belt from where he left it next to my head on the bed, and loops it through the buckle, making a small circle.

He dangles it in front of me and my stomach drops.

"Put it over your head, pet. Around your neck like a good puppy."

"Pawpaw, please." I bite down on my trembling lip. "Don't make me do this."

"You do as you are told or I'm going to fuck the back talk right out of your mouth."

With quivering fingers, I settle the leather around my throat. The tail hangs down between my breasts. He wraps the loose end around his fist and tugs and the belt tightens against my windpipe.

"Pawpaw," I choke.

"Crawl like a dog, sweetheart." He strokes the top of my head with his free hand the way you'd pet something small and loyal. His rough palm smooths my tangled, mud-stiff hair back from my face.

He watched me grow up and never once touched me, never said a word, never let his eyes linger where anyone could see. He waited until I came to him. Until I was old enough and sure enough and brave enough to stand in his kitchen and say I want you and I don't care what it costs.

He loved me long before he let himself have me.

"You're going to walk with me," he says, tugging the belt. "Just like this. On your hands and knees. Right beside me like a good girl."

I lower my palms to the floor. The wood is cold and gritty under my hands. He takes a step toward the bedroom door and the belt pulls taut and I follow. Crawling beside him, my head at his hip, the leather leash connecting us.

We move through the dark hallway. His bare feet are heavy and slow on the floor. My bare knees ache with each shuffle forward. The house is silent except for the rain and his footsteps and the soft creak of the belt as it sways between us.

"I've got you." He assures me in that low voice that makes me feel safe. "You know that, right? No matter what I do to you tonight, I've got you. Always."

Everything else dissolves and it's just us. Rhett and Billie. The secret nobody knows. The love that doesn't make sense on paper but makes sense everywhere else.

He tugs the belt and it cinches my throat. "Down the stairs."

I crawl down beside him, one step at a time, his hand on the back of my neck when I wobble, steadying me without breaking stride.

The shame should be scalding. I'm naked on a staircase with a belt around my throat, crawling naked next to my grandfather. But what I feel isn't shame.

I'm not thinking. I'm his. The simplicity of it sits in my chest like a held breath finally let go.

At the bottom, we cross the living room. Past the couch where he sat with our family hours ago. Past the dining table where my father asked him about cattle prices.

He opens the front door.

The storm rushes in. Wind and cold and soaked earth. The porch is slick, water streaming off the overhang in sheets. Beyond it, nothing. Just black and rain.

He walks me to the railing. My knees hit wet wood and the cold lights up my whole body. He stands beside me, one hand on the belt, the other running down my spine in a long, slow stroke.

"Stand up."

I do, gripping the railing because my legs are unreliable. He positions me against it and pushes my upper body forward until my ass presses back against him. His cock at full battle ready hardness again settles against the cleft of my ass.

"Know what kills me?" He grunts against my ear, the hard plastic of the mask against my ear. "That I get to be the one who does this to you. Out of everyone in the goddamn world, you picked me." His hand spreads over my stomach. "Your own Pawpaw. The man who taught you to ride a horse. Who watched you graduate."

His hand slides lower. Fingers dragging through my folds from behind, coating themselves, then pressing against my asshole. I shiver.

"And you let me do this," he says, pushing one finger into my tight ring of muscle and my nails dig into the wet wood. "You let me have this body." A second finger. The stretch burns and I grip the railing harder, my hips pushing back into the wicked pleasure. Wanting more even while the burn is blooming. "That's my girl." His voice lowers, gets smoother. "Greedy little thing. Pushing back on Pawpaw's fingers like you can't wait to get your little bunny ass stuffed full."

"I need it."

"I know you do." He works me open with slow, twisting strokes, his free hand pressing flat against my lower belly so I feel the pressure from both sides. "You trust me with every dark thing you've ever wanted." He pumps his fingers, in and out, spits down onto the crack of my ass and my whole-body jerks. "I'd burn the whole world down before I let anyone else touch you."

My throat closes and my eyes flood. Under the mask, under the game, under every filthy word and rough hand. That's what this is. A man who loves me so completely he'll become whatever I need. The predator. The Pawpaw. The stranger in the dark. All of it, for me.

He replaces his fingers with the blunt head of his cock.

"Deep breath, little girl. Pawpaw's going in your bottom."

I breathe. His head pops inside and I yell into the darkness.

The stretch is enormous. He feeds himself in slow, one inch at a time, and the burn crests and holds and crests again. He's so thick my body fights him, every muscle clamping, resisting, and he doesn't stop. Just keeps that steady, merciless pressure adding more saliva, another scoop of my juices on his fingers, spreading them on his shaft until something in me gives and he sinks the rest of the way in one long slide that makes him feel like he's at the back of my throat.

"Oh God." My forehead drops to my forearms. I'm full in a way that defies description, his cock so deep the ache radiates up through my chest.

"Look at you." He runs his rough palm up my spine, over the knobs of my vertebrae, and grips the back of my neck. "Bent over the railing with Pawpaw's cock buried in your ass. Soaking wet." His other hand slides between my thighs from behind and two fingers press down on my clit, rubbing, rubbing, then he brings them to my mouth. "Taste how bad you want this."

I open and suck his fingers clean as he pounds into me from behind as his hand leaves my mouth and wraps around my throat instead.

"That's it." He groans and pumps and pulls and pushes. "My brave, filthy, perfect girl."

The rain hammers the ground three feet away and the cold wind cuts across my bare skin and behind me he's a furnace. His chest against my back. His breath harsh through the mask against my neck.

I adjust my angle, tilting my hips. My legs shake.

"There it is." He feels me clench. Adjusts his grip, lifts my hips higher, and hits that same angle making things loop and tighten in my center. "Found what you need, didn't you?"

"Don't stop, Pawpaw. Right there. Please, right there."

"I'm not going anywhere." He holds the angle and drives into it. Each thrust precise enough to make my toes curl on the wet wood. "This ass is mine. This pussy is mine. Every sound you make out here in the dark belongs to me." His thrust bottoms out, his heavy balls swinging low with every thrust, smacking on my wet slit. "And I'm going to hell for how much I love that."

I scream.

"Fuck. Fuck." He buries himself deep and comes. Every pulse hot and thick, filling me, his whole body rigid and shaking behind mine.

The rain keeps falling. The wind keeps blowing. We stay bent over the railing, breathing hard, drenched, steam rising off our skin in the cold air.

He pulls the mask off. Drops it on the porch. Presses his bare face to the back of my neck and holds me with his arms around my middle, my body mounted on him.

Then he pulls out, gathers me against his chest, and carries me inside.


Chapter 7
Billie


He carries me up the stairs with my face against his neck and lays me on the bed the way you'd set down something you were afraid to break.

Neither of us speaks. He disappears into the bathroom and the faucet runs. A minute later, he's back with a warm, wet towel and he cleans me in slow passes, wiping the mud and the blood and everything else off my skin. His hands are so gentle I almost don't recognize them. When he gets between my thighs, he pauses and looks at me with something close to pride.

"Made a mess of you."

"You're a dirty, disgusting man." I snort.

"You love it."

I do. God help me, I do.

I lie there and let him care for me. He puts the warm cloth on my welts, the scrapes on my knees, a nick above my nipple.

His bite mark.

"That's getting antibiotic ointment as soon as I'm done cleaning you up." His face has turned concerned. "Pawpaw got carried away."

He tosses the towel to the floor and lies down beside me. The bed dips under his weight and I roll into him with an exhale.

His skin is still cool from the rain. I press my face into his chest. The thump of his heartbeat slows as the rough pad of his index finger traces down my nose.

His face is flushed, his hair wrecked, sweat and rain drying on his jaw.

But his eyes. God. I could live in the way he's looking at me right now.

"There she is," he says, his thumb tracing circles on the side of my face. "There's my girl."

His girl. My entire being exhales.

"Hi," I whisper back.

He pulls me tight, chest to chest, legs tangled, his arm heavy around my waist.

"How'd you like that little bunny?" he asks into my hair.

"Ask the railing. I think I left teeth marks." His chest shakes under my cheek. "The chase was new though," I say. "How long have you been planning that?"

"Since you wrote that scene. The one with the woman running through the field." He runs his hand up and down my back. "You deleted it, but I'd already read it."

"You have my Dropbox password, Rhett. Nothing is deleted."

"True. I know it all."

I smile against his chest. This is what we are. The man who holds a knife to my throat is the same man who leaves track changes on my manuscripts with comments like "tighten this dialogue" and "this made Pawpaw hard, keep going."

The hands that pin me down are the same ones that rub my feet on the couch while I write. I trust him with my body because he earned that trust with years of other ways of showing me he loves me.

He reads the darkest things I write and doesn't flinch. Doesn't try to fix me. He just shows up and makes it real.

"The porch was a nice touch," I say. "Not in any of my drafts."

"Improvised." His chest moves up and down.

"Romantic being ass fucked by Grandpa in the rain."

"I do what I can."

The storm is winding down.

The first few months of us, I couldn't breathe under it. My father's face. The silence at a family dinner thinking when we'd have to explain that Pawpaw and Billie are together. That the age gap is thirty-two years and we don't care.

I've stopped carrying that weight. Whenever we decide to tell them, they'll either understand or they won't. The people who love us will come around.

And until then, I have this. The games, the writing, the quiet mornings after when he makes me coffee and reads my pages and tells me which scenes made him hard and which ones need a second draft.

"I'm going to write about tonight," I tell him.

"I know you are."

"The chase scene is going to be incredible."

"It better be. I got mud in places mud has no business being."

I laugh into his chest and he squeezes me tighter.

"Hey," I say, tipping my face up to look at him.

"Hey."

"I love you."

He cups my jaw in his rough hand and kisses me. When he pulls back, his thumb traces my bottom lip.

"Love you, sweetheart. More than I know how to say."

"Good thing I'm the writer, then."

He chuckles and we kiss. The rain softens to a murmur and my body hurts and feels so alive.

Rhett's breathing evens out but his long arms stay tight around me. I listen to his heartbeat and think about the ring he gave me, tucked in my nightstand drawer where no one will find it until we decide to show them.

I press closer and the storm fades and the house goes quiet around us.

I fall asleep already writing the first line of our happily ever after.


Chapter 8
Epilogue


Three Years Later

Three hundred women in a Bellagio ballroom are losing their minds over my wife. I'm against the back wall with a bourbon, watching.

Billie at a signing table is a different animal than Billie at home. The line wraps around the room and she's making every person in it feel like the only one. Same thing she does to me.

A woman in the line elbows her friend and points at me. They whisper. I tip my hat and they both turn the color of the Strawberry Margaritas they're holding.

Billie's readers know I'm the inspiration.

Who is HE, they always ask online. Her grandfather, someone will answer. Step-grandfather, someone else will correct. And then a thousand comments about how they'd call me Pawpaw too. Billie thinks that's hilarious. I think it's nobody's goddamn business, but I show up anyway. There isn't much I won't do for that woman.

The family knows now. Has for two years.

Rudolph didn't speak to me for three months. My daughter just sighed and told me if I was happy, she'd support me and help Rudolph come around.

He did. He shook my hand at the wedding. Didn't have to say much. Her friends got drunk at the reception and told everyone I was the hottest grandfather in Montana.

The line thins out. Billie signs the last book, takes the last photo, and finds me across the room. She's wearing a black dress that cost more than my first truck and heels that put her chin at my chest instead of my stomach. She crosses the ballroom like she's coming home.

She leans into my arm. "Hey, Pawpaw. Ready to go upstairs?"

"Been ready for two hours."

She grins and takes my arm and we walk through the lobby. Marble and perfume and slot machines pinging somewhere past the atrium. The elevator doors close and she turns to me with that look.

"You know," she says, smoothing my shirt collar, "you've been on your feet all day. Long flight. Three-hour signing. You sure you don't need a little blue pill to get through the evening? I won't judge. You're sixty. It's natural."

I hit the emergency stop.

The elevator jolts and she stumbles and I catch her by the throat.

"Say that again."

She swallows against my palm. "I said—"

I press my hips into her so she can feel exactly how hard I am. Have been since she put that dress on four hours ago. "Does that feel like a man who needs help?"

"No, sir," she whispers, and the flush is already climbing her neck.

I release the stop. The elevator hums back to life.

Our room is on the thirty-second floor. Floor-to-ceiling windows. Past midnight, the strip is nothing but neon bleeding into the dark.

I don't turn on the lights. The city does it for me, neon sliding across the bed and the carpet and her skin as she walks to the window.

She presses her palms to the glass. The strip is thirty-two floors straight down, headlights and taxi cabs the size of cigarette embers. I come up behind her and unzip her dress in one slow pull. It drops and pools at her heels. Nothing underneath just like I ordered.

"Hands on the glass."

She spreads her fingers against the window. Tits pressed to the glass, my hands already on her hips.

I pull my knife from my belt. She hears the sheath and her shoulders tighten.

I drag the flat of the blade down her spine, one vertebra at a time. She shivers and her breath fogs the glass.

"Every woman in that ballroom tonight wanted to know what I do to you." I bring the knife around to her front, tracing the edge along the underside of her breast. "They read your books. They think they know."

"They don't," she breathes.

"No, they don't."

I press the tip into the soft skin below her navel. Her stomach hollows.

"They don't know that my little girl gets wet the second Pawpaw pulls this knife." I slide the flat down to her pussy and press it against her clit. She moans, forehead dropping to the glass. "They don't know you beg for it. They don't know what you sound like when I make you come with a blade against your throat."

"Rhett—"

"That's not what you call me."

"Pawpaw." She barely gets it out. "Please."

I set the knife on the windowsill where she can see it. Then I drop my pants to my knees, grip my cock and her hip, and push into her soaking hole in one long stroke.

She cries out and the glass fogs around her open mouth. Vegas pulses below us.

I fuck her with my mouth against her ear.

I thrust hard enough to press her chest flat to the glass. "Made me famous. Every reader in the world knows what Pawpaw does to his girl." I pull out slow, push back in slower. "But they'll never know what it sounds like when you say you love me with my cock in my granddaughter's cunt."

"I love you." She's close already, her walls flutter and pulse. Her knuckles are white on the glass. "God, I love you."

"Come for Pawpaw. Right here. Let the whole city see what family is all about."

She does. Her whole body seizes and the sound echoes off the window and comes back to us doubled.

I follow her over, pressed between her shoulder blades, my hands covering hers on the glass. The lights of the strip swim and I hold onto her until my hearing comes back.

We stay panting and sweat-covered for a long moment. Staring out at the lights, feeling how perfectly we fit together no matter the numbers between us.

She turns and looks up at me, reaching up to trace the sun lines beside my eyes.

"Best signing yet," she giggles.

I kiss her forehead. "You say that every time."

"I mean it every time."

I pick her up and carry her to the bed because I'm sixty years old and I don't need a goddamn pill and there isn't a version of my life where I stop showing this woman what she does to me.

Babies haven't happened for us. Yet. But we've been so blissfully happy trying, neither of us has decided to do anything about it. But, soon.

Montana's waiting. The ranch, the horses, the quiet mornings with coffee and manuscript pages.

But tonight, Vegas gets to watch.
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