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One: Megan

“It’s time for you to start earning your allowance, baby girl.”

My face flames pink with shame as my stepdad’s voice rolls around in my head, like it’s done over and over again for the past 24 hours since he gave that ominous warning after dinner last night. Only, I don’t know what he’s talking about because I already do all the chores to keep the house clean and tidy.

I do the laundry, sweep and vacuum, do the dishes, cook most of our meals, and scrub the bathrooms when they need it. What more could I do for the man that I’m not already doing?

I’m happy to help around the house. He works so hard at his job as an arborist, specializing in nuisance tree removal around the county. He’s told me numerous times that he doesn’t want me to get a job, even though I’m 19 now and I know that the café over on main street would hire me in an instant.

Over the years, even before mom took off when I turned 18, my stepdad’s always offered up a weekly allowance so that I could buy things for myself and get my hair and nails done when I want. We’ve had an unspoken agreement that I’ll keep the house up. But that unspoken agreement mocks me now and I feel embarrassed with not understanding where I’ve gone wrong.

“It’s time for you to start earning your allowance, baby girl.”

What does that even mean? I’ve been earning my allowance for years.

I’m so lost in thought that I don’t notice the sound of his truck parking in the driveway. When he comes in through the back door, and it slams with a bang that echoes through the house, I give a little startled scream from the kitchen where I’m pulling the lasagna from the oven.

“Jesus, Meg. I didn’t mean to scare you. Are you OK?”

Thankful that I didn’t drop the glass dish with the lasagna to the floor, I set it on the counter and greet him, “Yeah. Sorry. You just startled me. I must have zoned out- didn’t realize you were…” My voice trails off as my eyes land on him. He’s got his forearm wrapped in a dirty towel. A towel covered in blood. “Oh my god!”


Two: Chet

“Easy, Peaches. It’s not as bad as it looks.” Her concern for me warms my heart. Or maybe it’s the expanse of tanned skin on display thanks to that damn red tank top she’s always teasing me with.

I know she doesn’t mean to draw my attention. I’m her stepfather, for fuck’s sake, but sometime over the last year my dumb brain has stopped seeing her as my daughter and started recognizing the damn fine way she’s growing into her woman’s body.

It’s sick. Wrong. I’m a fucking pervert.

But I can’t force myself to stop. Or step away. Or push her out the door to spread her wings like she deserves.

Unaware of the battle roaring back to life in me, my girl rushes to me and takes me by the hand to pull me toward the bathroom where we keep the first aid supplies. “Are you sure? Do you need stitches? Why didn’t you go to the hospital?!”

In the bathroom, I lean against the counter, schooling my features to try to hide the desire that’s coursing through my veins with her this close to me. She smells so fucking good as she carefully unwraps the towel around my left arm. She’s so close to me now, standing between my feet as she bends forward, tilting my arm this way and that to inspect the long, but shallow, laceration. It’s only bleeding now from one deeper point where the branch gouged into my skin.

Megan’s eyes flick up to mine and her brow creases with concern. “What happened?”

“Just caught a branch as a tree came down. It’s no big deal.”

She spins us, her body tucking perfectly into my chest, like she was made to fit there, and she begins running cool water over my arm. Utilizing the antiseptic cleanser, she quickly and efficiently cleans the wound. Instructing me to sit on the toilet, she stretches my arm out on the counter and applies an antibacterial ointment before covering the cut with gauze padding and taping it in place.

I close my eyes to hide the way they want to roll up into the back of my head as her scent envelopes me. The air feels hot. No, it’s her. Heat is rolling off her body in waves. It feels like a physical force pounding into me, making me want to do things…

As she finishes up, I lift my good arm and reach out to grip her at the hip, resting my hand at the top of her jean shorts and dipping my fingers underneath the flowy material of her tank top. She goes still, her nervous fluttering movements cease as I slowly, ever so slowly, drag the pad of my thumb along the smooth skin of her belly. I look up to catch her blue-eyed gaze as she stands in front of me.

“Thank you for that.” My left hand goes to her other hip, mirroring the first. I’ve got her captured now. Squeezing my fingers into the muscles of her hips, I tug her even closer to me until she’s wedged between my knees. “That’s my good girl.”

My voice sounds strained, even to my own ears. I see her rapid heartbeat pulsing at her throat and I want to seal my lips to the spot and suck. I imagine flicking my tongue over that racing flutter. She closes her eyes, twisting her fingers nervously in front of her.


Three: Megan

“Have you thought about what I said last night?” I barely hear his question over the roaring of my blood in my ears.

His hands lift simultaneously, tracing up my sides, beneath my tank top. They settle on my rib cage and my eyes fly open again when his thumbs gently caress the undersides of my breasts through my thin bra. Oh my god, why is my pussy clenching? “Have you come up with any new ideas for earning your allowance, baby girl?”

I shake my head stiffly, staring at the wall behind him, but he doesn’t say anything else. Doesn’t move a muscle other than his thumbs continuing to brush along the sensitive curve of my breasts. Finally, I lose the battle of wills and drop my gaze to meet his. When I do, the corner of his mouth lifts in a smirk. He sees my eyes flick to his mouth for just the barest second, but it’s enough for him to read my mind.

“Yeah, baby girl. I think we can work out an agreement.”

The next thing I know, he’s got me by the hand, dragging me down the hallway and into his bedroom. I should stop this. What is going on? But then he spins, twisting the hand he was holding up behind my back and pulling me hard against his chest with a grunt. His other hand fists into my hair and he pulls my head back, tilting my face up as his mouth crashes into mine.

I don’t realize I’m whimpering until his pained groan covers my own noises. Oh my god. His tongue, my stepdad’s tongue, sweeps into my mouth ruthlessly. It’s an act of claiming and my blood sizzles with a foreign need to surrender.

His hand in my hair tugs me back, breaking the kiss, and he whispers against my lips, “Be my good little girl, Peaches. I know you can do it.”

My brows crinkle in confusion for half a second, but then his hand in my hair tugs downward, pulling me down, down, down until I’m on my knees in front of him. “Take my dick out, darling. Suck your daddy’s cock.”


Four: Megan

My brain stalls out.

I can see the hard length of him straining against the front of his jeans. When his grip in my hair tightens, and he reaches down with his free hand to lift the hem of his t-shirt, exposing the rigid muscles of his abdomen, my hands jerk up of their own accord. I unbuckle, unbutton, and unzip- the whole while able to feel his approval matching my every movement.

I sneak a quick glance up to his piercing blue eyes. His eyes that match mine even though he’s not really my father, not by blood. My brain latches onto that thought, desperate for this to be OK…

He lets his shirt fall back down, releasing it and gripping me by the chin for a second before his thumb comes up and pushes into my mouth, tugging forward slightly. “Suck. It.”

He let’s go of my face and fists his dick through his boxers for a brief second. Like watching from somewhere else, I see myself reach out to pull the silky material down his hips. His dick springs free and bounces up and down in front of my face. My fingers wrap around it at the base.

And it’s at that moment that I snap back to myself. I realize I’m panting, positively salivating. For my stepdad’s cock.


Five: Chet

I almost can’t believe my eyes as I watch my baby girl lean forward and wrap her lips around my dick. She grips the base tighter, squeezing, and lightning explodes through my veins.

Megan licks around the head and then pushes forward, taking me immediately to the back of her throat.

“Oh fuuuck. Good girl. That’s my good fucking girl.”

She hums. She fucking hums at the praise. And ripples of pleasure pulse through me.

With my hand still in her hair, I tug her deeper onto me, only easing off a little when she gags. Her throat muscles seizing around my tip is a special kind of torture, drawing an uncontrolled hip thrust that buries me deeper down her throat.

I can tell she doesn’t mean to, but her body starts to fight me, the need to draw air overriding her desire to please me. “Shhh, baby. Easy. Just relax. Relax and I’ll let you breathe.”

She closes her eyes and I watch her struggle to regain control over her baser instincts.

She settles, submitting, and my cock slips another inch deeper. A burst of pride sweeps through me as she conquers her own bodily compulsion to fight for oxygen. I savor the feel of my cock down her throat for another brief moment before I reward her, slowly pulling back. I release my grip in her hair and she flinches back.

A thick string of saliva stretches from the crown of my cock straight back to her mouth, hanging suspended in time for a brief second before it breaks as she coughs. Her throat spasms and tears leak from her eyes. She looks wrecked, eyes wild, hair mussed and makeup smudged. She’s never looked more beautiful.

And we’re just getting started.

I allow a deep, guttural sound of approval to roll out of me before I lean down and place a chaste kiss on her sweet, swollen lips.

“Good girl, Peaches. I’m so fuckin’ proud of you for that. You take me so well, darling.”

A blazing smile plants itself on her lips.

“Thank you, Daddy.” She bites her lower lip with a mischievous look. “You… like it? You like when your stepdaughter is a slut for you?”

I nearly choke at her words. And when she leans forward, her pink tongue flicking out to caress the slit at the head of my dick, I see stars.

“Fuck. Yes, baby girl. I like that very much.”

I immediately love the mocking determination that crosses her features.

“Good. Because I’m going to earn so much fucking allowance.”

Megan scoots closer to me on her knees, those perfect lips parting to take me back into her mouth.


Six: Megan

I don’t know what’s come over me, but I shut down all thoughts in my brain and just feel.

I feel the wet heat pooling between my thighs.

I feel him slide the straps of my tank top over my shoulders and tug the neckline and my bra down so that my breasts spill out for him.

I feel his eyes on my bare flesh and his fingers pinch my tight nipple.

I feel the tug at my scalp as his hand goes back into my hair and my stepdaddy pulls me hard onto his cock as he begins to thrust.

I feel the ache building at my core, an emptiness that I intend to rectify.

I feel the desperate, dirty desire to be my daddy’s good little whore…

His movements are getting jerky now and I feel his cock growing even thicker. He bumps the back of my throat on repeat but I clamp down on my gag reflex and open my throat to him. Tears leak from my eyes even as I work with him to bury his cock deeper. His free hand wraps around my throat and he squeezes lightly.

“Fffuck! Fuck, yes. Good girl. Take everything I give you.”

I nod my willingness, my pussy achy and pulsing with need. As if reading my mind, his next words shock me.

“Open your jeans, baby. Work your little clit as I pump my seed down your throat.”

My hands fumble at my shorts as he continues fucking my mouth. When my fingers reach my swollen, hyper-sensitive clit and start to dance over it, a strangled moan works itself up my throat and out around his huge cock.

It’s the last straw for him and he groans, cursing, as his hips jerk harshly, stuttering, and the first ropes of his thick cum spurt straight down my throat. I swallow around his cock, and then he’s withdrawing as he continues to come. In one swift movement, he hooks a thumb into my mouth and coats my tongue in cum before he aims south and paints my breasts in the hot, sticky substance.


Seven: Chet

As much as my vision wants to dance into blackness, I’m overtaken by a feral need to taste my girl’s sweet pussy. Right. Fucking. Now.

She releases a startled squeak as I lift her to her feet easily with my hands under her arms. Then I turn her and, with my hands gripping her upper arms, I walk her backward quickly. I deliberately move her quickly enough to keep her off balance, but I don’t let her fall until the backs of her knees hit the bed.

The second she’s flat on her back, I’m on her, yanking her shorts and panties down her legs. I fling them behind me and wrench her knees wide, splaying her open for my eyes to feast on her sweet pussy. Her sweet, soaking wet pussy.

She’s whimpering, her fists clutching the comforter on my bed. The musky scent of her fills my lungs and I can’t hold back another second. I crash my mouth to her cunt, licking from her entrance straight up to her throbbing clit. I circle it ruthlessly. She spasms and cries out, coating my face in her juices as I burrow between her thighs.

I pull back just enough to speak, my breath ghosting over her clit, “Play with your tits, baby. Let me see you smear my seed all over those pretty mounds.”

She instantly follows my command, and I reward her with a hum of approval against her quivering bundle of nerves. My eyes watch her spreading my essence across her chest as she writhes under my tongue. Her panted moans spur me on as I suck, nibble, and lick her perfect little bud.

When her thighs begin to tremble and her hips try to buck up against me despite my arms pinning her to the bed while my hands spread her open, I focus my ministrations as she starts to chant out her need.

“Daddy. Daddy. Daddy! Yes, yes, yes, yespleasedontstooooop.”

She explodes, her back arching and her cunt pulsing as she twines her cum-slick fingers sharply into my hair and grinds against my mouth. Her lips open on a silent scream and her body goes rigid, then spasms when I don’t relent.

I drive her higher and higher, slipping a finger up into her heat and it flutters around me in the most delicious way. Her eyes go wide, her pupils blown out so that I can’t even see the beautiful shades of blue. She starts to squirm, the drawn-out stimulation quickly becoming too much.

Finally, when her whole body is quaking and twitching, finally then I cease my demanding invasion and pull back from her. Her pussy clenches around my finger once more as I slip it out of her and she collapses back on the bed, completely limp, tears tracking down her face, shuddering and gasping for breath.


Eight: Megan

I don’t know how long I’ve been laying here on my stepdad’s bed, basking in the afterglow. Gradually, I become aware of the wet, sticky, cold sensation of cum drying on my chest.

“Oh. My god.” My head is spinning. What the fuck just happened?

A deep, dark chuckle, a sound that I don’t recognize as the man I know, draws my attention to where he’s standing now, completely naked, inhabiting the space between my knees where they rest over the side of the bed.

Right where he’d knelt just a few moments ago and ate my pussy to the most intense orgasm of my life.

He’s got an unfamiliar expression on his face and my gaze is drawn down to where he’s stroking his hard-again cock as he stares at my pussy. Heat, desire, need- emotions flit across his face that I never thought I would see directed at me.

It’s so wrong. But that, what we just did, felt so fucking right.

I want more.

I want it all.

Slowly, I lift my hands and bring them back to my tits. His breathing ratchets up a notch as his feral eyes track the movement of me pinching and squeezing my breasts together for him.

“Do you like that, Daddy?” A dark sound works its way out of his throat. Though I don’t take my eyes off his face, from the corner of my eye I can see his hand start to move faster on his cock. “You like seeing your filthy slut of a daughter playing with herself just for you?”

His voice is rough, haggard, when he answers me.

“Yeah, baby girl. I like that.”

I can see pre-cum glistening on the tip of his cock again. He’s ready for round two already. Slowly, deliberately, I drop my knees open, baring my core to him again.

With a noise that can only be described as predatory, he’s on me.

“Such a pretty little slut for daddy. You want me to fill that pretty cunt for you, baby?” His words drive a moan out of me. But instead of immediately feeling his cock at my entrance, I’m surprised by his hands on my hips quickly flipping me onto my belly.

One arm bands around my stomach, the other gathering my long-forgotten tank top and bra around my middle, and he wrenches me up onto my knees. Then that hand presses down between my shoulder blades until my face turns as it comes to rest on the mattress. Instinctually, I arch my back, spread my legs wider, and present my pussy to be fucked.


Nine: Megan

In one quick motion, I feel the head of his cock notch at my entrance as he grasps my hips painfully tight and then slams forward. He buries himself to the hilt and I scream as pain and pleasure rip through me.

He’s so big. I’m so fucking full, stretching around his cock, and then I whimper as he pulls out to the tip. He slams home again and I’m ready for him this time, arching so he can hit an even deeper place inside me.

“That’s.”

Thrust.

“My.”

Thrust.

“Good.”

Thrust.

“Girl.”

Each time he rams into me, I allow the force to push the air out of me in an audible grunt. He seems to like it. Every claiming punch into me is harder than the last. The room is filled with the obscene sounds of our fucking. Skin slapping against skin. Carnal grunting. He slaps my hip and jerks me back against him as he slams forward, driving himself into a frenzy.

The wet noises of my sloppy, dripping wet cunt echo around the space. Each sinful caress of his cock along my inner walls feels so fucking divine. Heat sparks in my belly, starting to build higher.

“Can’t get… enough.. of you.” He pulls out, but before I can complain he’s flipped me back to my back and he leans down over me. “Arms and legs around me, sweetheart.”

My body responds, doing as I’m told, and he stands to his full height, lifting me with him like a clinging spider monkey. His tongue invades my mouth and I open to him, sucking his tongue into my mouth. The thick, hard length of his cock nudges against my ass, between my cheeks, as he strides across the room to slam me against the wall.

Pinned, his mouth is hard on mine again and I feel him shift his hips to align himself once more. It’s like an impaling as he fucks up into me. The angle hits deeper and the base of his cock strokes my clit perfectly.

I’m barely aware that, once again, I’m chanting in his ear, begging him for release.

And then, in the space of a single breath, he reaches between our bodies and presses his thumb down on my clit. I explode again.

“Yes, baby. Take it. Fuuuuckkk.” Teeth latch down on that spot above my collarbone, clamping down, branding me, spinning my pleasure higher again.

Even through the haze of ecstasy I’m riding, I can feel his cock swell inside me and pour out his release on a low grunt. He pulses and pulses, on and on, until he’s roaring out his victory.

In a feat of strength and endurance that’s frankly impressive, he spins away from the wall, his big hands splay across my ass and he spreads me wider, pulling me away and then driving me back down on his cock again and again as he comes deep inside me while carrying me to the bed.

I think his knees buckle then, giving out as we crumple down onto the mattress. I end up, once again, gasping for air, on my back on his bed. But this time, my stepdad’s weight is heavy and marvelous on top of me.

I feel the last twitches of his cock as he unloads the last drops deep inside me.

“Did I earn my allowance, Daddy?” My tone is light, teasing. And I’m rewarded with a chuckle.

“Yes, baby. You earned so much fucking allowance. But I think we’re going to need to make it a daily allowance, moving forward.”

***
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