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    In the small southern town of Conroy, it was impossible to find a woman who wasn’t engrained with the towns thinking. No sex before marriage. It was the scandal of the town that my wife Beth had gotten pregnant right out of high school. I hadn’t been the one to get her pregnant, but I was thinking surely she wasn’t one of those no sex until married types, seeing as though she’d gotten knocked up by the towns hero, Brock Hilson.  Brock Hilson was a high school football jock who stole my position as starting quarterback on varsity. This so called “hero” had not only refused to claim Beth’s child, but denied having sex with her even though the entire school knew they had been dating for six months until graduation. 
 
    As a favor to my parents who were best friends to Beth’s parents, I’d married Beth and took little Nola to raise as my own.  
 
    Nola was three years old when I married her mother. I’ve always had dreams of having a few kids of my own. I felt hopeful with Beth’s ability to reproduce seeing as she’d already had one before me, but fifteen years has gone by and still no baby.  
 
    After years trying to get pregnant, spending hundreds of thousands of dollars of my construction business money on doctors, specialist, examinations, and fertility drugs, Beth and I remained childless. We were assured by the professionals that both Beth and I were completely healthy and capable of having children. And yet… nothing. Against my better judgement, I’d even allowed Beth to talk me out of adopting. We had the money. We have the room. My sweet little Nola was even in favor of a brother or sister, but Beth got mean about it. She’d threatened divorce and to take Nola away from me as well. I caved at that. There was no way I could live without my little Nola.  
 
    The next week we were off to see another fertility doctor. The disappointment has been momentous. I’d build a comfortable life for Beth. Gave her the big house and expensive car she wanted. Never questioned her excessive spending on extravagant shopping sprees and trips with her girlfriends just so she could regain respect and notoriety in our town. I never forced her to work not even at the beginning when I was working three jobs while going to college, and afterwards when I was struggling to get my construction business off the ground. 
 
    The bitterness and disappointment was overwhelming, and it all started crashing down around me when Brock Hilson walked into my office seeking my services. Everyone knew I was the best in town. Hell, my company was the best in the county and dare say the entire state. I’ve never turned away business over old grudges from the past, but when the bastard pulled family pictures out of his wallet of his wife and five kids, I nearly lost my lunch. Three girls and two strong boys. The boys following in their father’s footsteps of course, all-star footballers, he’d beamed proudly. I’d ignored the all-star comment gazing down at the picture of those three little girls unable to ignore how similar they all favored my Nola. Or more truly his Nola.  
 
    When I got home, and told Beth how I refused the contract, she surprised me by telling me how childish and foolish I was being. It was just business she yelled, when I argued with her. It hurt too much to tell her about his other five kids. Children that he had and I did not. When she yelled about it being just business; she and I both knew what she really meant was, it was money. As if there wasn’t enough money. There was always money these days. Money she loved to spend even though she hadn’t worked a dime for it. My business was successful. With no other children to count for, all I did was take care of my Nola and work.   
 
    That was the first and the beginning of our big fights. Nola had been thirteen when I took her out for ice cream to get her away from Beth’s screaming and the nausea swirling in my stomach at the image of Brock Hilson’s five kids. I hated that he was back in town. I hated that he and his five kids would be so near my Nola.  
 
    Behind every fight with Beth followed the threat that she would either divorce me and take Nola with her, or she’d tell Nola about Brock Hilson.  
 
    “She should know who her real father is…” Beth declared weeks later when Hilson strolled back into my office stating that Beth had promised him I had a change of heart, and would now take the contract. I couldn’t help but wonder if Beth was still in love with that jerk.  
 
    The next three years were some of the worst ever. The fights not only ensued between Beth and me, but they escalated each time we saw the Hilson’s out in town. While at a restaurant for a family dinner or one of Beth’s fundraisers with a group of her snooty “look at me, I’m important with lots of money” society club friends, and once when I left her at the country club at a formal gala when she refused to leave with me after the Hilson’s showed up wanting to make their way over to sit at our table. I grabbed Nola’s hand, who was sixteen at the time, and walk her right out of there. It was as if Beth was trying to orchestrate an “accidental” meet with the Hilson’s and my Nola, or more truly Brock Hilson. 
 
    We’d argued about putting Nola in a private school so she’d be away from the Hilson’s and the gossip in town. We’d argued when Beth refused to go to another doctor’s appointment with me to try one last time for the fertility drugs. We argued when she felt I was asking to many questions when I wondered why she never wanted us to consult any of our old doctors. She’d accused me of not trusting her, of thinking she was being dishonest, or hiding things. It only made me more suspicious. 
 
    And yet the worst was still to come. Suddenly, I was spending too much time with Nola and Nola was getting to old to be demanding so much of my attention. I worked nothing less than twelve hours a day, and Nola was only home on the weekends and holidays from her private school. In Beth’s absence, when I did get a few free days off and she’d couldn’t or wouldn’t break her travels or society schedule to spend time with us, it was me and Nola who went horseback riding or camping, spending the day in the park bike riding and picnicking. Going to aquariums and museums, or simply hanging out at home in the backyard pool having a barbeque. I knew everything there was to know about my little Kanola Bear. I knew all about the teenage drama between the other girls at her school. What Nola’s favorite subjects were, and where she wanted to go to college. I even knew about her first kiss. I took her to all her doctor’s appointments, and was there with her when she finally got her period. I stayed home with her after a quick trip to the store to buy all she would need. Nola and I watched movies on the sofa all day until she fell asleep from the hot tea and pain pills the doctor instructed me to give her. We were each other’s companion and best friend.  
 
    All of the important moments in Nola’s life, Beth couldn’t be bothered. From school enrollments and even some birthday parties, Beth refused to break her appointment or move her schedule. When Nola was younger, I argued with Beth about it. Now, my Kanola Bear and I were used to her mother’s absence. Besides, I was tired of hearing that I wasn’t supporting Beth in maintaining her position in society. Or how I was trying to make her feel guilty or somehow blame her for us not being able to have another baby, or worse trying to turn Nola against her by playing the perfect parent by giving Nola whatever she wanted. I gave them both whatever they wanted.  
 
    What I wouldn’t stand for was Beth’s irritation on the amount of time Nola and I spent together, and the attention I gave Nola. At the age of seventeen, Nola and I continued to hold hands around the house, when we went out as a family, or even alone. I never stop Nola from climbing into my lap whenever she wanted. The looks Beth gave me when I rocked Nola to sleep in the big rocker in the family room after supper didn’t bother me. It wasn’t often that Beth or I made it home for supper. I never refused Nola attention and it was the one thing I would not argue with Beth about.  
 
    It was sometime at the beginning of Nola’s seventeenth year that my suspicions about Beth’s fertility drove me to start digging. I’d gone and had myself checked for the hundredth time to confirm there was nothing wrong with my sperm count or any other defect that would enable me from fathering a child. I hired a private investigator to follow Beth, to what should have been, a routine doctor’s visit for a special fertility treatment. I didn’t know how I felt when I found out she’d never gone. I attempted to call some of our old doctors and even had the P.I. search, not sure what I’d find, but I needed answers. The first thing that came back was that Beth never kept any of the appointments. Most of the doctors had been either paid off or fired after being told we’d changed our minds, not only about the treatment, but having a baby as well. I gave the P.I. our recent medical information, and told him to keep searching until he found anything and everything under Beth’s married and maiden name.  
 
    Shortly after Nola’s eighteenth birthday, two major incidents would change our lives forever. First, Beth decided to take Nola on a mother daughter exclusive shopping trip. I never had a problem going shopping with my Kanola Bear, and would carry her bags as we strolled hand in hand from one store to the next. Beth insisted the time alone with Nola. They gone out without me before, not often, but every now and then, Beth would make time.  
 
    It was supposed to be an all-day thing, so it surprised me when they arrived home a little after noon. I was annoyed when Nola ran into the house in tears, immediately jumping right into my arms. Nola and her mother hadn’t been getting along no better than me and Beth had. I thought it was teenage hormones and I even warned Beth to lay off from yelling at Nola for every little thing. Nola wrapped her small firm body around me and I held her as I stood waiting for Beth to enter the room. I was expecting Beth to appear irritated and angry. Instead she appeared shifty, evasive, and guilty.  When Beth saw me standing there holding my eighteen-year-old stepdaughter in my arms, she frowned and turn mean again.  
 
      
 
    “Will you put her down! She’s too old for you to be holding her like that now.”  
 
      
 
    I could see the meanness the irritation work itself through Beth’s eyes until we both heard the sobs coming from Nola. Then Beth half turned as though she wanted desperately to leave the room.  
 
      
 
    “Kanola bear, what is it? Tell daddy what happened.” I asked.  
 
      
 
    “We were having lunch at the bistro downtown and Nola’s boyfriend showed up.” Beth answered readily. “He broke up with her in front of everyone. Had another girl there waiting on him.”  
 
      
 
    I didn’t miss the smirk Beth gave at the end, but I couldn’t concern myself because my baby was crying in my arms. Her arms and legs wrapped tight around me. And the whole ordeal sounded suspicious. Since when did Nola allow her mother to speak for her, and since when did my baby Nola have a boyfriend? I knew of no such boyfriend. My anger flared at the way Beth smiled obviously knowing something I knew nothing about, Nola having a boyfriend. Beth seemed to enjoy my reaction to that. There was an oily blackness, a red rage rolling through me, and I didn’t know if it was jealousy that Nola had entrusted something to her mother that she did not entrust in me, or if it was because of some unknown boy had hurt my Nola, some boy who had possibly touched my Nola.  
 
    I turned away from her mother, took Nola into my study, and held her in my lap as I sat in my big black desk chair. I held Nola close stroking her warmly, allowing her to get the cry out. Rubbing her back, stroking her soft golden streaked brown hair, and kissing her heated wet cheeks and forehead; I noticed how much my little girl had grown. She was a small soft package, 5’3 and curvy in her hips, firm thighs, and full breast that she pressed against my chest. The little flare skirt she had on fell back off her thighs to her hips, and the warm heat of her bare panties against my crotch when she pressed herself tight against me was almost too much. An unexpected wave of hot lust rolled through my body and I froze. My body went stiff. Never in all the times I held Nola in my lap had I felt anything resembling… lust. I shut my eyes when my dick jerked and silently cursed myself to hell and back. Okay, so her mother and I had only had sex twice within the last two years. Okay, so not at all this last year because we couldn’t stop fighting.   
 
    Nola rolled her hips pressing herself tighter against me when she felt my arms fall away from her body. My cock continued to swell and jump at the heat between her legs. Damn it!  
 
    “Nola,” It felt wrong calling her my Kanola Bear just now. I pulled her back with a bit of force when she tried to hold on, and wiped her tears with the Kleenex on my desk. Nola dropped her eyes at my tone. Did she think I was angry with her? I’m a big man at 6’3 with a compact muscular frame, and big rough hands from long hours at the construction sites. Something I no longer had to do but continued to do because it kept me in shape and I enjoyed it, working with my hands. My voice was deep and rougher now with my current situation, but I would never take my anger out on my little Nola.  
 
    Yes, I was still angry at this unknown boy who dare hurt her, at Beth for knowing about this boy and not telling me, and I was both angry and frustrated at my bodies reaction to Nola’s warm soft body in my lap. But I wasn’t angry at Nola. Never my baby.    
 
      
 
    “Come on baby. I’m not upset. Tell daddy what happen.”  
 
      
 
    Nola’s sniffles rocked her narrow shoulders as she tried to stop crying. Her small hand clutched at the material of my shirt on my chest. I wanted to push her back so she wasn’t sitting right over my ever-swelling dick, but she was clutching me as though she wouldn’t be moved.  
 
      
 
    “Who is this boy your mother was talking about? Do you really have a boyfriend?” I asked trying to ease the roughness from my tone. Jealous acid rolled through my stomach with the thought. 
 
      
 
    Nola shook her head, but did not answer.  
 
      
 
    “Oh. He broke up with you then.” Why did I sound so relieved about that?  
 
      
 
    Nola tucked her face between my shoulder and chin so that I could feel her warm breaths against my neck. I held her in my arms praying she didn’t recognize the bulge she was sitting on, as her daddy’s wayward cock grew into a full erection.  
 
      
 
    “Daddy,” Nola whispered against my throat. “Is there something wrong with me? Why didn’t he want me?”  
 
      
 
    “No!” I shouted and jerked her back demanding that she look up at me. “Of course there is nothing wrong with you. Why on earth would you think that?”  
 
      
 
    Nola’s big warm amber eyes were wide at my response. Wet long lashes blinked back at me, and her cupids bow strawberry tinged mouth was slightly parted with surprise.  
 
      
 
    “What are you talking about? You are so beautiful and perfect my little Kanola Bear.” Her lips twitched as though she’d give me that sweet perfect smile that was just for me. “You don’t ever let a man make you feel less than. He obviously didn’t know what he had if he was stupid enough to let you go, and he wasn’t good enough for you anyway.”  
 
      
 
    Taking her pretty face between my big hands I tried to gentle my tone. 
 
      
 
    “Baby, I’m not going to be angry that you didn’t tell me about this boy, but I will insist on you telling me about any other boy who ask you out. I know we said it was okay for you to start dating, but I demand to meet them first. You understand me? We share everything Kanola Bear, remember? Me and you, we have no secrets from each other, okay?” I couldn’t help the warning in my tone. If I ever found out who this idiot boy was who’d hurt my sweet little girl I was going to kill him.  
 
      
 
    “Okay, dad.” Nola’s smile warmed my heart, but her innocent sweet press of lips to my mouth which had forever been our custom, now had me cursing my body again.  
 
      
 
    I stood up this time to get her out of my lap. She immediately wrapped her arms around my waist and held me even as I stepped aside and back so that I wouldn’t press my erection against her lower belly. Suddenly, I was angry again. Angry at Beth for withholding sex for so long I was having crazy reactions to my stepdaughter. Angry at an unknown boy for not coming to me to ask to take out my Nola, and angry with myself. Angry and ashamed that I couldn’t control myself around my eighteen-year-old daughter. As gently as I could, I pushed Nola away, taking her hand instead, and turning her just enough so I could adjust myself without her noticing. When her eyes dropped, I pretended not to notice, pretended that she hadn’t seen.  
 
      
 
    “Do you want to hang out together for the rest of the day?” I asked trying to change the subject, trying to draw her attention away from anything abnormal in my body’s reaction to her.  
 
      
 
    Her eyes were still cast down when she shook her head. “No. I know you still have some work to do. I can see that I interrupted you.” She glanced at the current plans I had been working on, on my desk.  
 
      
 
    “Never.” I insisted.  
 
      
 
    She smiled a little then, finally meeting my eyes. “I’ve got a lot of things to think about dad. I think I’ll go up to my room. I really want to be alone.”  
 
      
 
    “Really?”  
 
      
 
    Nola smiled at my frown. Whenever she was home from school we always spent our time together. And even now when I knew we needed some space, the very thought of having her here under my roof and not being around her was depressing. Nola and I always hung out together.  
 
      
 
    Nola went for the door slipping her small hand out of mine. “Can we go out to dinner tonight, daddy, just you and me?”  
 
      
 
    “Of course we can baby. I’m sure I’ll be finish with all this by then.” I glanced back at my desk. Hopefully work could dull these unwanted emotions and clear my confused body and brain.  
 
    ***** 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    For the next six months, I continued to receive more disturbing information from the P.I. I’d hired. Throughout all the years Beth and I scheduled fertility treatments, she had never taken part in one. And what’s more, Beth’s regular doctor had administered two different types of birth control until four years ago when she flown out of state to a doctor who finally agreed to give her a full hysterectomy. 
 
    I slumped down in my desk chair at my main office across town with a bottle of whisky and the P.I. report, going over the details of the last twenty years of my life that night. Trying to convince myself at the age of 41, I hadn’t wasted my entire life with a woman who never had any intension of given me children. A woman who kept taking and taking while she held back the one thing I wanted most.  
 
    Welcoming the sharp airy burn of the liquor as it rushed down my throat, filling my empty belly, sending a warm swooning sensation straight to my head, and hopefully empty it of all pain slicing through me with the knowledge that somehow I’d allowed myself to love Beth. I had to have been in love with her or why else would I have allowed her to hurt me so bad. Accepting that truth forced me to acknowledge other truths. Evidence that my P.I. had recovered months ago that I’d been carefully ignoring. Beth had an affair some years ago right before the hysterectomy, but before that she’d had an abortion. Had the baby been mine, or was it the other guys? Is that why she’d gotten rid of it? Obviously, something had gone wrong and that’s why she had to have the hysterectomy.  
 
    My mind was jumbled with too many of Beth’s lies all at once, and it left me dizzy and sick. I pushed the whisky bottle away. I was never much of a drinker. Just a beer or two. I didn’t like the lost and out of control feeling liquor caused. I’d had enough of that in college after I’d allowed my parents to force me into a marriage I didn’t want. Still I was tempted to poor one more glass, wondering if just one more could push enough of the pain away so I could stand up from my chair, and somehow drag myself home.  
 
    I dropped my face in my hands knowing the liquor wasn’t the way, wondering instead how could I possibly explain the need for a divorce to my Kanola Bear. I loved Nola so much. There was no way I could live without her, and if I was being real honest with myself, Nola was the only reason I’d stayed in the marriage this long. All those times Beth had threatened to leave me and take her away. I had no legal rights to Nola. She wasn’t mine. Beth even refused to let me adopt her. It was the ultimate threat and her greatest weapon. The one thing Beth knew she could use to sway me. Nola.  
 
      
 
    “My Nola.”  
 
      
 
    The only thing I could get Beth to agree to was never to tell Nola I wasn’t her real father. Not that it mattered when Brock Hilson moved back to town with his family, and Beth’s determination to set up a surprise meet. It was amazing Nola hadn’t run into one of the Hilson kids in town.  
 
      
 
    “Nola. My Nola.” I groaned and then glanced up when my office door opened.  
 
      
 
    It was closed to midnight. I was certain I was the only one in the building, and not many had a key to my office door. But one who surely did was… 
 
      
 
    “Daddy, here you are? What are you doing here so late? Mom’s been looking for you. Did you know?”  
 
      
 
    Nola. My sweet girl would always know where to find me. Even though I always told her where I was going.  
 
    And boy how she had grown. Eighteen and half years old, and out of my house off to college in the matter of months. The thought of her leaving, of losing Nola in any way made me catch my breath. How was I supposed to live without her? 
 
      
 
    Nola frowned. “Daddy, are you okay?” She sauntered over in a white and blue pin stripe button up blouse and a navy-blue flare skirt that ended mid-thigh, flashing tone bare legs, and small heals to match. Her pale skin looked so soft and fresh. The makeup she wore was subtle. She never wore much. Hell, my beautiful girl didn’t need it. The honey golden streaks in her chocolate brown hair gorgeously hung over her shoulders and down her back. The curve of her hips. The firm high set breast. When did Nola turn into a woman on me? No wonder she had boys running after her. Why had I missed it?  
 
      
 
    “Come here baby.” The deep rough scratch of my voice didn’t make her pause.  
 
      
 
    Nola quickly rounded the desk. I rolled my chair back to give her room, and she immediately climbed right into my lap. I held her hips as she gripped my hair forcing my head back so the lamp light shone in my face. My first instincts were to push her back. There was a reason I shouldn’t let her sit in my lap anymore. She being nearly nineteen and my bodies uncontrollable reaction to her being number one. But the pain and betrayal of her mother left me dazed, and yearning for a bit of affection and comfort from someone who truly loved me.  
 
      
 
    “Daddy, what’s wrong?” Nola glanced back at the contents on my desk. 
 
      
 
    When she reached for the whisky bottle, I snagged it before her small hands could touch it. Firmly corking the bottle, I stowed it back inside my desk drawer. When I turn back she was holding the crystal glass up to her nose. There wasn’t but a small splash left. Still I took it from her and quickly drank the rest. Nola smirked at me as though I was being ridiculous.  
 
      
 
    “You don’t usually drink liquor daddy.”  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, well you’re not about to start.” I instructed even as the last drop of warmth raced through my chest.  
 
      
 
    I wasn’t drunk, but gazing at Nola’s pretty face I wish I were. I watched the small smile melt into a frown as Nola gazed back at me.  
 
      
 
    “You look so sad, daddy. What is it?” 
 
      
 
    What was I supposed to say to her? How was I supposed to tell her that me and her mother’s marriage had been nothing but a lie? Nothing was real. Our vows. Our love. Our commitment. Our promises. Our child. Beth wanted to live a certain life style and I worked hard to give her that. In return, Beth had left me with nothing. 
 
    Nola held my face between her small hands. I pulled her body in tight against me until her warm panties once again rested right over my swelling cock. I didn’t care about hiding it this time. I felt reckless and crazed with betrayal and grief, a waste of my life. I didn’t want to think about how wrong it was or care about anything. The soft sweet peck I gave her lips was nothing. She was used to that. We did that every day even in front of her mother. When I tilted my head to caress my mouth over her pretty lips, Nola whimpered, wounding her arms around my neck to draw me in closer. With every lick, press and suckle, Nola began rocking her hips until her hot panties were pressed firmly against the thickening budge in my pants.  
 
      
 
    “I like this kissing, daddy.” She gasped licking my bottom lip and then pressing her tongue inside my mouth. She was so damn sweet I groan.  
 
      
 
    Caressing my hands up her smooth naked thighs, I grabbed her firm plump ass, and ground her heated mound against me. In a blaze of lust and heat I was searching Nola’s sweet mouth while she rocked her innocent panty clad mound against my aching erection.  
 
      
 
    “Damn baby your panties are so hot, and where the hell did you learn to kiss like that?”  
 
      
 
    Nola giggled, fisting my hair and opened her mouth over mine once more. It was all tongue lips and teeth. Hell, I hadn’t kissed anyone like that since my twenties. This had to be a dream. No way did I have my tongue inside my stepdaughter’s mouth. No way was I opening her blouse, unhooking the cups of her frilly bra, and now cupping the firm weight of her c-cup tits. Kissing my way down her neck, her tender shoulder, I dipped my head to caress my tongue over Nola’s firm little nipple and felt a splash of cream wet her already hot as fuck panties. I worshiped Nola’s young breast kissing them all over, licking and suckling them in turn. All the while Nola rubbed her wet panties against my trapped cock, holding my head close to her chest. When she ran a hand down between us to grip my cock behind my slacks and stroke, I pulled back.  
 
    Oh, God, my daughter’s hand was stroking my dick.  
 
      
 
    “Wait Nola. This is wrong. We can’t.”  
 
      
 
    I grabbed her hand away from my cock. Nola simply lifted her hips and drop her mound right back over my dick, rocking her hips to continue rubbing. I held her wrists, horny as fuck as I watched my baby girl undulate her hips which made her bare-naked tits bounce with each sway.  Nola whined as she rubbed against me.  
 
      
 
    “Have you ever had sex before baby?” I asked.  
 
      
 
    Nola shook her head. Damn.  
 
      
 
    “Never? You’re still my sweet virgin.”  
 
      
 
    “Yes daddy. I wasn’t going to let anyone else touch me but you.”  
 
      
 
    Shit! What was she saying? Had she been thinking about me, about this? Before today? And for how long. 
 
    Releasing her wrists, I slipped a hand back under her skirt to cup her ass running the other up her inner thigh. Nola’s soft whimpers made my dick jump. She had no idea what she was doing to her daddy. Her entire body shivered when I traced the pad of my thumb over her panty covered slit. She was so hot and so fucking wet to the new sensations of pre-sex, wanting more.   
 
      
 
    “Nola baby your panties are so hot. Your little pussy is so wet. It’s shivering against daddy’s hand.” I lightly caressed three fingers over the damp gusset of her white panties from clit to slit and back up again. “Does it ache baby? Is that what’s going on.” She nodded. “Do you need daddy to rub your pussy a little so it won’t ache?”  
 
      
 
    “Please daddy.” Nola whined. Her pretty pink nipples were as hard as pebbles. Her body was on edge wound so tight so new to this type of pleasure, she was vibrating. My dick was also aching in my pants, but I was determined to ignore it. I kept my touch gentle and pulled her back in until she wound her arms back around my neck.  
 
      
 
    “We’re going to take this nice and slow baby. Nothing more can happen here though, Nola. We shouldn’t be doing this much.”  
 
      
 
    Kissing the trembling gasp out of her mouth, I gave over to her sweet tongue kisses, and stroked the rough pad of my thumb over her tiny clit. Nola’s body jerked and she caught her breath while I circled it.  
 
      
 
    “It would feel so much better if you didn’t have your panties on.” I whispered in to her mouth as she clutched me tight. Watching her blown pupils let me see that she was already on edge. “You’re just so new to all of this baby. Your body doesn’t know what to do with so many sensations.”  
 
      
 
    Dipping down I suckled her nipple. While licking, kissing, and suckling I gently rubbed my thick fingers along her little slit, and then finally between her wet pussy lips pushing the damp cotton deep against her forbidden hole.  
 
    Nola was gasping loudly. Her body rocked, jerked, and trembled behind each new gentle touch fighting to press harder to get me to rub her more. Her baby soft skin felt so good against my tongue. Her fresh scent of peaches and almonds behind the new tangy scent of her aroused pussy was driving me crazy. Nola’s skin grew hot. The mixture of her scents behind the arousal and heat drew me, and I could tell she was about to come. She needed more pressure. Her body was all but begging for it, and I was teasing it out of her. Was I trying to be cruel? No. I didn’t want to hurt her because usually I enjoyed my sex rough, but I also wanted her fighting for it. I needed to believe this was what she really wanted.  
 
      
 
    “Daddy! Please!” Nola finally screeched thrusting her hips against my hand wildly. I pulled back from her breast to study her eyes. They were wild, as wild as her body bucking in my lap. I hadn’t realized how tightly I was holding her into place. I wasn’t even stroking her with my fingers anymore. She was doing all the rubbing fighting for every touch. No wonder she was so flustered.  
 
      
 
    “You need to come.” I said.  
 
      
 
    Her face was flushed. She was even sweating. Nola clamped her mouth shut and jerked her head up and down. I glanced down at my little girl’s hips struggling in my lap. I was keeping her away from rubbing against my dick, but not giving her enough of my fingers either. Damn. I was being a dick. But the smell of her hot arousal, the feel of her soaking wet panties just from a little finger teasing had me wanting to rip her panties off and bury my dick balls deep in her forbidden pussy.  
 
      
 
    “Have you ever let a boy rub your pussy for you?” I asked.  
 
      
 
    “No daddy!” She cried in frustration.  
 
      
 
    Her hands were fisted at my shoulders as though she was ready to pound them against me. I didn’t want her hurting her hands on my wide shoulders roped with thick muscle, but it was clear that she was past reasoning.  
 
    I just couldn’t believe that I was the first and only man who’d ever touched her. The thought of that awoken something inside of me, a beast that was better left hidden deep. In the early days with her mother, I had always been the wild beast in bed. I drew back and drew in to myself because I thought something about my roughness was keeping us from conceiving. Beth suggested that it was. She never liked me dominating her in bed.  She said she couldn’t reach orgasm the way I wanted to have sex, and if she couldn’t reach orgasm how could we possibly conceive? I didn’t want to believe her, but I just wanted that baby so damn bad. I’d turn myself inside out for Beth. I’d buried every instinct I had. I’d buried what made me, me. Somehow convincing myself it was the price I’d have to pay for the family I so desperately wanted. Damn it, what a mind job. What misery. My life with Beth had been miserable and this, this right here. My little girl in my arms all but begging for pleasure had been the only thing that kept me going. And even with this, Beth had threatened me, threatened to take it away.   
 
    I pulled my hands away and grabbed Nola’s hair forcing her to look at me to give me her full attention. She yelped at how tight my grip was on her, but held on meeting my eyes.  
 
      
 
    “Do you want me Nola? Do you really want this to happen between us?  Not just a gentle rub to make your pussy tremble, to temporarily sate that ache you feel. You can lay on top of daddy’s desk, spread your legs, and use your own fingers to rub underneath your panties while I watch to get yourself off, baby. I would love to see that. You don’t have to have me touching you to do it.” 
 
      
 
    Nola dropped her eyes blushing crimson embarrassed now. It was sweet, but not the answer I was looking for. Even with all of that her hips were steadily working against my fat cock harder now that my hand was out of the way.  
 
      
 
    “No. Look at me Nola. Tell me what you want.” I wrapped a hand around her neck demanding her gaze and held a groan from the feel of her hot little pussy undulating on top of me.  
 
      
 
    “You don’t want me daddy?” She whined.  
 
      
 
    “Of course…”  
 
      
 
    “Then you don’t have to worry, dad. No matter what she says or any of them say, I will always be your little girl, your daughter.”  
 
      
 
    What the hell was she talking about? What did that have to do with her dear old dad wanting to ravage her innocent teen pussy? Unless she… Surely she couldn’t know. The confusion in my face stole the sweet smile from hers and suddenly her hips went still. I could all but feel her drawing away.  
 
      
 
    “Are you going to leave me if I want this?” She asked and then there were tears forming in her big amber eyes. “Would you really let them take me away from you?”  
 
      
 
    “Who baby? No one is going to take you anywhere.” I pleaded searching her eyes. “You’re eighteen years old. You’re off to college soon. As much as I hate it, you’re practically an adult. You grew up so fast.”  
 
      
 
    Nola’s little hands clutched at my shoulders. “Then promise me daddy. Swear that I will always be your little girl. Swear to me that you will never leave me or give me away.”  
 
      
 
    Give her away? I pulled her in to a tight hug. “Listen, no one is going anywhere. I’ll stay with your mom if I have to, okay? We’ll be a family as long as we can be.” Something crushed inside of me, but I would do this for my Nola. I would do anything for my Kanola Bear. I pulled back to meet her gaze. “Me, you, and your mom, we’re a family Nola. Nothing will ever change that.”  
 
      
 
    A look I didn’t recognize passed over her face. Just for a second. And it wasn’t a look of satisfaction. It was disappointment. It was… contemplating. God, what was she thinking.  
 
      
 
    “Isn’t this what you want baby?” I tried again desperate to have her happiness. “Listen, you don’t have to do anything to get me to want you, Nola. I don’t have to make promises to keep you. I love you baby. I love you more than anything in this world. More than my own life even. You are the only thing that matters to me. The only thing I have.”  
 
      
 
    She looked up at me then, meeting my eyes. “You’re the only thing I have too daddy. The only man I want.”  
 
      
 
    Swallowing hard I was too afraid to read too much into what was coming out of her mouth. Gazing into Nola’s soft amber eyes I suddenly felt apart from her, as though a wall had sprung up from nowhere, where she knew things I did not. As though she held secrets. Secrets. Lies. No, I didn’t like this. Beth had been the one always holding secrets and apparently telling lies. I saw the moment Nola realized I understood she was holding things from me. She dropped her eyes and even glanced away. I took her arms as gently as I could and shook her. 
 
      
 
    “Keeping secrets from me comes at a price, Nola, and I don’t think either of us wants to pay it, baby. Because let me tell you. It will be permanent.” For the first time my wayward cock started reacting to her, I was ready to force her away and never look back. I wouldn’t survive secrets and betrayal from my Kanola Bear. Even the thought of it had my heart in my throat ready and waiting to take me down.  
 
      
 
    Nola looked fearful as she watched the torment and rage fill my eyes.  
 
      
 
    “You can’t love me if you don’t trust me, Nola, and I thought we trusted each other with everything.” I growled unable to help my tone knowing that she was the only one in this world who truly had the ability to crush me.  
 
      
 
    Nola licked her bottom lip and swallowed hard before answering. “I know that Mr. Hilson is my biological father.”  
 
      
 
    All the blood drained from my face as my heart fell to my stomach.  
 
      
 
    “Mom told me when I was thirteen.” She continued. “I didn’t believe her at first, but then the ladies in her society club gossip and…” She sighed glancing away. “I met his girls when I was sixteen. We sort of look alike. When I questioned mom about it she was more than ready to confirm Mr. Hilson was my father. I’d been begging her to set up visits with Mr. Hilson. She used to tell me to ask you to do it. I knew she just wanted me to hurt you.” Nola released a long breath nervously biting her lower lip and clearing her throat. “That day… the day mom and I went shopping a few months back, that was the first time I’d ever met him. I don’t know what I expected to happen, but he refused to even talk to me. He was so angry with mom for tricking him into a “private” meet. He thought they were going to be alone.” Suddenly, Nola’s eyes began to fill. “He wouldn’t even look at me. He called mom some awful names and threatened to end things with her if she ever brought me around again.” 
 
      
 
    I’d been in a state of paralytic shock until I saw the tears forming in my Nola’s eyes, hearing the pain in her small voice. I pulled myself together and pulled Nola into my arms.  
 
      
 
    “He acted as though I were some awful virus created to destroy him. I hardly look any different than his other daughters. Why doesn’t he want me?”  
 
      
 
    “Because he’s a fool, baby.” I growled into her hair. Snuggling her close, I kissed the back of her turned head resting on my shoulder, and ran a soothing hand up and down her spine. I held Nola close reassuring her that I would never let her go. I would never not want her. “You are the most beautiful, thoughtful, intelligent, charming young woman I’ve ever had the pleasure of knowing. He doesn’t know you princess, and he’s so busy trying to protect his lie he’s blinded to the jewel you really are.”  
 
      
 
    Pulling Nola back, I tipped her chin up so that she’d meet my eyes. 
 
      
 
    “Listen to me Nola. I don’t know why my body has suddenly started reacting to you the way that it does…”  
 
      
 
    “Daddy, I like that it does. I want…”  
 
      
 
    “No, listen.” I pressed a finger to her strawberry tinged lips to stop her rambling. “Please hear what I mean to say. You know I love you,” She nodded. “There is nothing you can do or refuse to do, nothing your mother can say or this town or anyone can say, to make me stop loving you, wanting you. I meant it before when I said you are all I have Nola, but you’re young and you have a lot of life to live.” I took her round face in my hand gently stroking her soft cheek with my thumb because she was frowning up at me now as though my words were going to disappoint her. I smiled. “I’m only trying to give you options. I want you to understand that whether you choose to let this happen between us…” I took one of her breast in my other hand and strummed her little nipple. “Or not, you will always be mine. I will always be your daddy. I will always take care of you, and I will never let anyone take you away from me.”  
 
      
 
    Nola smiled, reaching up slowly to wrap her arms around my neck. She gave me a sweet kiss that sent a shiver through my body.  
 
      
 
    “You don’t have to stay with her, you know.” It took me a second to realize she was talking about her mother. “You have every right to leave her since she was having an affair.”  
 
      
 
    “Shit.” I said with too much feeling. Not because I was surprised by Nola’s confession that it had been Beth’s ex, that asshole Hilson, she’d been sleeping around with. No, I got that information from the P.I. Not that it was Hilson, but that Beth had had an affair. I was suddenly weary and angry because it made the odds of the baby Beth had aborted, more favorable that it had been mine. She would have gladly carried another baby for Hilson, using it as a tool to get him back. I was suddenly miserable again.  
 
      
 
    “Daddy,” Nola brought me back caressing her lips against mine. “She’s hurt you so much, hasn’t she?” I nodded. “That’s why I never told you about Mr. Hilson. For the longest time, I wouldn’t believe mom, and then when I knew it was true, well… I knew telling you would only bring you pain. I know how badly you wanted children of your own. I love you, daddy. No other man but you, and I’m so sorry for keeping secrets.”  
 
      
 
    “No more secrets baby, okay?” I pulled Nola against me until her naked breast crushed against my chest. “Not between us. We tell each other everything. Got it?”  
 
      
 
    Nola nodded leaning in to kiss me once more. Suddenly her little hand was back on my cock rubbing against the thin material hiding me from her. “I love you so much daddy. I love you completely. I want you and you want me.”  
 
      
 
    I held her wrist as she opened my pants. Before I could catch my breath to tell her to stop, she had her little hands wrapped around my thick hot cock. Holy shit! 
 
      
 
    “We can’t tell your mother about this.”  
 
      
 
    Nola caressed her hands slowly up and down my hard shaft. Her eyes went wide as she noticed the full size of it. The length and girth. I was easily ten inches.  
 
      
 
    “She keeps secrets from us. We can keep things from her too.”  
 
      
 
    “No baby.” Taking her pretty face in hand I made her look at me. “I’m going to deal with your mother my own way. I’m going to take care of everything that’s been going on, but I don’t want you telling her anything. I don’t want her knowing until and unless I’m ready for her to know, to see. Understood.”  
 
      
 
    She kissed me and I searched Nola’s sweet mouth groaning at the feel of her hands on my hot shaft. Damn, it had been so long. I was so worked up, so weak. I would come in her hands if she didn’t stop.  
 
      
 
    “Okay, I won’t tell her. But it’s you and me forever, right daddy? Just you and me?”   
 
      
 
    “Yes baby. It’s always been just you and me. It will always be you and me.”  
 
      
 
    Shoving the files off my desk, I plopped Nola on top of it, pulling her panties down, and forcing her legs wide demanding that she young bare her pussy to me. Heat flamed her naked breast up her neck and face. The lamp light on top of my desk spotlighted her pussy. A smooth pink blush, wet and dewy with arousal, and a thin dust of hair above her mound neatly trimmed. Nola’s pussy was pristine, new, and all mine.  
 
      
 
    “Damn baby it’s beautiful.” Lightly stroking my fingers over and through her slit, I couldn’t keep my hands off her. Nola’s sweet blushing smile was almost as pretty as her pussy. I kissed my way down her trembling thighs, caressing and holding her open as I worked my lips down to her center. Her little hands tugged at my hair.  
 
      
 
    “Daddy, what are you doing? I thought you were just going to rub my kitty.”  
 
      
 
    “I’m going to do more than just rub it, Nola. I’m going to do all kinds of wicked things to it, but first I’m going to give it a kiss. Is it okay that I put my lips and tongue right here baby?”  
 
    I pecked her pussy with my lips the way before tonight, I used to kiss her mouth. Her thighs shook.  
 
      
 
    “I love eating pussy, baby. Licking your pussy would be such a treat. Look at it Nola. A pussy this pretty needs to be petted, stroked, and rubbed. It needs a tongue to lick up all your sweet cream.”  
 
      
 
    I traced my tongue up her slit, licking her soft pink mound. I licked her warm and wet savoring her sweet taste on my tongue while holding her jerky hips and trembling thighs open and in place. I loved the happy noises she made. Nola’s squealing, whimpering moans egged me on. I wanted to pull more of those desperate sounds from her. And like always when I got my mouth on a sweet tasty pussy I got lost. Lost in the silky heated mound, the quivering hole leaking sweet cream, and her pulsing little clit; that bundle of nerves which was the pinnacle of her pleasure. And this was my Nola, my baby girl’s forbidden flower I was slurping like melted ice cream on a hot summer day.  
 
    Dipping my tongue to catch her cream and then back up to roll, stroke, and beat at her tiny throbbing clit. I zeroed in on Nola’s clit. Rolling my tongue back and over it, slurping and suckling, and again rapidly rubbing my thick tongue against it. One moment teasing. The next a full-on assault. The pain of her small hands pulling my hair meant nothing. Nola’s mulling pleading whines was music to my ears. Her squirming bucking body wasn’t going anywhere. Ruthlessly, I held her in place thighs wide. Her virgin pussy a fresh all you can eat buffet.  
 
      
 
    “Daddy! Daddy!”  
 
      
 
    Even behind Nola’s screams, I hadn’t realized I was standing up holding her hips against my chest. She was lifted-up resting head and shoulder on my desk, one leg wrapped around my head the other trembling over my broad shoulder. I ran a hand down her torso to cup her breast. I pinched her little nipple when I shoved my tongue inside her sex.  
 
      
 
    “Oh daddy! What… Your tongue… My pussy… It feels so… I love it daddy!” She whimpered barely able to find the words.  
 
      
 
    Her pussy rippled around my thrusting tongue. Nola shook as though it hurt or it was the most wonderful feeling in the world. I couldn’t stop. After one lick, I was addicted so greedy was I for her cream. Besides, I needed to open her pussy. She would never be able to take me if I didn’t stretch her first. I focused all my attention on Nola’s clit, my tongue going wild against it while slipping a finger inside her heated little cunt rubbing and stroking her wet. I worked her until I could get two fingers in, and then a stretching painful third.  
 
    Nola suddenly screamed, either from the pain of being stretched by my fingers or the attack my tongue had on her clit. Probably both. Her entire body trembled. Her hips locked into place pressed hard against my mouth. Her pussy rippled and then clenched tight around my fingers gushing warm juice until she was leaking. I kept rubbing her clit with my tongue in that one spot not letting up pressure for a single second until Nola cried out a second time and her hips started trying to jerk away. I held her so she couldn’t get away from my tongue to torture her because I knew it would feel good and overwhelming to her supersensitive bits.  
 
    Slowly, I pulled off her clit and pulled my soaked fingers from her cunt. Taking them into my mouth, I suck them off as I gently lay her back on my desk.  
 
      
 
    “You okay baby?” I stroked her hair back wiping a bit of sweat from her forehead and kissing her there as she fought to catch her breath. She nodded but said nothing. I let her lay and got my pants opened, and unbuttoned my shirt as well.  
 
      
 
    “Nola?”  
 
      
 
    She lifted her head and grinned at me which made me smile. I took the hand she held out to me, and pulled her up back into my lap. She saw my throbbing cock and immediately took hold of it.  
 
      
 
    “Here, get down on the floor.” I helped position her on her knees between my legs, but before I could explain what to do, my little girl’s mouth was already kissing and licking my cock. “Fuck!”  
 
      
 
    She grinned up at me circling the cap with her tongue, licking up the leaking pre-cum, and then taking a good four inches into her mouth.  
 
      
 
    “God, Nola!” I threw my head back fighting to get air into my lungs while my little girl sucked my dick like a pro. “How do you know what you’re doing?” I asked stupidly. “Where the hell did you learn… Christ!” I shouted when she took me especially deep. The head of my cock hit the back of her throat. Her little hand found my balls and started caressing them. The hand she used to hold the portion of my cock not wedge into her mouth was expertly stroking up and down working her saliva down to wet it. Her head bobbed up and down on it. Her tongue traced the underside of my cock up to the sensitive tip where she swirled her tongue, suckling strong, before going back down deep. I locked my knees trying to stay up on trembling legs while my daughter sucked my cock better than any woman I’ve ever known. Definitely better than her mother.  
 
    I tried not to pull at Nola’s hair as she bobbed and lapped, rubbed and stroked, forced deep and nearly gagged on my pole. It felt so fucking good all I wanted to do was ram my dick deep inside her mouth and spill everything I had.  
 
      
 
    “Christ honey, I don’t know how much more of this I can take!”  
 
      
 
    “You can cum in my mouth if you want, daddy.” She gasped between licks.  
 
      
 
    “Fuck!” Knocking her hands away I grabbed my dick at the base, shut my eyes tight, and squeezed until I felt pain. There was no way I was wasting the first load in her mouth. We’d come to damned far for it all to end after a simple blowjob, but if she said that shit to me again I would. I tried to push her gently away as I stepped back.  
 
      
 
    “Daddy,” Nola protested grabbing at my hips. 
 
      
 
    “Wait baby.” Breathing deeply, I found my chair and fell back into it. Nola was on her feet stepping between my legs. I thought she would climb onto my lap, but she was pulling down her skirt and tossing her blouse aside. Damn, I hadn’t seen her naked in years, and surely it was nothing near to this fully-grown woman that stood before me. My stepdaughter had grown into a gorgeous woman. I lift my ass when Nola took my pants and pulled them down to my ankles. I kicked them aside along with my shoes, and spread my legs after pulling my baby girl into my lap.  
 
    Nola took hold of my dick and held it up while I grabbed her sweet ass, lifting her up, while she positioned the head of my hard cock at the door of her innocent cunt.  
 
      
 
    “Careful baby.” I growled caressing the cheeks of her ass, her thighs, running a hand up to squeeze her tits. My body jerked when I felt her hot pussy brush the tip of my dick. Nola worked the cap in, gasped at the stretching, and then jerked up spilling me out. Fuck! That tight small bit of insertion felt so damn good I could have cried out, but she’d jerked away as if she meant to change her mind. Fuck that! I jerked her soft little body up tight, fisting her hair, and gazing into her soft amber eyes, I growled with a harsh demand. 
 
      
 
    “Put my dick back inside your pussy, Nola.” The deep sharpness of my tone made Nola gasp and there was even a bit of fear behind the arousal in her eyes. Roughly, I caressed a hand down her body shoving it between her legs and rubbed her soft wet mound, caressing my fingers against her clit, and even dipped the tip of one inside her cunt. Nola shivered against my rough possessive touch.  
 
      
 
    “You don’t grab a man’s dick unless you’re willing to give him your pussy. You are mine, Nola. Your ass. Your pussy. Your mouth.” I caught her mouth in a slobby wet kiss thrusting my tongue deep. “I want your innocent sweet pussy, Nola. Now put your daddy’s dick back inside your slutty pussy so I can take your virginity.”   
 
      
 
    My tone was so demanding and gruff I knew there was no way she would disobey.  Nola trembled with nerves and a bit of fear, and by the way her naïve little cunt soaked the tip of my dick, arousal. She wanted this. It was just all new to her. She was a virgin and she was experiencing the fear of her first time. Still, Nola fitted my thick wide head at the door of her little cunt and slowly lowered her hips trying to work me in.  
 
    “Daddy,” She whined behind my hard-horny cock stretching her tender opening. “It’s so thick, so big. I don’t think… Oh God, daddy. Maybe it won’t fit.”  
 
      
 
    “I won’t tell you again, Nola.” I growled into her mouth as she panted against my lips and tongue. “Relax and give daddy your pussy. Get all of my dick inside you.”  
 
      
 
    “I’m trying Daddy!” She cried working her hips down and then up when it became too much and started to hurt, but then down again.  
 
      
 
    Each time taking a bit more. She was so hot and wet and aroused she was soaking my dick and her hand that held just the base of my cock as she worked more and more in. She was ready for me. She was just afraid. I was ready to fuck. I was aching to toss her down on my desk and ram her pussy like a beast. I didn’t want my daughter, my Nola to be in pain, but something dark and deep inside me; something animalistic, who wanted to laugh in Brock Hilson’s face while fucking his flesh and blood like a filthy whore, rose-up. I shook my head fighting to dispel those thoughts, knowing they stem from the pain and betrayal I suffered behind the lies, and affair Beth had with Hilson. Instead, I clutched at my baby girl and tried to help her ease the way.   
 
    Grabbing her hips, I pumped up gently as she eased herself down over my lap. 
 
      
 
    “That’s it baby. Let daddy have it.”  
 
      
 
    I felt the moment my cock brushed her hymen. Nola tensed and gasped gazing right into my eyes. I licked her trembling bottom lip and her sweet warm wet tongue.  
 
      
 
    “You want daddy to break it?” I asked. She gasped and gave a short nod. “You’ll be mine for all time, Nola. I’ll never give you up, not your pussy and not you. You’ll have to let me fuck your pussy as much as I want, whenever I want. No matter where you go or how far you try to run. You’ll have your daddy running after your ass demanding to get back inside your pussy. Is that what you want, baby?”  
 
      
 
    Nola tried to smile as she eagerly nodded, but the sensations, the intensity of the moment was too much for her. “Yes daddy. Don’t ever leave me.”  
 
      
 
    “I won’t.” I groaned at the fluttering soft walls of her pussy hugging the inches I had inside her. I told her to hold on and she wrapped her arms around my neck. Holding her close to my chest and her hips into place, I thrust up hard and deep breaking her innocence, claiming her virginity for my own. Nola screamed against the sharp sting of pain. The feel of her heat and wetness, my daughter forcing her newly deflowered tender pussy over me, encasing my thick hard shaft even as I held her down, was nearly overwhelming. I gave her a few precious seconds before I pulled back only to pump right back up inside her. Nola whimpered and I kissed her tears away, and then I moved her hips to show her how to work her sweet pussy above me. Soon her whimpers turn into moans and then groans as she found her rhythm.  
 
      
 
    “Fuck daddy’s dick baby. Work that naughty slutty pussy over me.”  
 
      
 
    Nola held on to my big shoulders, licked and kissed my neck, and whispered in my ear. “Daddy, why are you talking so dirty to me? Why are you saying such filthy things?”  
 
      
 
    I pulled back so that she’d have to look at me. I grabbed her twerking ass and growled back.  “Why are you fucking your mother’s husband? Why are you squeezing your horny heated pussy around your father’s dick? Letting your own daddy take your virginity. Bouncing your young sexy ass in my lap to get more of my horny meat inside your wet cunt.” Nola blush scarlet and tried to look away but I wouldn’t let her. “I love you baby, but you’re my daughter and this is so taboo and filthy.” I rolled my hips to drill up inside her pussy as she rocked her hips down taking me so deep we both groan from the pleasure. “We’re all alone late at night in my office, father and daughter butt naked, and fucking lustily in my desk chair. Your pussy is so wet baby, and my cock is so hard and achy desperate to fuck you hard and deep.”  
 
      
 
    “Daddy!” Nola groan rolling her hips bouncing higher, rocking harder.  
 
      
 
    “Get it baby! Fuck your young pussy on daddy’s dick.” I slapped her ass to keep her going. “Bounce on it like you love it. Chase that orgasm I know is just there. I want to watch you come for the first time while fucking.”  
 
      
 
    Nola was loving my dirty talk. She was clutching me hard while working her hips in my lap, rocking and bouncing on my dick while I helped her work her heated wet pussy up and down on it. I watched the strain in her face as she bit down into her lower lip, fighting for it, chasing a forbidden orgasm. It would always be mine. Her first fuck. Her first orgasm from a hard cock stretching her hungry teen pussy.  
 
    I held my daughter close and kept slapping her ass. I wanted her finding her pleasure behind a bite of pain because I was holding back. I needed her to cum first. To loosen up a bit more before releasing the storm and rage of my fuck lust that was waiting just on the brink, for now enjoying her hot sweaty body bouncing and rocking in her daddy’s lap. Chasing that first fiery orgasm. I watched Nola’s body, her beautiful soft skin blushing hot and sweaty moving with a sexy sultry sway against the man who raised her. Her pussy clenched and then released. Her ass jiggling as she rocked, red with my big hand prints; the slaps I couldn’t resist giving her as naughty as she’d been tonight. Climbing into her daddy’s lap rubbing her hot wet panties over my wayward bulge making us both want things we shouldn’t. I captured her nipple into my mouth suckling her powdery soft tits and sent a hand down to finger her tiny clit.  
 
      
 
    “Daddy! Oh!”  
 
      
 
    “What is it baby? Do I need to rub right here while you bounce on your first dick?” Grinning wickedly against her breast, I licked her stony nipple and then bit it. 
 
      
 
    “Ooo Daddy! My pussy feels so good when your rub there. Your cock is so big daddy, stretching my little pussy. It’s so achy Daddy, but I love it. My pussy loves it!” She cried rocking her hips faster, bouncing higher. I held her so she wouldn’t bounce off my dick and pumped underneath, forcing her little pussy to take more, giving her a sharper stroke. She squealed at the bite of pain sending her teeth into my shoulder, but I kept it up because I knew she loved it.  
 
      
 
    “Daddy! It’s so good! Daddy! You’re making my pussy feel so good. My pussy is so wet because you’ve got your cock in me. Inside your little girl! My daddy is fucking my pussy so hard and I love it! I love your cock daddy! Oh, my God! Oh, my God!” Nola’s body started trembling, jerking wildly in my arms. She could no longer hold it.  
 
      
 
    “Come Nola! Come all over my dick! Let daddy feel your pussy cream all over his dick!” Slapping her ass, I fist her hair and forced her back to meet my eyes. Her mouth agape, Nola frowned in awe and wonder as her body convulsed, trembling and jerking, while her pussy locked up, vising my dick one long minute and then rippling spasming the next. She was coming. My baby girl. My Kanola bear was having her first orgasm in her daddy’s lap while giving her virgin pussy to her daddy.  
 
    I held my sweet girl and waited almost to the end before picking Nola up, and dropping her on top of my desk. Throwing her legs over my shoulders and holding her shoulder down to keep her in place, I spread my legs a little for a powerful stance and thrust hard and deep. Nola screamed, but I let her scream because there was no one else in the building. With deep animal grunts, I fucked inside Nola’s heated tight pussy determined to drill her into the hard wood. I released the beast on my baby girl half knowing it was wrong because she was so new and innocent, but the other half didn’t care. She was still coming but it was harder now. I was sending her higher because the fucking was rougher as I slammed inside her repeatedly. Yes, she was soaking wet, more loose and open, but she was still a virgin on a first-time fuck. The pleasure of her tight as fuck pussy was nearly mind numbing. My eyes closed against my will as I lost myself in the pleasure of her body. I was giving it all to her now. Nola was taking all ten thick inches, and the rippling soft muscle of her pussy walls around my thick hard cock was too much.  
 
      
 
    “Fuck yes! Your daddy is fucking your virgin pussy! Such good pussy, baby, and damn you can take a dick. I’ve got all ten inches inside your tight virgin pussy, Nola, and I’m not stopping until I’ve fuck the shit out of it!”  
 
      
 
    Holding my daughter down tight, I slammed my rock-hard dick as hard as I could as fast as I could, all inside her burning wet teen pussy. My body over heated and I started to sweat. Still, I pounded Nola’s pussy like a cheap whore who’d I caught trying to steal from me. She was no longer giving up her young forbidden pussy. Her daddy was taking it. Her pussy was so fucking hot, so fucking wet. It was the best feeling in the world. I was lost inside my daughter’s pussy. Lost in the tight wet rippling sheath. Lost in the ecstasy.   
 
    The bite of Nola’s nails in my muscular arms and her pleading screams brought me back.  
 
      
 
    “Daddy! Daddy!”  
 
      
 
    I forced my eyes open and gazed down at my baby girl. She appeared frantic and… fearful. Quickly, I released her shoulder, pulling her legs down, and was about to pull back as the suffocating painful guilt rolled through my body. Letting her legs flop open and back, Nola shot up, wrapping her arms around my neck, and pulling me down to lay over her between her legs. My dick was still buried deep inside her, jumping inside her pussy wanting to get back to the fucking.  
 
      
 
    “I’m so sorry baby.” I kissed her lips and fought to keep my hips still. I wish I could banished the pleasure away. I didn’t deserve to feel it. I tried to pull away, but Nola held on, holding me down and in place, even when I tried to pull out of her. She wrapped her legs around my waist. “Baby. Don’t. I… Did I hurt you?”  
 
      
 
    “No daddy. It’s just…”  
 
      
 
    “Just what?” I barked impatiently wishing she’d let me go. Let me pull away. Let me melt into the floor to hide my shame. Maybe Beth had been right. 
 
      
 
    “Daddy please look at me.”  
 
      
 
    I hadn’t known my eyes were closed. Nola was giving me her sweet kisses all over my face and neck. I forced my eyes open to face my brave girl. She was undulating her hips against me and I wished she’d stop. My dick was throbbing aching to start ramming her again.   
 
      
 
    “I don’t want you to stop.”    
 
      
 
    “What?” I barked frowning down at her.  
 
      
 
    “Just don’t leave me all alone. Can’t you do it while staying with me?”  
 
      
 
    I gazed down into Nola’s soft amber eyes, her pleading brows, and saw just how much unlike her mother she really was. Just as Beth had always turned away from me during sex, Nola wanted to connect. She didn’t want the pleasure without the connection. Gazing into her soft eyes, I had to acknowledge how emotionally mature Nola had grown.  
 
      
 
    “Can we keep going daddy? I loved it. It was good even when it got scary. I just… I just want you to keep me close. Don’t leave me, okay?”  
 
      
 
    Slowly, I lift my hips and started pumping down into Nola’s sweet waiting pussy.  
 
      
 
    “I didn’t hurt you?” I had to make sure. 
 
      
 
    Nola shook her head biting her lower lip against my thrust.  
 
      
 
    “So you like it rough and dirty like that?” I thrust harder pressing deeper. Nola gasped moaning loudly. Then she took a deep breath and smiled.  
 
      
 
    “Yes daddy. I like the way you claim my pussy. Please do it some more.”  
 
      
 
    “Fuck!” I pulled her ass to the end of the desk and forced my cock in deep. Nola squealed. “Look at me.” But she was already looking at me. My little girl’s eyes never left my face. “You’re going to get the fucking you’re begging for, and I’m going to stand right here and watch.”  
 
      
 
    Nola nodded and grinned. “Hurt my pussy daddy.”  
 
      
 
    Shit! “Goddamn it, Nola.” I growled thrusting harder, pumping my cock deep until I came to the end of her pussy and the head of my cock tapped her womb. She pulled me down into a kiss. I ran my hands down her legs to her inner thighs forcing them back spreading her wide to open her up. I pump my dick deep inside my little girls giving pussy, watching her body, watching her face, watching for any sign of distress. Nola gasped and squealed behind each hard thrust smiling up at me, blushing and panting while she enjoyed her daddy’s cock.  
 
    She never took her eyes off me. She never pulled away. That had been me, because Beth never tried to connect with me during sex. She’d turn away, bury her face in the pillow after demanding that I slow down, not thrust so hard. Beth hardly ever let me get on top. I’d lay there barely moving, barely allowed to touch her while she moved on top of me until she found her pleasure. She’d told me the only way she could come was riding on top. I didn’t mind a woman on top. I used to like to look at her, but even my looking and touching her became too much. Broke her concentration she’d say.  
 
    But now I had my Nola under me, in my arms, and with every hard thrust she gave a lusty moan. I caressed a rough hand down her body squeezing her firm tits, biting her pebbled nipples as my cock raided her pussy, and Nola just smiled, pulling me down into another wet kiss. Whimpering and moaning Nola whispered into my mouth. 
 
      
 
    “Come on daddy. Please. Hurt my pussy like you did before. Just stay with me.”  
 
      
 
    “Fuck baby! You know I like it rough.”  
 
      
 
    She nodded and smiled.  
 
      
 
    “Shit. I don’t know if I can hold on. I just… I don’t want to hurt you, Nola.”  
 
      
 
    “You wasn’t hurting me before.” Nola gasped licking my bottom lip. I shivered when she traced a hand down my back over my ass. “Teach me how to fuck daddy. Just don’t leave me when you do.”  
 
      
 
    I nearly crawled up over the desk so I could slam my hips between Nola’s legs, forcing her to take every inch of my hard-hungry cock. She squealed and called out to me. I relaxed, kissed her deeply, and released the beast. Our sex was wet because she had come twice before. Still no matter how hard and fast I rammed my dick into her tender pussy, she only begged for more. I never took my eyes off her face. I never pulled away, and for the first time in years, I didn’t have to hold back. I knew I was bruising Nola’s soft peddles. I was ruining my baby’s pussy for any other man, but it didn’t matter because she was mine. I left raspberries all over her breast and neck, leaving my mark that would show up tomorrow. I held her legs open and back and planked, slamming my dick in and out of her pussy until she locked up all around me and screamed. I got my thumb on her clit and held her body down while she trembled all around me.  
 
      
 
    “Daddy! I’m coming so hard! You’re hurting my pussy so good!” 
 
      
 
    “Cream baby! Let that pussy cream all over my dick!”  
 
      
 
    I held my Nola close, kissing her neck and breast, watching while she enjoyed the orgasm. She was so beautiful when she came. A hard blush infused her face, neck, and breast making her glow with pleasure. Pleasure her daddy gave her. I stayed with her like she asked and continued to pump my dick inside her. I couldn’t give her up so soon. I hadn’t had any real pussy in over a year. I can’t believe I was holding on this long, but I didn’t want it to end. I knew after tonight I would want Nola always. I also realize I was doing Nola bare. I was fucking my daughter skin to skin and in my heart, I knew why.  
 
    I turned Nola tossing her leg over my shoulder to fuck her at an angle. I even put her on top of my desk on her knees. She pulled my arm over her chest wanting me close. Still I slapped her jiggling ass and grinned at the wet smack filling the room as I fucked her like that, explaining how raunchy and naughty it was. I told her I’d would think of her bent over my desk like that during every meeting, wondering if my clients realized how I thought about fucking my daughter in that position, while trying to conduct business.  
 
      
 
    “Daddy you’re so nasty.” She gasped at me moaning as I strummed her clit.  
 
      
 
    I couldn’t help but laugh. I couldn’t remember the last time I had so much fun while making love to a woman. Damn. What if I could have this always? What if I came inside her? What if I got my Nola pregnant? Fuck! The very thought of that got my dick jumping, throbbing inside her pussy, leaping toward her fertile womb. 
 
      
 
    “Nola turn over baby. I’m about to come and I want you to watch me do it.”  
 
      
 
    I flipped her over onto her back without even pulling out. She drew her arms over my shoulders around my neck. She wanted me close. She always wanted me close. Damn but it felt so fucking good inside her virgin pussy. A pussy I should have been protecting until she’d decided to marry, not pounding it into the desktop, roughly riding it bare, raw, and wet and now seconds from flooding it with my forbidden hot daddy seed. This pussy was all mine now. There was no going back.  
 
    My balls drew up. My dick jerked with the pleasure of the taboo fuck, and the pain in my balls as I fought to hold back. Gazing down into Nola’s eyes I asked.  
 
      
 
    “Baby are you on birth control.”  
 
      
 
    Nola gasped, her eyes going wide before they dropped down between us to watch my thick hard cock pump in and out of her sloshing pussy. “Daddy, I thought… maybe we can stop and get a condom.”  
 
      
 
    “Fuck no!” I growled gripping her thighs tight to keep her in place. “Are you or are you not on birth control, and don’t you dare lie to me.”  
 
      
 
    “I wouldn’t lie daddy.” She whined softly as though she were in trouble and I was getting ready to spank her. I hadn’t spanked her in years, but the very thought of bending her over my knee made my dick jump once again inside her. She felted it and moaned. Fuck! 
 
      
 
    “Tell me.” I demanded.  
 
      
 
    “No daddy.” Pleadingly she shook her head. “I’m sorry. I didn’t think…”  
 
      
 
    “Good.” I shut her up by kissing her mouth. “I’m going to cum inside you Nola. Daddy is going to put a baby inside your virgin pussy.”  
 
      
 
    She gasped even as her pussy rippled around my shaft. “But… you want to do that Daddy? But what if…. Mom will find out…”  
 
      
 
    “I don’t care!” I growled. “There’s no way I can stop fucking your pussy after tonight Nola. I think you know that. And it’s me and you, remember? I want a family and I want you.”  
 
      
 
    Nola smiled pulling up to hug me tight. There were tears forming in her eyes that was so sweet I had to kiss her.  
 
      
 
    “From now on when we fuck, I want you begging me for cum Nola. Beg daddy to knock you up, to get you pregnant. You’re going to be the only woman in my life and I want you pregnant Nola.” A red haze of lust rolled through my body. She held on while I pounded her pussy harder, deeper. “Beg for cum Nola. Keep your legs open so daddy can put a baby right in your tight little virginal pussy.”  
 
      
 
    Nola squealed. Her pussy clenched around my pistoning dick. She loved the dirty talk. She loved how naughty it was. She loved that it was her mother’s husband who was using her pussy to make a baby. The man who raised her. The man who took care of her and loved her. The man who her mother threatened all her life to leave, take all his money and her, and run off with the strange man who she’d claimed was Nola’s real father.  
 
    Well no more. Her mother could leave, but Nola wasn’t going anywhere.  
 
      
 
    “Come inside me Daddy! Put your cum in me and make a baby.”  
 
      
 
    “Fuck Nola!”  
 
    With a shouting roar her daddy came. Nola could feel the hot sticky semen flood her pussy.  
 
      
 
    It wasn’t enough. It would never be enough. I was coming so much the white thick spunk was spilling out of Nola’s pussy around my pumping dick. I forced Nola back and spread her legs. Ramming deep, I sprayed her open womb. My body trembled as I emptied my balls deep inside my daughter, praying it would take and she would give me a true heir. The pleasure was so fucking good. I could hear Nola screaming and coming as I washed her virgin pussy with my hot daddy seed.  
 
      
 
    Moments later, I lay over Nola’s body fighting to catch my breath. She held me close. Her little hand in my hair petting me. God, I loved her so much. Kissing my way up her neck until I found her mouth, we kissed slowly, yet thoroughly. I never imagined I would be the one to take my daughter’s virginity, but now that I had, I knew I would never surrender her over to another man.  
 
    Finally, I lifted off Nola, holding her legs open and back. I had been lying over her balls deep insider her quivering cunt. She seemed to enjoy it. Nola watched me slowly pull my dick out of her pussy. It was covered in cum, her pussy juice, and a slight tinge of red that was her innocence. Her pussy was red, wet, and swollen. I’d come so much insider her, she was leaking a thick white river of my seed. Damn, it didn’t even look the same. Smiling, I realized I’d fucked my baby girl’s pussy into an unrecognizable state.  
 
    Nola smiled up at me from her pussy, watching my smile. I gently stroked her bruised plump mound, dipping my finger into her flooded cunt filled with my cum, and took it to her mouth. She sucked it off greedily.  
 
      
 
    “Damn baby. You came without me even touching your clit. You like the way it feels when I come inside your pussy?”  
 
      
 
    She nodded. “It felt so naughty daddy. I can’t believe you came inside me even after I begged for it. Am I really going to get pregnant?” 
 
      
 
    “I hope so.”  
 
      
 
    I chuckled stroking my cock, squeezing the tip so the lingering drops of cum would fall on her tiny clit. Nola shivered watching me do it.  
 
      
 
    “We’ll have to keep fucking every day I think to make sure.” I said. I was already hungry for more of Nola’s tight hot wet cunt.  
 
      
 
    “I want you to do that to me every day, daddy.” 
 
      
 
    I pulled her up into a tongue searching wet kiss.    
 
      
 
    ***** 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The next morning at breakfast, Beth had a lot to say to Nola about the heekies at her neck. Suddenly, she was accusing Nola of having sex with some random guy as though there had never been a boyfriend she might possibly have reconciled with. Of course my Nola didn’t have a boyfriend. That had been another one of Beth’s lies to cover the fact that she’d set up a meet with Nola and Hilson. I wasn’t supposed to know about that, so when Nola suggested that she and her “boyfriend” reconciled, Beth shot me a quick nervous glance after dropping it completely. Beth didn’t see Nola’s smirk while she poured juice into a glass. Still, Beth snatched the newspaper out of my hand and demanded while glaring at me.  
 
      
 
    “Talk to her. Unless you want a pregnant daughter right out of high school for all the world to see. “ 
 
      
 
    And that’s what Beth was worried about. This town and what they would say and remember about her nearly twenty years ago.  
 
    After that Beth and Nola turned our home into their own private war zone. Ever since Beth brought Nola home in tears, Nola had been glaring at her mother with silent bitter contempt. Behind closed doors they would argue in harsh hushed tones afraid I would over hear. When I walked in a room where they happened to be arguing they would both stop midsentence, Nola glaring angrily at her mother and Beth looking nervous and anxious. Even though me and Beth’s marriage was practically over, I didn’t much like Nola being upset every time her mother walked into a room. I started suggesting to Nola that it might be best if she just tell her mother she’d already told me about the meeting with Hilson. I just didn’t like seeing Nola upset for any reason. Especially when we were trying to get pregnant because by now I was fucking Nola morning, noon, and night. I just couldn’t keep my hands or my dick out of her.  
 
    As soon as Beth left the room I was pulling Nola’s panties down so I could eat her sweet pussy. She surprised me by waxing it bald saying she wanted to feel everything. I sat Nola on the kitchen counter and ate her little pussy while Beth entertained a few of her society friends in the backyard patio. Nola’s whimpering moans had my dick rock hard and demanding by the time I made her give up that final muffled squeal as she tried to keep it down. I was just pulling Nola off the counter, pulling her skirt down to cover up when Beth walked in.  
 
    Beth took a pitcher of lemonade from the fridge glaring at Nola.  
 
      
 
    “Hand me a beer.” I told Beth pulling her attention from Nola, as she stood flush moist and panting from her orgasm, leaning against the counter as though she were uncertain her legs would hold her. My tone was deep and gruff because I was still horny as fuck.  
 
      
 
    Beth frowned, but handed me a cold bottle of beer. I drank half of it down gazing back at my sexy little girl. The taste of her pussy spiked my beer sweetly. Fuck, I needed to get my dick in her. My body was hot, hard, and trembling with lust to fuck my daughter and flood her slutty cunt with more of my seed. Nola’s pupils were blown. She knew her daddy needed to fuck her. She knew this wasn’t over.  
 
      
 
     “…we talked about your attending this luncheon, Nola.” Beth was saying as me and Nola gazed at each other. “You told me you had a free day today.”  
 
      
 
    “No.” I said. “I don’t want to mom.” Nola and I spoke at once.  
 
      
 
    I took Nola’s hand before Beth could protest. “My daughter is spending the rest of the day with me.” I said. “She knows I need to make a big deposit.”  
 
      
 
    Nola grinned. Beth gazed up at me, eyes sparkling. We both knew Beth thought I was talking about money. Nothing shut Beth up faster than thoughts of increasing my accounts with money she was desperate to spend. Beth smiled, nodded, and took her pitcher of lemonade out to her friends.  
 
    I pulled Nola to my study and locked the door.  
 
      
 
    “Get your clothes off baby. Climb upon that desk on your back and spread your legs. Daddy needs your pussy worse than I need air to breathe.” 
 
      
 
    Nola giggled quickly getting into position before I could make my way over to her. I stripped down bare. Holding her creamy thighs down to keep her spread, I quickly fitted the head of my cock to the door of her heated wet pussy and thrust right in, balls deep.  
 
     “Fuck Daddy!” Nola shouted.  
 
      
 
    “Watch your mouth!” I barked gruffly.  
 
      
 
    I held Nola’s thighs tight and pumped my dick hard and deep in and out of her heated wet snatch. Her little body jerked and her breast jiggled against each assault. Nola frowned up at me biting her bottom lip to muffle her gasping squeals. I kept my eyes on her face and kept fucking. I didn’t care if she made noise. I didn’t care if she screamed. I don’t know why I barked at her only that Beth and I didn’t allow her to curse around us. And now gazing down at Nola’s soft curvy body, seeing how my little girl had grown into one sexy ass woman. And watching my dick pump in out of her young teen pussy. Fuck! I was fucking my stepdaughter and loving it. I was so twisted up inside. I loved Nola with everything in me, and the things her pussy did to me was dark erotic and forbidden.  
 
      
 
    “Sweet fuck! I’m fucking my own daughter!” I growled. 
 
      
 
    Nola narrowed her eyes at me before a wicked smile broke across her face.  
 
      
 
    “Open your mouth. I don’t care if you scream baby. Daddy is fucking your pussy. You need to scream because I know you love it. I don’t care if your mother hears you. I’ll tell her I’m in here watching porn. Hell, maybe I want her to know it’s you screaming, that it’s you I’m fucking.” I pulled Nola’s hips forward until her ass nearly hung off the end of the desk. Her pussy rippled and creamed a little around my dick at my admission. Nola released her bottom lip and she gasped and moaned loudly.  
 
      
 
    “Damn, I wish I’d left the door unlocked. Maybe I want her to walk in on us, so she can watch me pump my dick deep inside your little pussy.” 
 
      
 
    Nola’s hips canted up and held as the muscles in her pussy rippled once more. “That’s so filthy Daddy. You always say the naughtiest things.”  
 
      
 
    I leaned over Nola’s body when she wound her arms around my neck to pull me close. Taking her plump ass in hand, I held her hips up and in place and slammed my dick deep inside her burning cunt. I was fucking her raw, doing her bare, skin against heated wet skin.  
 
      
 
    “Daddy God! You’re hurting my pussy so good!” She bellowed.  
 
      
 
    “You love it, you filthy cum hungry slut.” I growled inside her mouth, eyes locked, we were so close. “Let daddy use your virgin pussy, Nola. Beg for my cum. Scream and let the whole world know whose fucking your forbidden teen pussy!”  
 
      
 
    “Daddy this is so wrong! You’re fucking my pussy so hard and wet making me cream and want more! You can fuck my pussy anytime you want daddy! I don’t care who knows. Hurt my pussy and flood it with your cum. Just don’t ever stop fucking me.” 
 
      
 
    She pushed her tongue inside my mouth and I kissed her roughly.  
 
      
 
    “I love you so much Nola. I don’t care who knows it.” 
 
      
 
    We were getting to loud now. I knew it but I couldn’t stop. There was no way I could stop fucking her now.  
 
      
 
    “You’re going to make me come daddy! Put your cum in me. Flood my pussy and give me your baby!” She screamed as I pounded her pussy so hard the fucking desk creaked as if threatening to move across the room.  
 
      
 
    “Fuck Nola!” She always knew what to say. 
 
      
 
    I release one of Nola’s ass cheeks and took her by the throat. Holding her down, I fucked my little girl rough and dirty, ramming into her little body as my cock swelled. Her pussy spasmed and clenched. She grew so tight even as slick and wet as our fucking was now, I was barely able to move.   
 
      
 
    “Cum in me, daddy! Flood your little girl’s pussy! Daddy, I’m coming. You’re making my pussy feel so fucking good! My pussy loves my daddy’s cock! I’m coming!” 
 
      
 
    “Nola!” I roared, ramming her pussy, watching the orgasm take her. Her eyes rolled. Her body trembled in my arms, and her pussy locked around my pulsing dick. I held it deep inside her. Pressing the head against her open fertile womb. “Open your eyes, Nola!”  
 
      
 
    She did and I emptied my balls inside her. She cried out against the hot jets of her daddy’s seed spraying her clenching hole. I came so hard I stop breathing, just held my dick inside her cunt and gave her all I had.     
 
    After moving her body back on top of the desk, Nola pulled me down into a lazy wet kiss.  
 
    “You didn’t leave me.” She said.  
 
      
 
    “Not for one minute.” I answered readily. She gave me her sweet smile. “I love watching you come.” I said. “I love giving you pleasure.”  
 
      
 
    “I love it too, daddy. We have good sex, right?”  
 
      
 
    I chuckled because at the edge of her smile was the slightest tinge of doubt. I could not conceive of why, but I wouldn’t let her think it or feel it. “Baby, we have explosive sex. The best sex ever. I love you, Nola. There is no way we could not have great sex.”  
 
      
 
    She grinned. “Did you mean it? You want everyone to know about us.”  
 
      
 
    “Yes.” I confirmed. “Of course, if I’m planning on putting my baby in you, but not now. Not here. I want a life with you Nola. I want us to be together forever.”  
 
      
 
    “That’s what I want too daddy!” She squealed wrapping her arms around my neck to hug me tightly.  
 
    I held her. Picking her up chuckling and had to turn to find my chair to sit down. I was still inside her and had no plans of pulling out.  
 
      
 
    Nola and I spent every waking minute together. She gave me her body indiscreetly as much as I wanted, and anytime I drew near as though she wanted her mother to find out about us. I spanked her for trying to flaunt what we shared in front of her mother. I took her to her bedroom, bent her over my knee, and spanked her bare ass. Then I fingered her warm moistened pussy teasing her until she begged. Only when she begged did I flip her over and gave her a hard-rough fucking right on top of her made up bed. I couldn’t help but give her pleasure. I wanted her coming, hungry, and greedily begging for my cock. She did, but it never cooled her lust for me. It never sated my need to fuck her.   
 
    One evening I spent over an hour in the living room on the sofa eating her pussy making my little girl come again and again until her mother got home. Because Beth was always out and stayed gone so much, me and Nola could fuck in every room of the house. It was like a game to Nola. We fucked in the pool, on the kitchen table, on the living room floor. We’d fucked in me and her mother’s bed three times.  
 
      
 
    “You’re behaving like such a depraved little slut, Nola letting me fuck you in your mother’s bed. What kind of daughter have I raised?” I growled the naughty words knowing they would get her off.  
 
      
 
    “Cum in my pussy, daddy!” Nola screamed back. “Cum deep inside my unprotected pussy. Fuck a baby into me while fucking me in mom’s bed.”  
 
      
 
    “Fuck Nola!” Holding her ankles up in the air, I spread Nola wide slamming into her ripe wet pussy, rocking the entire bed, and flooded her sweet cunt as I came with a loud roar.  
 
      
 
    The third time, Beth nearly caught us. We’d been playing at it too close, fucking too hard, and I fell asleep before slapping Nola’s fine ass and telling her to get up and go climb into her own bed before drifting off to sleep. When I heard the front door close, I barely got Nola up and into her room with all her discarding clothes before I met Beth coming up the stairs. She looked nervous and guilty before quickly turning mean; accusing me of waiting up and always questioning her about her whereabouts. She was tired of being pestered and she’d already told me where she was going tonight, and it wasn’t her fault I didn’t remember.  
 
    I said nothing to her ranting. I simply went back into our bedroom, closed the door, and locked it. I didn’t care where Beth had been anymore. I didn’t care that she had not called me or Nola. She never did these days. I didn’t care that she in fact hadn’t told me nor Nola where she’d gone off to. I just didn’t care. I lay in our bed with the scent of Nola all around me, missing the luscious soft warm body that went with it. My mind was made up and soon Nola would be carrying my baby. I started making plans.  
 
      
 
    As far as my plans, I got a lawyer and worked fast. Nola was out of school and she and I decided she should follow her dreams by attending a University in Florida where she’d been accepted. Beth was against anything out of state. She thought it too far away. Away from her and away from Mr. Hilson, I knew, although she’d never admit it. What Beth didn’t know is that Nola would never be alone.  
 
    On Nola’s prompting, I moved all my money, changed my bank accounts, and relocated my business to Miami. Nola and I had five houses to look at the week I took her down to visit the University and enroll into school. Nola and I chose our favorite which happened to be the same house; a six bedroom, five and a half bath two story luxurious home overlooking the ocean. When the realtor left us alone to walk around once more by ourselves, I fucked Nola on the wooden floor of the master bedroom right there before the floor to ceiling bay window. There was nothing like being inside Nola’s pussy. And the way she let me take her, all rough and demanding.  
 
      
 
    “Hurt my pussy daddy. I love it when you lose control and fuck me dirty.”  
 
      
 
    I held Nola’s legs open and back, pounding her into the floor. “That’s my sweet virgin, giving up her little pussy, loving her daddy’s rough fuck. I’m going to fuck you in every room of this house Nola. The first night we move in.”  
 
      
 
    “I love it daddy!” She was holding on to my flexing ass as I fucked her across the room. 
 
      
 
    We came so hard knowing the realtor was outside in her car making calls and waiting for us to come out. Damn, my Nola was always wet and ready for me.  
 
    Before we could get our clothes back on Nola gave me the most wonderful gift in the world. She pulled out three white sticks from her purse. Three pregnancy test, all positive. She’d taken three to be sure although she wanted to see a doctor once we moved to Florida. Pulling my baby girl into my arms, I cried. Nola said nothing. She just held me tight. When I finally pulled back she told me she loved me and that we would always be a family just the two of us.  
 
      
 
    “Well not anymore.” I chuckled through my tears. “Good thing we got this house, huh baby? Because our family is about to grow.”  
 
      
 
    I couldn’t wait for the move. I took Nola to a clinic in Florida and had her tested the very next day. When the test came back positive, I cried once more. The doctor tried to console me by telling me that these things happen, teen pregnancies, and it wasn’t the end of the world. Nola smiled and told the doctor that we’d discuss it, and assured him I’d come around.  
 
      
 
    “Eventually,” She said with a sweet giggle.  
 
      
 
    I pulled Nola into a tight hug and told her I loved her. Then I had to get us out of there because I realized I wanted to kiss her, and more than that, I was aching to get back inside her tight fertile pussy. The thought of fucking her while she was pregnant had me fighting not to explode.   
 
    As soon as we returned home, I had my lawyer draw up divorce papers and put our old house up for sale. Once I received the news that the house had been sold, I told Beth we needed to go out for a family dinner. She was already grumbling that there was no way she was allowing Nola to move out of state to go to school, so I was wasting my time and setting Nola up for a disappointment by allowing her to make any big announcements that would never happen. I said nothing. I’d long since stopped arguing with Beth. My lawyers were ready for the fight Beth was sure to put up after I handed her the divorce papers, but with all the fertility reports from my P.I., the abortion in which the baby had been mine, and the hysterectomy, I was assured I would be able to walk away clean. And since Beth had never allowed me to adopt Nola and still legally had Hilson’s name on her birth certificate; Beth’s last hopes of convincing Hilson to accept Nola as his own, I was assured there was nothing that could stop me and Nola from someday marrying.   
 
    Both, mine and Nola’s bags were packed. The three of us had been out of the house all afternoon and evening so the movers could get our things in a moving truck on its way to Florida long before our reservations for dinner. There was even a car waiting out front of the restaurant to take Nola and me to the airport tonight. Our house in Florida was ready. I’d found Nola the best OBGYN in Miami. Classes would start in a month for her and she was taking the first year on-line. There would be no living on the dorms for my girl. Nola was already looking through baby magazines for ideas on how to decorate the baby’s room.  
 
     We sat at a reserved table in the restaurant. Nola sat at my right and Beth on my left. Beth gazed around the restaurant looking to spot one of her society friends. It had been awhile that we all three dined together in town. Nola flipped through her magazine sipping a water with lemon. As soon as the waiter went away after delivering our drinks, I dropped the brown envelope on Beth’s empty plate.  
 
      
 
    “And what’s this?” Beth sighed annoyed. “I didn’t come out to dinner to read anything. Nola if you got something to say to me and your father just spit it out, but I’m warning you. It’s really a waste of time…”  
 
      
 
    “Nola doesn’t have anything to announce to you, and it would do you good to read what I gave you.” I said. Nola did not so much as look up from her magazine.  
 
      
 
    “And I was talking to my daughter not to you,” Beth spat back in her commonly mean tone. “And it would do you good to start paying your bills. My credit card declined yesterday when I was out shopping with Karen, and that was the second one since last week. I don’t have to tell you how humiliating it was having to pull out the last bit of cash I had to pay for my purchases. It’s like you go out of your way to embarrass me lately.”  
 
      
 
    I held out my hand to her. “Let me see it.”  
 
      
 
    I wondered when she’d notice my missing ring. I hadn’t worn it since the day Nola gave me the gift of her pregnancy news, but it was as though Beth never even checked to see if I was wearing it or when I’d taken it off.  
 
    She handed me her card wallet, a thin leather billfold that carried all her credit and debit cards. Everything that had been in my name or had my name on it, was void. I’d removed my name and closed all those accounts weeks ago. I didn’t touch her credit cards or her debit cards. They were no good anyway. I simply added the one debit my lawyer ordered for her. It only had her name on it as the account was in her name only. I’d left a small farewell amount in there. Just enough for the basics. Enough for her living and to start a new life. Well, that is, if she didn’t spend it all on shopping first, but that was no longer my concern.  
 
    She hadn’t even notice me slipping a card into her wallet. She was too busy scanning the room. I laid it on top of the envelope.  
 
      
 
    “Beth, it’s best if you read the contents there.”  
 
      
 
    She turned back to me with an impatient sneer taking her wallet back into her purse. “Did you put some money in there. As you see I’m broke. So embarrassing.” She muttered under her breath.  
 
      
 
    “I did.” I said because I had. The debit card had money on it.  
 
      
 
    Beth took up the envelope to open while turning to Nola. “I don’t know how many times I’ve told you. You’re not going to an out of state school. I don’t care where it is.”  
 
      
 
    Nola finally looked up at her mother from her magazine with a small frown. Underneath the table, I placed a hand on Nola’s thigh going underneath her skirt. Caressing my hand up her thigh, Nola looked at me just as I traced my fingers over her naked pussy. Damn, she had been doing this a lot lately, going without panties. Nola gave me her sweet smile. I leaned over and kissed her cheek as Beth continued to rant pulling the papers from the envelope. I knew the moment she began to read them because she grew quiet.  
 
    I continued to stroke Nola’s naked pussy and smiled when she spread her legs for me. I circled her clit to tease her and caressed my fingers down to the door of her warm cunt feeling the wetness gathering there.  
 
      
 
    “What and the hell do you mean by all this?” Beth hissed.  
 
      
 
    Even though I hated to, I turned my attention away from Nola to Beth.  
 
      
 
    “Just what it says.” I said firmly. “They’re divorce papers Beth.”  
 
      
 
    Suddenly she gasped grabbing for her purse and pulling her wallet out. When she confirmed all her cards were still there, that I had removed nothing, she sighed, and turned back to me.  
 
      
 
    “The medical reports are incentive for you to just sign them.” I said.  
 
      
 
    “There’s no way in hell I’m doing that.” She said.  
 
      
 
    I never expected her too.  
 
      
 
    “Suit yourself.” I dropped my ring in her empty plate. “But if this goes to court, I’ll make sure every single bit of that deception goes into the newspapers. The affair. The pregnancy. The abortion. The hysterectomy. All of it.” To say these things out loud, I thought it would hurt more. I had prepared myself for the pain, but I felt nothing. Not even when she gave my ring a second’s glance before moving on. Only my fingers teasing Nola’s wet pussy had me aroused and wanting to get out of there. I realized I’d moved on and was ready to start a new life with my baby girl, and our child she was carrying.  
 
      
 
    Beth shook her head as though she could shake the truth away. “This isn’t real. This isn’t mine. You don’t know anything. Nola let’s go. We’re leaving.”  
 
      
 
    My temper flared at that, and it took me pushing a finger inside Nola’s wet warm cunt to keep me calm. “Nola is not going anywhere with you.”  
 
    Beth glared back at me. “Nola is my daughter, not yours. You don’t have any kids.”  
 
      
 
    “Not yet.” I smiled when I felt Nola’s pussy flutter around my finger. I brushed her wet clit with a promise before pulling my finger free of her pussy, out from underneath the table, and into my mouth. I sucked it off lustily.  I stood and took Nola’s hand. Nola stood abandoning her Parenting magazine on her empty plate. She wrapped her arms around me as I held her to my side. I wanted to run my hand up the back of her skirt to caress her naked ass, and stroked my fingers between her legs to rub her warm wet little pussy. We needed to go.  
 
      
 
    “Let’s go, daddy.” Nola gazed up at me lovingly. It was all in her eyes. Her body was in need. “I want to go now.”  
 
      
 
    “Nola!” For the first-time Beth looked panicked. “Alright, just tell me where this school of yours is and we can talk about it. We’ll discuss it.”  
 
      
 
    I gazed back at Beth in awe. Could she really not know which school Nola had gotten into? Of course she didn’t. She’d never concerned herself with things such as that. Hell, she barely made it to Nola’s high school graduation, but if she didn’t know the University Nola was going to, it meant she had no idea what state Nola and I were moving to as well. Nola moved around me taking my hand to pull me along. She ignored Beth, by now used to her not knowing or truly not caring anything about her life. I glared back at Beth for a moment longer, trying to understand how she could have missed it. Was it possible she really didn’t know? Suddenly I realized, I no longer cared.  
 
      
 
    As soon as we jumped into the private car, Nola opened my pants and took my hard cock inside her wet warm mouth. I fingered her pussy while she sucked me off, teasing a hard orgasm out of me minutes before we reached the airport.  
 
    When we made it to Miami, at the doorstep of our new home, I went down on one knee and put a gigantic sparkling diamond on my baby girls left hand before caring her inside the house. I stripped Nola out of her clothes and proceeded to fuck her pregnant pussy from one end of our big home to the next. It ended up taking us a week to fuck in every room, but we managed that and more. The freedom to love and fuck until our hearts content or until one of us passed out after multiple long hard orgasms was overwhelming. If I woke first, I woke Nola up with my tongue on her clit and my fingers rubbing inside her wet cum soaked cunt. If she woke first, I came too with a hot warm mouth on my dick. We went at it like that for months only lifting our heads to breath when my lawyer called about the details of my divorce, and when Nola had to start the first semester of school.  
 
    Nine months later, Nola was pushing out my namesake. She let me put three more babies inside of her after that, and neither of us ever saw Beth or Brock Hilson again.  
 
      
 
    The End.  
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    If you enjoyed Nola’s Gift by Josie Myer, please rate and review this book! Your ratings and reviews will help other readers find my work.   
 
    Like what you’ve read? Want to know when the next story releases? Feel free to drop me a line at JosieMyer@gmail.com               
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