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Chapter One




At thirty-nine years old, I never thought my step-daughter and her newly filled out womanly body would take hold of me this way.

And, Jesus, what a fucking body it is.

Since her eighteenth birthday, I’ve tried to keep my distance. Since I’m a long haul truck driver, it’s been easy to take more routes. Being alone most of the time suited me even before I married.

People have never been important to me but being on the road these last years also kept me away from the big matrimonial mistake I made ten years ago when I married Mina’s mother one drunk night in Vegas. A mistake I’ve been paying for ever since.

Literally, paying for.

I’m the bankroll for her mother’s lifestyle, and that’s about it. I don’t mind, because after the first couple months or so with my shiny new bride, the reality of what she was damn near put my dick into permanent hibernation.

It’s a shit marriage, yeah, but it brought me Mina. And after I found out how Karen was raising her in one shithole apartment after another, strewn with vodka bottles and a parade of men coming in and out at all hours, no way would I have abandoned her to a life without me to be the buffer and the provider that she deserves.

Only problem is, now she’s becoming an even bigger mistake I’m about to make.

I’m on a route from Cleveland to Connecticut. The truck’s engine growls like a restless beast as I accelerate to pass a minivan with about a hundred of those little stick figures denoting the parents and their obvious commitment to breeding. Rain slashes as the wipers fly back and forth, the rain coming down sideways in the headlights.

Mina sits curled in the big passenger seat, bouncing along with the movement of the cab, her legs tucked beneath her, fingers picking nervously at the frayed edge of her denim shorts.

Her golden blonde hair is still wet from running through the downpour from the house to my truck. The damp mess is piled in a bun that’s come half undone, tendrils sticking to the ivory skin of her neck and the collar of her oversized Mountain Dew tee. The scent of rain and the Taylor Swift perfume I bought her for her birthday last year clings to the air, sharper than the diesel fumes that are my normal constant scent companion on my long hauls.

“So,” I start, clearing my throat, my voice rough because this conversation is not what I’d choose to talk to her about even on a bad day. “About your mom’s new guy… Jason…”

She nods, cheeks flushing pink in the dim glow of the dash lights. She avoids my gaze, as she has since she hit eighteen and started filling out under those baggy t-shirts and 80’s mom jeans. Now she’s all soft curves I want to trace with my fucking tongue while she squirms beneath me.

I’m a foul, filthy, sin-filled man, but the thought of what I want to do to my daughter terrifies me now, night and day.

“Ugh,” she mutters. “She said he’s a ‘good cook’ or whatever. But you know how she is.” A bitter laugh escapes her, and I feel it in the pit of my stomach where guilt twists. She shrugs on a sheepish grin. “Sorry, Daddy. I shouldn’t tell you stuff like that. She’s your wife.”

That last word has bile tickling at the back of my throat.

“Do not apologize, baby. None of that bothers me except that it should not be happening around you. I took care of your mother the best I could, but it wasn’t about love. You know that, don’t you?” I snap, jaw tight.

“I do. I just, I don’t want to make it worse.”

Make it worse? The only thing my sweet, succulent daughter is making worse is my hard on. I’ve been imagining filling her tight hole with my seed so much lately, I barely think of anything else.

The memory of finding my wife’s newest tryst, Jason, in our shower last week still burns. But it’s not jealousy. He was fucking naked in my house with my daughter there. It’s a wonder I didn’t drag him outside and nail his dick to the fence post. My relationship with my stepdaughter over the years has been a source of more fights than I can count, but somehow, I managed to keep my cool and only threaten to drown him if he used my shower again.

I don’t care that Karen has a new man. The divorce has been in the works for months, and Mina’s smart, she didn’t even blink when I sat her down to tell her I was filing the paperwork.

But I’ve kept the bills paid and tried to keep the household stable for Mina’s sake. That shit’s important to me, and it should be for her mother, too.

So when I got a frantic call today from Karen that ‘daddy’s girl’ was causing problems at home, I didn’t hesitate to take the opportunity to backtrack two hours down the interstate on my route, pick her up, and take her on the road with me.

Mina packed her stuff into a duffel bag like she was just another item on the divorce checklist, but she has no fucking idea the checklist she’s on in my head.

“I didn’t even do anything, Daddy, I just didn’t like that he was walking around, you know... Basically naked half the time and I mentioned to mom that I was uncomfortable.” Mina shrugs, and I nearly tear the steering wheel off the column at the thought of her seeing that. “She said they wanted privacy. Translated to she doesn’t want her daughter around, cramping her style with her new… You know…”

She reaches over and rests her fingertips on the rock-hard muscle of my forearm, trying to settle me. Her touch sends a spark straight down to my dick, and I shift in my seat, jeans so fucking tight they are about to cut off circulation to my lower extremities.

Her new fuck toy, I think, but it’s like Mina hears my fucking thoughts, her ears turning crimson. She drops her hand like I’ve burned her, which is ironic. Every syllable, every glance she throws my way, fans that flame rising inside me.

“It doesn’t matter,” she whispers, staring out at the storm. “You came, as you always do. Mom said you pay too much attention to me, that’s why I’m so bratty. You spoiled me.”

A surge of rage fills my chest. She’s been through hell since Karen started bringing home strays, and I’ve always been her fallback. Even if I’m not cut out for fatherhood. Not really. I had a damn good bank account when I married her mother and I’ve worked my ass off to keep up with Karen’s overspending as well as keeping Mina in the best school in the district. “Of course I came,” I say gruffly. “That’s what fathers do.”

She snorts on a sardonic laugh. “You’re not my father.”

“You sure about that?” I snap back, glancing at her chest, seeing those nipples harden as my cock lengthens down the leg of my pants, spurting another round of pre-cum as she arches her back and taunts me.

I close my eyes for a moment, trying to get myself under control, and when I open them, I’m way too fucking close to the car in front of us.

The truck lurches as I brake hard, tires hissing against the rain-slick road. My throat goes dry. Instinct has my right arm flying sideways, pressing my open hand onto Mina’s chest, keeping her safe.

Her tit is in my fucking hand. When the danger is over, I look over to see her lips pressed into a thin line, her fingers curled into her palms.

“Sorry.” I mutter, retracting my hand as she swallows and my guts rearrange themselves because, nothing about me is going to be the same after that. The softness of her newly formed breast connected to my palm has changed me at a chromosomal level. Fuck. I’m sweating like a whore in church as I work the rig around the car and count to ten trying to calm myself.

Christ, she’s right. I’m her step-dad, the man who should’ve been happy to watch her grow up from a distance, someone with years of experience hiding this… this ache she’s created inside me. But eighteen makes her legal on paper, and when she looks at me, all wide eyes and trembling lips, it doesn’t matter how wrong it all is.

That milestone changed things in more than one way. I’d kept my cool with Karen far too long until Mina turned eighteen, no way was I going to take the chance that her mother could take her away. I’d have zero legal right to see her.

I take a deep breath, looking over at the greenest eyes I’ve ever seen, like emeralds set in the most beautiful face in the world.

“I’m the closest thing you have, and I’ve always wanted to be that person for you.” I grit my teeth to keep my voice steady. Neither of us need to bring up that the sperm donor that created her bailed on her mother as soon as the pregnancy test turned up with two pink lines. “Just trying to make things easier for you, okay?”

Lies. I’m not just trying to make things easier for her. I’m trying to be close to her. So close, maybe, Jesus, I’m sorry, but my fingers itch to explore every fucking inch of her newly-blossomed body.

I’ve been hard for fucking months. Her mother was pretty enough, but Mina? She’s fucking stunning. She turned from skinned knees and braces into a fucking wet dream in what seemed like overnight. But in all honesty, I watched it happen. Took note when her tits started to fill out her t-shirts, when the little tomboy turned into a fucking fever dream.

We drive another mile as the storm breaks into a deluge. The wipers are doing nothing to keep the windshield clear as the radio bleats some country ballad about broken trucks and heartbreak, but I’m already itching to pull over. Rain like this isn’t safe and my concentration isn’t worth shit with her sitting there all virgin fresh and tempting.

“Hey,” she says suddenly, leaning toward me so close the scent of that peppermint she crunched on from the cupholder in the console tickles my flaring nostrils. “I need snacks.” Her fingers brush my hand for a moment before she’s pointing at a flickering neon sign ahead: Big Rig Stop. “Can we go in? I bet they have great beef jerky.”

She fucking winks, and I nearly unload in my damn pants. I don’t know if it’s wishful thinking, but she’s been far more flirtatious and teasing for the last couple months. I keep telling myself it’s just her coming into her own, understanding that her body is collateral and there is a planet full of men that will bow down just to have a sniff of what she’s cooking in that hot pocket between her legs.

“Nothing big about this place. It’s fucking dinky as hell,” I grumble, pulling into the gravel lot. The truck creaks to a halt beside a row of beat-up semi-trucks and a rusted-out RV.

Like heaven is watching us, the rain suddenly lets up, the sky turning dry as I pop off the ignition and secure the keys in my shirt pocket.

“We better make a run for it before the clouds start pissing all over us again.” She snorts on a giggle, that sweet little girl I’ve known for all these years peeking back through, sending my shame meter into the red.

I open my door and jog around to help her down. My hands span her soft little waist, and my knees nearly buckle when her tits brush my chest, and I swear to fucking Christ, I catch a whiff of that savory pussy scent on the damp air.

She takes off running, and I consider staying in the truck and jerking my cock raw for relief while she grabs her snacks, but no fucking way I’m letting that little curvy piece of jailbait be along in this nowhere truck stop.

I’ve never known jealousy until Mina, but now that it’s sunk its claws into me, any man who even pauses his eyes on my daughter, I want to dislocate his head from his body.

Inside, the store smells like stale coffee and Pine Sol. Mina grabs a basket from by the register, her cut-offs riding up as she bends over. And, fuck, that scrap of fabric can’t hide how round her ass has gotten. I have to grip the doorframe to keep my balance.

“Grab some chips, cheddar and sour cream, pleeeeeease,” she says, shooting me a grin before skipping and bouncing into the candy aisle. When she comes back, the basket is full. Reese’s cups, gummy worms, five sticks of beef jerky, soda, and two bottles of that horrible strawberry milk she loves. Her cheeks are flushed, maybe from running or maybe because I’m staring.

We check out, the cashier giving her a long look when she runs her hand down my chest as I pay.

When we step outside again, a fresh, sudden downpour soaks us within seconds.

“Ugh!” Mina shrieks as the rain drenches her face and chest, dripping from her eyelashes and hair. “Come on, Daddy, run!”

I catch up to her on the last few steps, wrapping an arm around her shoulders as she stumbles in a rain-filled pothole in the run-down parking lot. Her shirt clings to every swell of her body, the fabric translucent enough to see the way her nipples pebble against the cold wind. My cock twitches violently in my jeans.

“Not gonna drive in this,” I grunt as I reach up and open her door, hoisting her and the bag into the passenger seat. “Time to log some off-road time.”

“And get warm.” She nips her bottom lip as the rain coats my face, and I race around to the driver’s door. I reach down and give my dick a hard squeeze before I climb in, trying to use pain to calm the storm in my balls, but it’s no use.

Mina’s already crawled across the cab, opened my door, and is on all fours, her tits hanging down in her soaked t-shirt as she crooks a finger, beckoning me upward.

“Get in, Daddy. You’re gonna be as wet as me.”

This is not going to end the way she might think, because I’m a good man, but I’m about to do some very bad things.


Chapter Two




The truck’s living quarters are efficient but cramped.

A fold-out bed shoved against the wall, a tiny table with a few books, and travel mugs that need washing. Mina flops onto the mattress in her drenched clothes, groaning into the pillow while I toss her a towel.

“This is worse than sleeping on the couch at home,” she says, sitting up to pat her hair dry.

“That couch cost three grand. For that amount of money, it should sing you a fucking lullaby and rub your shoulders until you fall asleep.” My tone’s sharp, and she freezes mid-towel-dry.

I’m not pissed about the cost; it just reminds me of the complications of our relationship and the home we’ve shared for so many years.

“Sorry, I’m just tired,” I lie, muttering the apology as I reach for the bag of Lay’s Cheddar and Sour Cream chips from the table where she dumped the whole lot of snacks from the store.

I pop open the bag and offer it to her first. She takes one, then another, her fingers brushing my knuckles. The trail of her touch feels like fire ants marching over my skin.

“So… movie?” she asks after a beat, patting the space beside her on the bed-slash-sofa.

I kick off my boots and sink down—too close, but fuck it—and hand her the remote. My pants are drenched, but no fucking way I can take them off right now. I unbutton my soaked shirt and strip it off as she flips through the movie choices on the screen.

I’ve got two decades on her, but I’ve kept myself lean. Being on the road, you either sink into habits that send your heart into spasm by age forty, or you balance all the sitting with exercise and real food. In the right light, at the right angle, I’m still sporting a reasonable six pack.

Mina’s taken her share of hard looks at my torso over the years. But, they’ve grown longer and more intense lately and that’s not helping me extinguish the idea that my sweet girl needs a good hard fucking several times a day.

With my cock and only my cock.

“Here.” She wiggles to the center of the bed, nodding next to her. “You take the end, and I can lie on your lap like I used to.”

Oh, fuck. The thought of her head in my lap, bobbing up and down, makes me choke on my own spit.

I cough to cover my sick mind, stumbling over to where she’s sitting up, her brow furrowed, but the corner of her mouth is ticking upward, as if to say, I see what I’m doing to you.

I drop in next to her on a heavy exhale, leaning back so my dick doesn’t break in half when I sit.

My breathing is fast, and the battle between good and evil rages on inside my head.

Okay, legally, she’s not my daughter. But she’s been my little girl for so long.

Still, it’s not wrong, is it? We are both legal adults. Yeah, okay, I hold a position of power and influence over her, but so what?

The shameful debate will have to wait, because as Mina snuggles next to me, aiming the remote at the TV, my eyes linger on her nipples and the ivory skin of her thighs as my balls tighten.

I try to concentrate on anything but how close we are and the way my cock is crying out for more as she flicks through options on my global satellite internet connection. “The Notebook?” she suggests, glancing my way.

“The Notebook? Are they study partners?”

She elbows me. “Shut up. It’s a romance. It’s iconic.”

The screen flickers to life as I fight the urge to reach into my pants and give my dick a squeeze. Mina snuggles deeper under the blanket, shoulder against my ribcage as I rest my arm on the back of the cushion attached to the wall of the little living area.

Every time she leans forward to grab a chip, her tits brush my torso. Pictures she’s drawn for me over the years are taped and pinned to the padded walls of the living area. From childlike stick figures in faded crayon of her and I holding hands. Me pushing her on a swing at the park and one special one that says “Happy Father’s Day” hits me like a brick to the forehead.

I eventually have her grab me a beer from the little fridge, hoping that the alcohol will numb the lust. I finish that one, and the movie goes on. I don’t know how much time has passed. I’m so fucking horny and focused on my daughter’s every movement, I’m caught in some kind of perverted time warp.

After a hard clap of thunder shakes the cab, the movie takes turn. There was plenty of kissing and fumbling hand play that had Mina stiffening next to me, but Jesus, now the actress is pinned beneath Ryan Gosling, their clothes falling away like petals in a breeze.

It’s not porn, but fuck, it’s still hot, and it’s pushing me closer and closer to the point of no return with my daughter. She has now moved, resting her head on my thigh, the blanket down on her hips as another crack of thunder punctuates the first thrust of Gosling’s hips as he seats himself inside the girl.

“Ugh,” Mina groans as they start kissing again, all tongue and moans and slick skin in dramatic lighting. “This is so fake.”

I smirk. “Real sex isn’t like this? What do you know about real sex?”

Her laugh is nervous now. “Well… I mean—” She trails off when my thigh shifts wider, lifting her head, her eyes darting to my mouth. My pulse thrums in my throat as I trail a hand down her shoulder, brushing the damp hair back off her neck. “Don’t worry, Daddy. I’ve never done anything but kiss. And Bobby Favro tried to put his hand up my shirt once after school when—”

“He did fucking what?” A boiling rage tumbles in my gut. I’ve been her father for all purposes, and I kept an eye on her, but she never mentioned boys. Or, I blocked it out if she did.

I’d likely have started fucking home schooling her a lot sooner.

She swallows, her eyes darting between me and the characters on screen as they full-on fuck.

“I didn’t want him touching me. I didn’t really even want to kiss him, but Cassie and Miranda dared me.” She blurts it all out, her face turning crimson, lips pinched together with that guilty look. “Before that, you were the only man I’d ever kissed.”

And I’ll be the only fucking one you ever kiss from now on.

She’s trembling, and the vibrations are moving through my thigh to pulse in my dick and balls.

“Ever think about what it’d be like to have sex baby?” The words are out of my mouth before I can rethink them.

Mina goes still beneath my touch but doesn’t pull away. She squirms closer, resting her head fully on my lap, just a fraction of an inch from my hard-on, face up, eyes on mine. I let my hand wander down from her hair, the backs of my knuckles brushing over her collarbone, then down a few more inches, then up as she inhales sharply.

“Max,” she whispers, but it’s not a protest.

I work my fingers lower, down the side of her ribs, hooking them beneath the edge of her shirt. “Shhh. Watch the movie, baby. Maybe play that part over from the beginning. You always liked your biology lessons. Let’s just watch it for you to learn.”

I’m a bad, bad man. I lean over and grab the remote from the table that holds the TV, and hit the rewind button. She nods, her breathing shallow as I press play, and the characters on the screen go right back to pumping and moaning.

“So,” I start clearing my throat. “You know that he’s putting his penis inside her, right?” I wait for her slight nod before continuing. “He moves it back and forth like that to build the tension. See, in a man’s balls, they have all the sperm and the pressure grows and grows, but it has to feel very, very good for it to come out. The woman’s job is to make sure it feels so good, the man can’t stop all the sticky, sperm cream from shooting out the tip. Then, it finds its way all the way into her body.” I trace a trail from her lower abdomen up. Following an imaginary trail of her fallopian tube, to her ovary.

“I know about how babies are made.” She replies in a breathy whisper, her eyes still on the screen where they are clawing and grinding.

“That’s good.” I nod, my eyes racing from her pink lips to her hard nipples to the way her thighs are fussing and rubbing together. “Your body is going to make a man feel very good someday. He will have no problem busting his nut deep, deep inside you.”

My hand slides over warm, smooth skin as I travel up from her exposed belly, under the hem of her t-shirt. I press my fingers against the swell of her breast, as she lets out a little squeak of surprise. “How’s that feel, baby? Do you want Daddy to stop?”

She shakes her head. “No, I… I shouldn’t say this, but I like knowing you want to touch me.”

“Ahh, you’re a bad girl, aren’t you?” I cup her tit, pinching her nipple between my thumb and forefinger, hearing her hiss and then moan as I roll the little peak between my fingertips. It hardens with my touch, and fuck, I’m a fucking monster, but I can’t stop. Not now. “You want to touch yourself down in your privates don’t you? It’s okay, watching people fuck makes our bodies react, it’s very natural, baby. Go ahead if you want to.”

Her legs part, and she reaches down as the actors move together, stroking herself through her frayed shorts in clumsy, urgent movements and fuck it.

God help me, I can’t help myself.

The blanket falls from her knees and I lift her head and scramble out from under her in one furious motion.

I press her back onto the mattress, my mouth finding hers before I can overthink this. She tastes like those damn chips, but it’s still all her, her hands fisting in my hair while I trail kisses down her neck to the hollow between her collarbones.

“Baby,” I hiss into the thrumming pulse point on her neck. “You know Daddy loves you, don’t you?”

God, I’m a manipulative bastard right now, but it’s not my civilized brain that’s running the show.

She nods, a breathless sound of agreement warming my cheek, but inside my head, it’s like the starting pistol firing. I’m done resisting.

Fuck it. Let’s go.

“Let’s get this off.” I work a hand up under the back of her shirt, her body pliant but stiffening as I work my fingers upward. I imaging pinning her down and tearing at the fabric that separates us.

I’m a bastard, but thoughts of fucking her in the bedroom I shared with Karen for too fucking long plague me. It’s so fucking wrong, but my throbbing dick doesn’t give a shit.

Her thin bra’s clasp comes undone with a click, and she gasps when I run my hand under the front cup, my thumb brushing her hard little peak.

“Tell me if you want me to stop,” I growl against her skin, praying that she won’t.

I don’t know if I even could stop, but I at least want to give her the semblance of some control. Her answer is to raise her legs, then hook them around my waist, bringing her heat against my hardness.

“Is this bad?” she whispers, and it only makes my depravity sink its claws in deeper.

“No, baby. This isn’t bad. It’s just Daddy teaching you things you need to know. Who else should teach a little girl about grown-up things than a father?”

“I don’t…” She arches up as I shove the loose bra and t-shirt fabric upward. “I’m all shaky and hot.”

I flick my tongue over her peak, as she sucks in a breath, so fucking willing and perfect beneath me. Her tit is even sweet. The taunt flesh cool from the rain as I pull it between my lips, moaning at the sensation of having her in my mouth for the first time.

“You’re… going to teach me? Just like when you took me out of school last year?”

I release her nipple, giving it a flick of my tongue before answering.

“That’s right, baby.” My free hand slides between us, fingers brushing the crotch of her shorts. The material’s soaked through here, too, and not just from the rain. It’s warm and damp where she’s already wet for me, and I groan into her shoulder when she spreads her legs wider. “Just another part of homeschooling. Teaching you about the birds and the bees, Mina. Deep biology lessons.”

I lick the shell of her ear, tickling the lobe with my tongue.

“Max, are going to—”

“Hush,” I say again, working at the waistband until the button pops and I wiggle the zipper down. “Everything’s okay. Just need to check something.”

I jam my hand own the front between the damp fabric and her cool skin until my fingers slide under the elastic of her panties. “That’s a good girl. Just lay still and Daddy’s gonna check you down here.” I push into the seam she trembles, finally finding the glorious heat beneath. She gasps as I find her slit and circle her clit in slow circuits, another finger dipping low to test how slick she is for me. “Jesus, baby, just as I thought. You’re soaking wet down here.”

“It’s the rain.” Her voice hitches, and I lift my head, narrowing my eyes at hers.

“That’s a lie, isn’t it?”

Her lips start to quiver. But she nods with the sexiest look of shame in her approval seeking eyes.

Mina’s nails dig into my back, hips rocking into my touch like she’s chasing something just out of reach. Her head thrashes against the pillow when I push a finger inside her, stretching her tight walls until she moans and her little body gushes into my palm.

“Ah, fuck yeah, baby. No one’s been here before, have they?”

She already admitted she’d only kissed, but the possessive bastard inside me needs her to say it again.

“No.”

“So fucking fresh. Smooth too. You shave. That’s a good girl.” I growl as she moans. “You want more of this?” I ask. She nods frantically, teeth clenched as I curl deeper and my mind starts to spin. I’m cursing and praising her about how good she feels, how perfect, the way she tightens around me with every thrust of my finger. “Then just get your shorts down a little more, and your panties. You can do that for me, can’t you? Daddy’s gonna get to know your privates a whole lot better.”

She nods, and I lean in to give her a kiss of approval as her hands work the shorts down. She kicks them off under the blanket, leaving her body naked from the waist down, her shirt and bra still pushed up over her tits.

God, I’m aching for her in every way. A deep recklessness swells inside of me. Right now, I don’t care who finds out about us, but I also know it could complicate things in ways she doesn’t realize.

None of that seems to quell the incessant need to give her the sexual awakening of a fucking lifetime that will end with me raw-dogging her soft little pussy, whispering to her that Daddy loves her, and it’s time for her to understand just what that means now that she’s a big girl.

“Look at you,” I whisper when her eyes flutter open, pupils blown wide. “You’re so beautiful like this. Does it feel good for you, baby? Daddy wants it to feel nice for you.”

Her cheeks flush pink again, but this time there’s no fight to turn away. Instead, she tugs me down for another kiss, tongue sliding into my mouth as if she knows every secret it holds. The tip of her tongue probes for mine until it’s swirling and tangling with mine.

I’m emboldened by her eagerness, part of me wondering if this is some kind of fever dream. Will I wake to find her safely tucked away under her own blankets, untouched and untarnished by my perverted manipulations?

“It feels nice, Daddy,” she mutters as our lips part, saliva strung between us, her hips rising up to take more of my finger as I bite and suck on her neck, drawing the skin through my lips, wanting my mark there, wanting to put a fucking hickey on her neck like a schoolboy, so everyone will know I’ve staked my fucking claim. “Like when you used to tickle me, but better. Different. I want to press that aching part against something.”

“Good. That’s good, baby. It feels good for me when I touch you and you’re all soft and warm. That means your horny. Do you know how to come, baby?”

The rain drums against the truck roof like the devil’s applause, urging me into the darkness. I don’t care how far we’ll have to backtrack in the morning, or what Karen will say when she finds out about us, because I already know in my heart, this is not just a one-time jack-off session.

I love my daughter, but I also know unequivocally now that I’ve touched her and tasted her mouth, I will never, fucking never, let her go.

All that matters is Mina’s hands on me. They’re so fucking small and trembling, but they are on me. Searching and exploring as her body tightens into a bowstring with me strumming her clit.

“I don’t… I can’t. I feel that achy feeling, but I never know what to do to make that feeling come. Are you going to teach me?”

“Let’s work on it together. Now, right here,” I pause, flicking the tip of my index finger on the hard little bud, making her draw a sharp breath. “That’s the feel-good part, isn’t it? Right where I’m playing now?”

“Uh huh.” She breathes out her agreement as her opening clenches on my middle finger.

Her shaking hand finds my thigh, then presses up into the bulge under my jeans.

“Good girl,” I groan, pushing my erection into her palm. “You’re making Daddy hard. You know what that means, don’t you?”

She nods, her lips parted, eyes lusty slits as I work her little clit between my fingers now. “You want me.”

“You’re a bad girl, knowing that about your father.”

“I’m... I’m sorry.” She looks genuinely apologetic, and it only makes me harder.

She starts to pull her hand back.

“Oh no, you keep it there. It’s good for you to get used to feeling me like that. It’s going to be your job to take care of me in a lot of new ways, baby. You make it hard like that, you have to take care of it.”

I reach down with my free hand and work the button and zipper on my jeans, letting my erection pop out as her pussy drenches me and her eyes pop wide.

“That’s big,” she gasps, her lips open, teeth nipping at the flesh.

“Because you made it get all full of blood. That’s how nature gets a man ready to push inside tight little holes like this.” I jam a finger up inside her, making her yelp. “Now, just stroke it. Put your hand around and just get used to it.”

She follows my orders, her warm hand tentative and soft as it starts to move up and down.

“Like this?” Her eyes search mine for approval, and it makes a spurt of pre-cum jump from the tip.

“Just like that.”

Her hand feels like fucking heaven, but it’s her arousal that is my biggest turn on. Knowing my daughter is wet and horny because of me? That’s the focus of my life from now on, and once I get her to come, my possessiveness will multiply a thousand-fold.

I explore and work her clit and the delicate flesh of her lips as her gaze flicks between my cock and my face, looking for assurance. I’m ready to nut all over her pretty little face, but I want something else.

“Do you know what oral sex is, baby?” I ask as her hand moves up and down my shaft, my fingers pressing on her little button, working it in circles as her legs fall open under the blanket.

Another nod, apple-red blooming on her cheeks. “Mouth stuff. On private parts.”

I nod back, finger brushing her hair as she looks up at me, lust haze in her eyes. She’s a smart, well-spoken girl, but the way she’s talking, it’s as though she’s regressing. Playing up the little part of her. And I fucking want to pull her onto my lap and sing her a lullaby while fucking her virgin pussy bloody.

“Would you like to know what it feels like to be kissed here?” I tap my finger on her clit. “Because it would make Daddy very happy to do that. To give you kisses here. Is that okay?”

Her pulse flutters at the base of her neck, and time seems to stall as we stare at each other, blood thickening my already impossibly hard erection as I struggle to draw breath.

“Yes, Daddy,” she whispers finally, fluttering her lashes, as I weave my fingers through her hair, dragging my other hand from between her legs and pulling her mouth up to meet mine.

My inner beast wants to ravage her mouth the same way I want to ravage her body, but I rein myself in. I care for her spirit as much as I care for my own life.

I let our lips meet softly, sliding my tongue along the seam, before licking my way past her teeth and meeting her tongue inside the warmth of her mouth.

Fuck. Kissing my daughter is like seeing color for the first time. My entire being comes alive as her tongue touches mine.

I pull an inch away, her face a blur in front of me as I grit my teeth, clicking my tongue. “If I lick you, I’ll teach you how to have an orgasm. That will be nice, won’t it?”

Her enthusiastic nod sends flames flickering over my skin as I shift out from under her, laying her head on the pillow that was under my arm and kneeling beside her, kissing her forehead before letting my eyes see her exposed and naked to me for the first time.

“Jesus.” I gulp air, admiring the soft little hairless pussy that is going to rule my fucking life from now on. “You keep yourself bare, baby.”

“Yes, I like it smooth. When I go swimming and wear a bathing suit, I don’t like those little hairs poking out. Is that okay?”

Is that okay?

My heart nearly punches out of my chest as I nod and answer. “Yes, baby. It’s beautiful like this.”

I work my way into position on the small bed. That heat races to my face, my balls ready to offload just looking at her glistening cunt.

“Spread your legs now. No need to be shy. Always remember how much Daddy loves you. This is just another way for him to show you.”

She lets her knees fall apart as she presses an index finger to her lips, inching it between her teeth and biting down. Her tits make the most glorious ivory-and-pink peaked landscape as I look up.

I push her legs wider, slipping my hands down her inner thighs, then pinch her outer lips between my thumb and forefinger to expose the inner pink petals, all wet and shimmering for me.

I groan as she arches her back, goosebumps rising on her tummy as I blow softly on the exposed, hairless pink flesh.

The sounds of the couple fucking on the TV only make it all more erotic as I release her little slick lips with one hand, and reach up to grab a handful of her tit instead, wanting to own all of her. God, her tits are fucking magnificent. More than a handful, and so fucking real. Firm and soft at the same time. I nearly come as her nipple hardens against my palm.

“Ask Daddy to kiss you here. Let me know how much you love me.”

She rubs her lips together, her finger falling to her chin as she blinks. My lips are an inch from her feminine parts, her scent roaring through me like a feral lion.

“Kiss me on that achy spot, Daddy. Make it feel better.”

She’s ready, her body quaking as I look up and nod. “Say please.”

“Please, Daddy. I want your kisses down there.”

I swallow the saliva gathering under my tongue, but I’m already sliding the tip over her clit. God, so fucking soft, like candied silk.

She stretches as I make contact, running my fingers down to her opening, pressing the knuckle of my middle finger there and feeling her body clench as I run my tongue over that little bundle of nerves and feel her body convulse.

She breathes out a curse word, and I work her clitoris harder with my tongue. Her flavor brands me like a red-hot iron. So sweet, slick, savory. One hit and I’m hopelessly addicted to her.

I alternate pinching the hard bud between my lips, while I roll her nipple between my fingers and pulse my knuckles against her opening.

Her breathing picks up as I lick and suck, her wetness coating my hand as she gushes.

Fuck, I’ve got my face between my daughter’s legs, and she fucking loves it. I lap and suckle at the stream of sweet juice she’s releasing, licking faster as she starts to twist and buck.

She swells against my mouth, that little focus of her pleasure poking out more and more, begging for what I’m giving.

My cock aches like a motherfucker, and I can’t help but let go of her breast to reach down and fist my length as I eat out my little girl’s sweet pussy.

I poke at her tight hole with my tongue, assessing it. That tight ring is still in place, and the vision of pumping her full of my seed turns my vision red.

“Daddy!” she chokes out as her hips lift, begging to get my tongue back where it matters the most.

“Yes, baby. It feels good, doesn’t it?” I mumble against the softness.

She nods, her chest heaving as she wraps one calf around the back of my neck. “More! Please...”

I pump my dick up and down, licking her while I imagine what it will feel like when I finally get her tight cunt wrapped around my thick meat, pumping a hot load deep inside her.

I’m so fucking close to blowing when she starts to ride my face like a greedy little slut.

Her body takes over, and the sounds and evidence of her pleasure nearly blind me. I’m about to give my daughter her first orgasm.

The pride that swells in my chest tightens around my heart as her teenage pussy clamps down on my tongue, and I re-focus my efforts on her clit.

Spasms rock her body as I fist the root of my cock, holding back my impending orgasm as hers takes flight.

“Dad! God, please, Daddy—” Her voice cracks. Ecstasy takes the rest of her words as her climax barrels through her, a release of wet, streaming pleasure coming from her body.

I gulp it down as she gulps air, and lap and suck and lose myself in the fever dream of a fucking lifetime.

My control is long gone. I rise up as her orgasm twists through her body, her eyes rolled back. I straddle her, jacking my angry length with one hand, reaching up to grab her hair by the root, pulling her face up and forward.

“Smile, baby. Daddy’s going to give you a nice prize for having your first orgasm on his face. Smile, here it comes.”

Her lust-hazed eyes barely focus as I practically fold her body in half, beating off onto her face as she gives me a half-conscious smile a fraction of a second before I decorate her cheeks, lips, teeth, and nose. My orgasm is so fierce and powerful, the edges of the small space go black, and I curse, roaring and spurting hot cream all over my little girl’s face.

By the time I’m done, she’s covered in my hot spunk, still smiling and my dick is still ramrod hard but the vision of her cute face covered in me, I feel like a fucking king.

The rain lets up as we come down. Lights from other semis cut through the humid air in the living quarters as I pull her down next to me, her body sweat-slick and slack from the powerful orgasm.

We lie tangled like that for a long time. Our hearts beating hard while the storm dies down outside. She fits against me just like she always has, head pillowed on my chest as I stroke her hair.

“You’re so fucking beautiful with my cum on your face, baby.”

“It’s sticky and yummy,” Mina says, licking her lips, her voice thick and sleepy. “What’s next on the lesson plan?”

I smirk into the dark. “I’ll show you, soon. But, I’m going to put some of this cum down in your wet pussy and some in your mouth with my fingers. We never ever waste it, okay? When Daddy comes, it’s very special.”

There is no coming back from this now. She’s marked me, and I’ve marked her.

The next thing will be to tie her to me permanently. Once I breed my teenage daughter, she will be my own personal cum dump for the rest of her life. I’m never letting her get away.

Just how it should be.


Chapter Three




The cab of my rig hums like a live wire, dashboard lights cutting jagged shadows across the front seat. I shift onto the bench cushion, groaning inwardly as my jeans strain against the growing ache between my legs. The scent of her still clings to me, and it’s enough to unravel every thread of self-control.

Mina is asleep now on the bed behind me. The overwhelming emotions of what happened between us got the better of her as I cleaned her face with my fingers. She sucks the cream off like a good girl, then I pumped some up inside her tight channel explaining to her that even when a man’s seed doesn’t come out of his cock all up inside her, she can still get pregnant.

She looked shocked and scared, then kissed her and hummed against her hair until she passed out.

My dick is still out of control, and it’s either this or I take her virginity while she sleeps. And I want her fully conscious with her eyes on her father when I tear away her innocence her for the first time.

I yank down my zipper, doing battle with the stiff thickness until my cock springs free, hard as iron beneath the flickering glow of the dash. An image of her bleeds into my mind: her hips arched beneath me earlier, that honeyed gasp when I licked that ring of flesh that is standing between me and my life’s purpose.

Breeding my daughter.

Christ, she’s tight enough to snap my dick in half. But, if she’s going to take the pain for me, the least I can do is the same.

I imagine it all. Fucking, sucking, filling her with my thick cream, her sitting on my face while I feast. So much to teach, so much to explore, and I’m going to be her first for everything.

And her fucking last, if I have my way.

Which I will. Nothing will come between us. I swear that to myself in the darkness, blotting out all distractions, any ethical, moral, or other reasons why my daughter and I will not take this new part of our relationship as far as it can go.

“Tell me how good it feels… tell Daddy,” I whisper in a low growl, playing out the fantasy to myself, my eyes rolling back as I conjure the image of her under me, legs open, cheeks tear-stained as I pump, pump, pump her full of me, tearing at that virgin resistance until I’m bloody deep, deep inside her teenage body.

I graze the bead of pre-cum at the tip of my cock with my thumb. Her voice ghosts in my ears, high and breathless, remembering how she whispered please, her pussy so fucking needy and dripping when I made her come with my mouth. The memory sparks a tremor through me, and I grip myself harder, imagining her hands around my shaft instead of mine.

I’m beating off like a prepubescent with his first boner, my mind blinded by the possibilities now laid out in front of me. On the road, no one will know our past relationship. I’ll just be the lucky bastard with the barely-legal sex doll in his passenger seat as we fuck our way across the country.

The movement makes fapping sounds faster, faster as I tug and work the hard flesh in frantic, violent movements, my face knotted in frustration that it’s not her.

My breathing turns heavy as another truck pulls in beside mine. Fucker has the whole lot to park in, and he has to be three feet from my rig.

Doesn’t matter, there’s nothing that’s going to stop me from easing the ache in my balls one more time before I get us back on the road. I’m not risking driving into some ditch because my eyes are crossed with lust.

A creak from behind me stalls my rhythm. My breath hitches.

I freeze, cock swollen in my fist.

I turn my head, already knowing what I will see, and there she is, leaning against the divider between cab and sleeper, hair a wild crown around her pale, naked shoulders, tits hanging braless and heavy now under the thin t-shirt. The truck’s dash lights catch the curve of her hips, those damn little pink sleeping shorts she insists on wearing barely covering her ass.

Her lips part as our eyes lock. “Max?” She whispers, charged with something more than sleepiness or confusion. The way she tilts her head… like a predator testing its prey’s defenses.

I don’t take my hand away from my hard-on. Instead, I smirk, letting the light catch the sheen of sweat on my chest. “Ready for another lesson, baby?”

She blinks slowly. “What… what are you doing?”

It’s not an actual question. Her wide eyes track my fingers sliding over my cock. She’s testing the limits of our little game.

I lean back, spreading my legs wider to give her a clearer view. “Getting what I need, baby. Letting you sleep,” I say, voice rough as gravel. “You made Daddy very horny so he has to beat off to try to get some relief. I’ve been doing that for a while now thinking of you when I do it.”

Her cheeks flame pink beneath the dim light, but she doesn’t turn away. Instead, she inches forward, bare feet hitting the floor of the crowded space. The rig’s diesel engine thrums softly beneath us keeping the heat on inside, syncing with her uneven breaths as I watch her approach.

“You want to learn more, don’t you, baby?”

She hesitates, reaching out, fingers curling and uncurling in little fists.

“You want to know how to please a man?” My stomach tightens as I lean closer, catching a whiff of her sweetness and musk from our earlier tangled mess in the bed.

“You said that’s my job now. I think I need to learn, because…” She trails off, her hands worrying each other, tugging at her fingers as she drops her eyes to watch me work my length.

“Say it, baby.”

She flushes darker. Then, with a small sound between a squeak and a laugh, she drops to her knees before me, hands running up the tops of my thighs.

“I don’t like you not letting me join in, Daddy.” Her little voice cracks, and my heart speeds. Looks like she’s as possessive of me as I am of her.

“If you don’t do all the things I need, I’ll have to find someone who will, though, baby.” I shrug, guilt spasming around my throat, knowing I’m using blatant coercion to make sure I have her fully brainwashed and compliant.

It’s wrong, and I don’t give a fuck. I’d do some shady fucking shit to make sure she’s bound to me, not just in her body, but in her mind as well.

The scent of my fading cologne, mixed with sex and anticipation, hangs thick between us as I spread my legs wider. The glow of the dashboard lights rings her golden hair with a shining halo, like some damned angel. My angel, her lips parted in a shy, eager line, eyes locked on my cock as it twitches in my grip.

“Turn this way,” she says shakily as she wiggles in the space between the bucket seats of the cab. “I want to learn, Daddy, please.”

I do as she says, turning the captain’s chair around to give her full access.

“Look at you,” I groan when she reaches out and wraps her small fingers around me, tentative as she explores the flesh. Her thumb brushes over the tip, slick now with pre-cum, and I swear the cab’s temperature spikes ten degrees. “Nothing to be nervous about. Just… touch me like you saw me do when I came on your pretty little face.”

Her lashes flutter, long and dark, as she stares into my eyes for a long moment then glances out the window, brushing hair from her forehead. “Someone might see.”

“That’s true,” I admit, but as long as she’s mine, I’ll show off what no other man will ever have with a smile on my face. Every jerk-off fantasy for too long has been of her squirming under me in that godforsaken truck bed, and if some other fuck gets an eyeful while I’m making all my fucking dirty dreams come true? Small price.

“Now move your hand faster. Yeah, like that.”

She obeys, cheeks turning ripe red as she tightens her grip. The first slide of her fist up my length sends a shudder through me, and I grab her by the hair, steadying her.

“Good girl,” I growl. She’s doing too well, and suddenly it’s all I can do to keep from taking her body and mounting it on my dick.

“I want to taste,” she mumbles, gaze locked on our joined hands.

“Not yet.” I chuckle at her eagerness. She wants fucking more. My horny daughter wants more of Daddy’s cock. “First things first. Watch me… You have to learn how I like to be touched first.”

I guide her fingers over my shaft again, tracing the ridge beneath the head. Holding her wrist, I move her hand up and down, up and down, watching the soft skin of my cock moving over the hardness beneath, balls jumping with every hard jerk.

“See this here?” I pause her hand just under the ridge of the crown. “That little spot where it sort of cuts upward? That’s a good spot. Then, when you go up and down, you squeeze and release a little, over and over. Then, when I’m getting close, you’ll move faster, right here…”

I work her hand under mine as she stares in rapt attention.

“Like this, Daddy?” she asks, taking over, her thumb pressing hard under my crown and nearly bringing me up off the seat.

“Fuck,” I mutter. “Yes, you listed well. Now, you can kiss it.”

Her lips quirk. Christ, she looks so innocent with that smirk. And then she’s crouching lower until my tip brushes her lips. She hesitates, tongue darting out to wet her lips.

“Take it slow. Kiss that tip and lick that wet slit.” I heave a breath as she leans forward, lapping, then opening wider… and then the heat swallows me whole.

“Greedy whore,” I hiss as heart palpitations make me short of breath. “You know that’s who you are now, don’t you? Your father’s greedy little whore.”

The filth makes her hum around me, her head bobbing up and down instead of nodding.

“My cock is your happy place… suck it like a lollipop. Gotta get Daddy nice and sloppy and wet with your spit.”

She does just that, cheeks hollowing, tongue working, gagging a little. Jesus, her mouth is a velvet vice that steals air from my lungs before she pulls back with a pop, flushed and adorably breathless with a look of pride.

“I like it, Daddy. I like looking at you, knowing I’m the one making you feel good.”

I nod, pushing her head back down. “Enough fuckin’ talking. Suck it again, but harder.”

I thread my fingers into her hair as her mouth tightens down on me again.

Her rhythm is uneven, but feverish, like she can’t get enough. The rig hums, engine vibrations syncing with my heartbeat as she works me faster now, deeper. I rock with her movement, cock throbbing in her mouth when she gently grazes her teeth over the head before slipping lower to take all of me down her throat.

“Fuck… baby, you’re gonna make me come too soon,” I rasp, dragging her head back upward, breathless as her tongue flicks at that spot under crown. It’s too late. My balls are already heaving. “C’mon… swallow, Mina. Take it all. You did this, now you don’t waste any.”

She makes a sound of agreement as my climax takes hold, fever covering me as the rush of pleasure delivers my fucking soul into her mouth.

“That’s it,” I praise, holding her hair by the root, keeping my thickness lodged down her throat as she squirms and struggles. “There’s my good girl. Are you ready for your prize?”

Her cheeks dimple around me as she swallows, gurgling and gagging, deep and wet, her free hand cupping my balls before sliding back up to grip my hip. I groan, balls drawing tight against her palm.

She nods, and the movement is too much. A moment later, I’m spilling into the back of her throat with a roar that echoes off the truck walls.

Time and space collide as I nut down her throat. Gulping for air, head thrown back, roaring her name and seeing stars.

When the last spurts finish, I let go of her hair, she pulls away, panting but smiling. Her lips are red, swollen and glistening, I yank her up onto my lap without thinking. She straddles me as I lean back against the seat, still hard even after that blowjob, and kiss her fiercely, tasting myself on her tongue.

“Teach you more later,” I grunt against her lips, thumb brushing the peak of her nipple through her shirt.

She laughs softly. “I’m ready for more lessons, Daddy.”

“I need time to recover, baby,” I say, reaching for my phone as the route app dings, telling me I’m behind schedule.

Like I don’t fucking know that, but some things take precedence.

The storm’s passed. Dawn will be here soon, and I have a hundred miles to make up to stay on schedule. “I promise Daddy will show you every damn trick I know before we hit that next truck stop. But right now, you go back to sleep, baby. You need your rest. Some of the lessons coming up are going to take a lot out of you. Kiss me like a big girl, then get back to bed.”

I put her back on her feet before I lost my focus and mount her on my dick. I land a hard slap on her ass then shoot my eyes out the driver’s window as I spin in my chair back forward, catching the guy in the semi next to me looking over, the jerking movements of his shoulder telling me all I need to know.

A surge of pride swells my chest as I reach up, grab the back of Mina’s neck, and pull her down into a hard kiss.

When we break apart, her eyes flick to the window as well, and instead of shame, I see excitement in her green eyes.

“Was that man watching us, Daddy?” she asks, a smile taking her lips upward as she reaches down and laces her fingers through my hair.

“Yes, baby. He wants what I have, and I like showing it off. But no one will ever touch you but me. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Daddy.”

“Good girl. Now, off to bed.” I land a hard slap on her ass and give her a soft shove back into the living quarters, then toss a look at the guy beating off next to me and chuckle.

It’s gonna be a hell of a ride.


Chapter Four




The cab’s still warm when I wake. I made a hundred miles before my lids started to get heavy. I pulled into a rest area and climbed in behind her for some sleep.

Mina’s curled beneath the blankets like some sort of sleepy goddess, lashes fanning over cheeks gone pink from her dreams. Her skin glows faintly in the morning light coming through, dewy and unmarked except for the faint bruise from the hickey I gave her last night. I nuzzle into her neck, fingertips brushing the waistband of her little shorts, cotton stretched taut over hips that beg to be gripped. I smirk at the little “mmm” that escapes her throat.

“G’morning, Daddy,” she sighs, rolling onto her back to meet my grin. Her stomach growls mid-sentence—a low, needy rumble that makes me laugh. “I’m starving.”

“Me too,” I kiss the hollow below her throat, before trailing lower. My tongue skims her ribs, teasing goosebumps across her skin while my fingers hook under the band of those shorts. She flinches when I drag a nail lightly over her hipbone, breath hitching like she’s already remembering what else I have planned for her tight, teenage body.

But right now, I’m more interested in waking her up the right way. I slide lower on the little bed, kissing her belly, her hips, her thighs.

“More, Daddy,” she mumbles, stretching out to offer herself to me.

“Guess you’re hungry for more than breakfast then?” My voice drops. “Let’s get these shorts off, they’re in the way.”

I tug as she wiggles until I drag the cotton fabric off her foot, dropping it on the floor.

I groan, throaty and deep as my tongue slips between the damp folds of her sex. She’s already drenched, the scent of her arousal sharp and wild in the air as the scruff of my beard rasps against her inner thigh. She squirms as I open my mouth and take her in, spreading wider to let my teeth graze the taut peak of her clit.

“Yes. Right there...” Her voice falters when I suck gently on the tiny bud. Her hands fist my hair now, fingers tangling as her hips rise with every flick of my tongue, each thrust deeper than the last as I slip a finger inside her channel. She’s tight, clenching around me like a fist begging for more.

When her body stills, I stop too, letting her hang on the edge, listening to the little moan of frustration as she tightens around my finger.

“Daddy, please…”

“Who do you belong to?”

“You… Always you…”

“Good girl,” I whisper, then dive back in. Almost the moment my mouth clamps around her swollen little clit, she cries out, bucking her hips and soaking my face with a squirt of liquid heat. But I don’t relent. I eat her, moving my mouth against her pussy like a starving dog with a bone. “Good girl,” I grumble again, my voice muffled by her body. “Give Daddy one more.”

“No more,” she says, writhing and breathless. “Please. I can’t—”

“Yes, you can,” I snap, thrusting a finger deep inside her cunt, then pressing my thumb against her tight asshole that’s soaked with her cum and pop it inside. “I’m going to fuck you here too. And lick your asshole and you’re going to lick mine.”

I center my lips back on her clit and bite down as I finger fuck both her holes.

That does it, she’s cursing like a truck stop whore as her body rolls into another orgasm that has her squirting and making the most beautiful, ungodly noises.

I don’t stop. Her pleasure is such a fucking drug. I move my finger inside her, rubbing that rough little patch on the front wall, aiming for orgasm number three, when she cries out, “Wait— Please! I can’t, Daddy, please.”

Her protest is whimpering and breathless, and defiant all at once, but I’m already adding another digit, scissoring them slow to stretch that sweet heat. The back of her knee digs into my ribs as she bucks harder, moans dissolving into a whimper when I release her clit.

“One more...” I grin against her thigh, dragging my teeth up the inside where her flesh trembles soft under my jaw. “What Daddy wants Daddy gets, remember? I’m in the middle of breakfast…”

Her laugh is half-defeated. “But Daddy, I’m hungry! My stomach’s about to eat itself alive...” Her hips buck toward me anyway, and I reward her with a curled finger that finds the spot inside her that makes her arch off the mattress.

Another orgasm rockets through her. Her walls clench and pulse, giving into my demands one more time, a spurt of liquid dribbling into my mouth as I kiss and lick, and finally relent.

I pull my fingers from her holes and slap her ass for good measure as she writhes and pants, her arm thrown over her face. “Okay, baby. Get dressed, and we’ll go eat.”

Her breath is fast as she nods. I grab her hand and pull her up to sit, leaning down for a soft kiss before stepping back and adjusting my boner and untucking my shirt to try to cover my hard on.

She reaches under the bed, fumbling for the duffel she brought with her.

“Can I have a cinnamon roll, Daddy?”

“Whatever you want, baby.” I run my hand through my hair watching as she roots through the clothes she brought. “Wear a skirt. And that little white scrap of fabric that passes for panties. No bra either.”
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The diner’s all greasy vinyl booths and flickering neon when we finally stumble in, the bell above the door jingling as her arm loops tight around mine. While we eat, I paid for the rig to get washed, the oil checked and the air in all the tires checked. That means the rig is parked in one of the maintenance bays but it should be done by the time we are done eating.

I slide into a corner booth, pulling Mina in close beside me as the waitress sidles over. Mina’s cheeks go pink beneath the waitress’s speculative gaze.

“You okay, sugar?” she drawls at Mina, pencil poised as she looks me up and down.

“She’ll take pancakes and orange juice,” I say smoothly, leaning in to kiss the top of her head. My free hand slips between her legs, fingers brushing against the lace of her thong. She flinches into me but doesn’t pull away. “A stack for me, too. Coffee and a cinnamon roll.”

“Sure thing.” The waitress eyes Mina a moment longer before turning and heading back to the counter. She says something to the fry cook, and they both laugh.

Mina tenses beside me, and I drag my knuckles up and down over her slit through the thong, making her shiver.

“Like I said before, baby, people are going to be jealous of what I’ve got. But they’ll never take you from me, and you don’t need to pay them any mind, you hear?”

She hesitates a moment, then nods. “Yes, Daddy. But, I kind of like when they look. It makes me--”

“Wet, I know.” I cut her off, pressing my knuckles against her hole. “I feel it. So sexy baby.”

The cinnamon roll arrives and I pull my hand up from under her skirt, pressing my knuckles to her lips as she licks them obediently, drawing a tight-lipped look from the waitress.

The pastry is dripping with a mix of white and caramel icing, and I smile with satisfaction when she bounces on the seat with a little clap of excitement. I split it in half and dip a bite into the pooling caramel, watching her eyes widen as I lift it to her mouth.

“Open up,” I command, smirking when she hesitates just long enough to make me groan. Her tongue peeks out to swipe at my thumb before biting down on the sweet morsel with a moan that goes straight to my already throbbing cock.

Goddamn it, I need to fuck her, and fast. All this holding back is done, I need to be in there deep, to coat her insides with my own sticky frosting.

The waitress pours steaming coffee into the mug in front of me with a snide look. “Do you always feed your… dates like this?”

“Not a date,” I rumble against Mina’s earlobe, lips skimming over the delicate curve before nipping, then answer. “Meet my daughter.”

The women shakes her head and walks away as I drop my hand and resume playing with the sensitive flesh beneath her skirt, sliding her thong aside to trace circles around her sensitive little bud. “You keep your hands on the table and let Daddy feed you.”

She nods. “Yes, Daddy.”

“Good girl,” I whisper, pulling my hand away, leaving her flushed and panting.

I poke forkfuls of pancakes to her lips, hold a glass of orange juice up, and basically do everything for her while her hands stay flat on the table as I instructed.

“Last bite.” I tug a piece of cinnamon roll off between my fingers and raise it to her mouth. “Lick your sweetness off my fingers, too.”

The game we’re playing is intoxicating. The few other patrons toss us uncomfortable looks as I bring the bite to her lips, her mouth drawing my digits into its warmth, sucking at each before I lean back against the booth with a satisfied sigh.

“You are Daddy’s special girl, that’s for sure.”

The food arrives and I feed her, and myself, her hands staying perfectly in place. Her obedience is as much of a turn on as her soft little body.

We’re completely lost in each other as we satisfy one type of hunger while the other one grows until I’m ready to bend her over this table and rip her virginity bloody right fucking here.

The door bell’s sudden ding yanks us both back. Three men in flannel shirts drop into the booth across from us, grabbing menus as the waitress heads over. One of the guys turns our way, leering at Mina with a too-obvious lick of his lips, and I feel her stiffen like prey spotting a wolf.

Her fingers dig into my arm beneath the table.

“What’re you looking at?” she snaps before I can speak, and my chest swells with pride watching her confidence flourish, knowing I’m right here behind her.

The guy smirks wider. “That mouth of yours as sweet as them pancakes?”

These guys are a decade or more younger than me, but I’ve got a mean streak as wide as the space between their ears.

I’ll skull fuck each of them with the pistol I keep under my driver’s seat without a second of hesitation if I get even a hint they are any kind of real threat to what’s mine.

“You’ll never fucking find out,” I growl, low enough it vibrates through my ribs.

Her legs are locking around my waist before I realize she’s turned herself around to climb onto my lap, arms looping around my neck like a queen claiming territory. “My Daddy’s mouth is sweet,” she says loud enough for them to hear clearly, sending hot blood pumping into my thick erection as I pin my eyes on the three men.

The diner falls silent as she leans down, tongue darting out to lick the corner of my mouth before sealing her lips over mine in a kiss that likely stops everyone in here from remembering how to breathe. Her hips roll against me through the denim covering my raging boner, and I hiss into her mouth, teeth grazing her lower lip until she parts for me.

When I finally pull back, her lashes flutter open to meet my gaze.

“Let’s go,” she whispers against my lips as she rocks back and forth on my cock. “My tummy is full, but other parts of me aren’t.”

“Good girl. You like when people are watching don’t you? Get all sticky and needy. Time for your next lesson,” I say, battling my hand into my back pocket for my wallet, dropping bills on the table as I slide us out.

I keep her mounted on me long enough to turn all eyes our way. As I step by the table of flannel clad men, I grab Mina’s ass and snarl, “Get a good look, because that’s all you’re getting.”

They all shake their heads, but their eyes stay locked on Mina as I lower her feet to the floor, take her by the hand and drag her outside behind me.

My rig isn’t back from the maintenance area and I shake my head, looking at a overall clad man leaning against the wall outside the door smoking.

The scent of the cigarette smoke and diesel is familiar, but it’s not the aroma that is my focus right now.

I need inside her wet little hole now. No way I’m going to fuck my stepdaughter for the first time right here up against a wall.

I glance around until I see the red printed sign with an arrow pointing around the back of the truck stop.

“Hang on, baby,” I tell her, pulling her along with me. “Daddy’s going to get you nice and clean. Then make you dirty again.”

The truck stop shower area is sterile and bright compared to the diner’s warmth. The attendant eyes us skeptically behind his counter. “Separate stalls?” he asks when I toss him cash, my daughter still clinging to me, her head resting against my arm.

I smirk, watching her bite her lip. Then she shakes her head and answers for us. “We just need one. Daddy likes me close.”

The attendant snorts with a conspiratorial grin, before handing us a bag with clean towels, soap, shampoo, and a key to shower number four.

“Down that hall, I gave you the one at the end. Enjoy.”

The shower stall is cavernous. More a room than just a shower, with clean, neutral tile and a hint of bleach mixed with something floral. One wall is lined with mirrors, and I take in the sight of Mina wrapped around my body as I step inside and close the door behind us.

“You’re a bad girl. Humping Daddy like that in front of all those people. Making me hard. You know you have to take care of me now, don’t you? You can’t be a little cock tease forever and not pay the piper.”

She’s halfway out of her skirt before I flick the faucet on, but I don’t wait for her to strip before I press her against the tiles. Her breath hitches as my hands slide up her sides beneath her shirt, fingertips grazing nipples already pebbled tight under the spray.

“Take my pants off. It’s time you learned about how babies are made. Your pussy gets all hot and wet because it needs something. It needs a man to be inside you, sliding in and out until he empties all his sticky cream in that tight cunt. But I’ll be the only man who ever gets to breed you, baby. My little girl was made just for me. Just for this. It’s a daddy’s right to fuck his daughter first. Most men won’t admit that, but we know better, don’t we?”

“Daddy,” she gasps, twisting in my arms to yank my belt free, fingers trembling but sure. I let her push me against the wall instead, hips bucking into her touch like a wild thing. She’s done with my belt in a flash, then raises her arms, and I strip her shirt, letting it fall to the stall floor as she unfastens my pants, dragging them down my hips, then they fall to my ankles on their own.

“I’m all achy again. I want another orgasm.” Her voice is barely there, drowned by the water roaring, the steam billowing around us.

“Whenever you want, baby,” I rasp, stripping her little shirt over her head, her hair falling over her shoulders. Her mouth crashes over my neck as I palm between her legs, sliding her thong aside so two fingers can push inside slick heat.

She trembles under my touch, eyes wide in the steam as I roll her thong down her hips and let it fall to the floor followed by her skirt.

“We’re going to fuck, baby. You know that right?” I groan, pulling back to meet her gaze. Those goddamn doe eyes are fringed in lashes too long for someone so stubborn. I kiss her forehead gently, my thumb brushing away a tear before she can flinch. “You okay, baby?”

“No, I’m scared,” she bites out, but her hips still press down on my fingers, desperate and trusting all at once. “I don’t want you to think this was a mistake when it’s over.”

“Never, baby. You’ve been my little girl for so long, and now you’re going to be mine in every way. It’s us, always. I love you, Mina.”

“Really?”

I work off my boots, kicking off my pants. We’re naked as I ease us into the warm water, a rosy flush covers her cheeks.

My cock stands up between us and she looks down like it’s her first time seeing me. That look of fear returns, a thousand-fold.

“That’s not going to fit.” She mumbles, her bottom lip starting to shake.

“I’m your Daddy. I know what will fit. It will just be the tip at first, okay baby? We will try that and see how you do.”

Her hesitant nod urges me forward as I push against her belly, then reach down and gather her ass in my hands, lifting her as I turn, the water at my back, her shoulders against the tile.

I nod as I guide myself to the entrance of her heat, fingertips digging into her fleshy hips, her tits grazing my chest as her breathing turns ragged.

I line up, easing her body down until I’m at her center, the brush of her wet heat making my eyes roll back. “You and me, baby. Forever. Daddy loves you.”

“I love you, too,” she whispers. “I always have.”

She glows with joy as I hold myself there, savoring this moment. She’s fucking radiant, stunning, flushed and innocent and trusting and I’m about to fuck all of that sweetness out of her.

“You know I’m going to go inside you bare, always. No condoms for us. Daddies take care of their little girls and always come inside them.”

“Yes, Daddy.” She blinks as understanding dawns. “What if I get pregnant.”

Hearing her say it, makes it more real and turns up the fire already stoked in my gut.

“Then the world will know who you belong to.”

I push in, slow enough to feel her tightness fighting back. But it knows when it’s beaten. My cock breaches her, making her gasp as her cunt swallows me like a velvet fist, wet heat clamping down until stars burst behind my eyelids.

“I can’t breathe,” she whispers, clawing at my shoulders to anchor herself. “That’s more than the tip.”

“Daddy needs you to relax,” I tell her as her eyebrows pinch together and her lip press together to tight they turn white. “Daddy’s cock needs to be inside his little girl’s pussy. It’s where it belongs. So just breathe, baby.”

Women in the past have struggled to take me, so intellectually I know my baby virgin daughter is going to be hurt but some things have to be done.

“You’re doing so good.” I praise, doing my best to go slow as her resistance bands around me. I want to pound into her, ignoring her pain but I strain to keep control as the monster inside me bellows for me to plunge down to the root in one thrust, to take what I rightfully knows belongs to me.

“It’s too much.” She whimpers, her body barely giving as I try to rock more of me into her, her wet skin squeaking on the tile wall.

I thrust against her, hearing her moan as her body is pinned with my weight. Another thrust. Another. I take her lips with mine as I punch through her resistance, feeling her bite down with the pain, drawing blood from my tongue. And I’ll take it, because I wish I didn’t have to hurt my little girl.

I pull back an inch, and the tightness makes me dizzy. She’s squeezing and milking and I’ve never felt pussy like this before. Not even close.

She makes little hiccupping sounds as I struggle to get inside. Her pussy grips and adjusts as she yelps and twitches.

“It will get better baby. This time is bloody and it hurts, but it feels so fucking good for me. You’re Daddy’s hot little whore now.”

Her small hips jerked with each of my thrusts as I re-arranged her insides.

“Yes, Daddy.” She hisses as I work my mouth against hers, swallowing her sounds of pain as I tense my muscles and drive the rest of me into her heat.

I hold still inside her for what feels like an eternity, and when I finally move, it’s agony and perfection all at once. Her head rolls back against the tile, and I feast on that throat again while she loosens around me, hips rising to meet each slide of my cock deeper into that warm, tight heaven of my daughter’s pussy.

I drive deeper, faster, pushing my thumb against her ass as her body takes me down to the root, her passage easing as I fuck harder, harder.

I grind my body against her clit, working her up and down like my own personal sex doll, cursing into her mouth, then her ear as I take what’s mine and she clings to me like a helpless little girl.

“You don’t know how long I’ve waited for this.” I admit, emotion taking over. “I’ve never fit inside someone that felt this fucking good. This right. Jesus, Mina, I’ve wanted to put my dick inside you for so long. Too long.”

I don’t confess anymore than that, it’s too much.

Her grip tightens around my neck, leaning into me, taking what I’m giving with more and more eagerness.

“It feels…good.”

“That makes me happy. I want you to feel so, so good. I want you to come to me for this from now on, you understand? When you feel that tickle, that ache, you come get Daddy and he will fix it, okay?”

“Yes.” She answers in a puff as I move faster, harder, in and out, wet sounds filling the space as I rock and roll my hips, her band finally giving up enough for me to move freely inside her body.

The water warms the space as we turn into a grunting, humping, cursing connection of flesh and emotion.

Her nails raking my chest, my teeth grazing her collarbone, but neither of us cares. She’s trembling when I hit the spot inside her that makes her scream my name, raw and wet against my neck.

“You make Daddy want to come inside you. You know I need to do that now, right?”

Her head lolls back, her eyes glazed.

“You feel too good. Daddy can’t stop, baby. He can’t. Stop.”

The tip of my dick inside her becomes my whole world. I fuse us together with the first hot spurt against her womb, my roar surely heard all the way out to the parking lot as I rip my daughter’s virginity from her body.

I’ve lost my mind completely when I finally unload my balls inside her. I push it all deeper, into the spaces that no one will ever be but me.

I shudder as she clamps down, a gush of her warmth mixing with mine. My deviant fantasies have all come true, and the saying that fantasies are always better than reality?

A fucking lie.

We come and kiss in a rush of heat and water as I drag her under the streaming shower. My little step-daughter is fully impaled on my cock, her body stuffed with my seed.

Any shame or guilt washes down the drain with her virgin blood. She clings to me like she’ll never let go, and what she will need to understand, is I will never let her.

“Tell me you love me.” I order as the water streams over us, my dick lodged to the hilt as I hug her against me.

“I love you, Daddy.”

“Good girl. Daddy loves you too.”

I’m not the man she deserves. Not the man she should want.

But, I’m the only man she will ever have.
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Later, back in the truck, her fingers trail patterns over my chest under the blanket. The cab is quiet except for the buzz of distant traffic. She looks so small there in my lap, her lips red from fighting and kissing, cheeks still pink, and I want to burn this moment into my memory. My little girl, dripping with me and half-awake against me.

The distant thought that we need to get back on the road pokes at the back of my mind, but there’s nothing more important right now that this. Nothing more important than my horny, beautiful, cock drunk little girl.

“You’re shaking,” she mumbles sleepily, curling tighter against my side.

“Adrenaline, baby. I just came inside my daughter. I’m still processing.” She stiffens, then lets out that little laugh that sounds like wind chimes as she kisses the scar above my left eye, where I hit the windshield in an accident a few years back. “Everything’s different now.”

“How? You’ve been my dad since I was eight. I’m still the same, we’re still us. I just am all sticky and sore down there now because you took the time to teach me how to be a good girl just for you.”

I grip her hip and pull her flush against me, half-hard again at the thought of her so fucking innocent I should tell it this is wrong, we can’t be this but I’m not a man that cares about should’s and the world’s judgement. “Baby, I love you. I just love you different now. I won’t lose you, either. You need to know that. I wasn’t always a good man, but I’ll never let you go. No matter what I have to do.”

I kiss the top of her head and hold her close. I need five more minutes of this before I get back on the road. More miles to make up. More country to cross.

But so long as I have Mina beside me, I’ll never know lonely again.


Chapter Five




Two days go by like a fever dream, her legs tangled in mine under diner tables, our clothes marked with each other’s sweat from backseat fucks and shower steam.

The highway stretched out endless behind and before us. I delivered my load, in more ways than one, and now we’re free to do as we want for a couple days in this little Hallmark looking town by the ocean.

The rig is parked in a lot down away from the main street where the ocean smells of salt and secrets, and Mina insisted she wanted to get outside for some fresh air.

She tugs my hand toward a park like a child on a field trip, her other fist clutching my keys so tight her knuckles whiten. People gawk at us crossing the lot, and I know what they see. A leather-clad bear, being dragged away by a girl young enough to be his daughter, and legally dubious in that regard if I were to tell them the truth. I grin wider each time she blushes, cheeks pink as the candy apple I bought her at a cute candy store just before closing last night.

She points at the sign at the park entrance, grinning as she bats her eyelashes.

“I’m ten, Daddy,” she insists, jumping onto the swings while I push her higher. Her laugh rings clear over the waves, all teeth and mischief as the metal chains creak. The sun paints streaks of gold through her hair, making it look like wildfire trapped in strands. “Or maybe… twelve?”

Fuck. It’s bad enough I’m bending her body in pretzels, fucking and sucking and making her filthy with me, I don’t need her thinking it was her underage body that called to me. I’m sick, but I’m not that guy.

“Eighteen’s perfectly fine, baby, but if you want to act little, go right ahead.” I lean close enough for my breath to brush her ear as her pulse thrums under my palm. She squirms just enough that the hem of her shirt rides up, revealing a sliver of hip still faintly pink from the mark I left last night. “And if anyone tells you there’s something wrong with that, you just send them to Daddy.”

“And you’ll put them straight?” Her wink’s pure challenge when she spins to face me mid-swing.

“Something like that,” I growl.

The swing arcs upward, Mina’s laughter a razor’s edge against the salt-tinged air. The yellow cotton skirt I picked out for her to wear flies up, exposing the additional choice I made to have her bare, no panties today.

From now on, Daddy always decides things like that for her, and she’s going to wait until I make her clothing choices, standing obediently naked as I decide.

She faces me, pumping her legs, arching in the air mid-swing, knees parting just enough to reveal the slit of pink heaven between them. My fingers dig into her thighs as I push, then grab her by the waist as she comes back down, stopping her with a jolt, shoving my face into her neck, then dragging my mouth along her jawline.

She’s insatiable already. She wakes me in the night with her mouth on my cock or straddling my hard on, riding me or riding my face as I lap at her, even in my exhausted slumber.

“You’re soaked between your legs,” I rumble into her neck. “I can see it when you swing. See your little slit glinting in the sunlight.”

She giggles, the wind whipping her hair around, before I lock an arm around her waist, hauling her up as I position my ass on the swing seat, then pull her down facing me.

Her knees grip my waist, mouth on mine with all the hunger of someone who’s had me filling them three times today already.

Her legs clamp instinctively around me. The rusted chains groan as I spread her knees wider, my cock trapped between us, already straining to break free of denim. The world narrows down to that heated wet spot quivering against my cock, the tang of salt from getting face fucked earlier still on her lips and tongue, and the creak of metal protesting our weight.

“Someone could see, Daddy,” she breathes again, but there’s no fear in it, just a tremor of excitement that matches the sway of the swing.

Her hands claw at my shirt buttons like she’s untangling vines, nails scraping down to my belt buckle. I push her little skirt up one-handed, the fabric bunching around her waist.

“You like that, don’t you, baby?” My free hand snakes down to tweak her clit until she whimpers, eyes rolling back in that way she does right before she squirts like a fire hose and cracks the sky open, calling for daddy. “You liked the guys in the diner knowing you’re Daddy’s little girl. You liked to think of the shower attendant jerking off over the sounds we made just down the hall. You liked it when that trucker watched you suck me off the first night, didn’t you, baby?”

The park’s empty except for a seagull squawking overhead… but I’m counting on the thrill of someone walking by just as she screams my name raw and wet against my shoulder.

My tongue licks the salt from her collarbone as I finally yank down my jeans enough for my cock to spring free, a thick knot of need that pulses when she wraps both hands around it. Her mouth parts on a gasp, eyes widening at its girth before darting toward the empty park path.

She nods. “I liked it, Daddy.”

“You like to be watched. Your pussy gets all juicy. You wanted the park today, but pretty soon, I’ll take you to a special place. A place where I’ll show you off and make men sob they’re so fucking jealous a father gets to fuck his pretty little daughter. I’m going to do things to you while they watch, and all they can do is imagine what it would be like to be me. Would you like that, baby?”

She blinks. Lips open as she searches my face then finally nods. “Yes…”

I shove her backwards arching her spine. The sun glints off sweat on her chest. “Lift your hips a little. Deep breath.” I position myself at that tight pink opening. “You’re gonna take all of this, baby?”

“P-please,” she whimpers, her voice too high to sound like the girl who sucked me off raw an hour ago in a diner bathroom. But I’m not moving yet, just pressing forward inch by slow inch, savoring how her cunt clamps down on me like a vise.

“Stop… it’s too big…” She punches little fists into my biceps, teeth biting red crescents into her lower lip as I breach deeper, deeper. The swing tilts precariously, chains squealing their protest when she bucks against me, a delicious distraction that makes me grip her hips tighter until my knuckles whiten.

“Quiet,” I hiss, silencing her with a kiss as another gust tears through the park, tangling her golden hair.

She tastes like candy apples and desperation, every gasp swallowed by my mouth while I thrust harder into that scalding heat. My balls slap against the swing seat as I force feed her my fat cock, the rhythm syncing to the swing’s creaks until it’s me grinding into her and the world disappearing beyond the edges.

“Look at you,” I groan against her ear, voice raw as I tweak her clit between two fingers. She’s all juddering whimpers now, head thrown back so that sunlight glints off the tears streaking down her cheeks. I can smell our lust. “Come for me, baby, right here where anyone could catch you screaming with your father’s cock inside you.”

Her thighs tremble violently when she does, fingers clawing at my shoulders as I thrust my cock deeper into my beautiful daughter, chasing release until our bodies churn in staccato rhythm. The swing nearly flips us backwards in our frenzy, but we’re too far gone to care. All I know is how wet she is, and how loud her cries get with every plunge of my shaft.

“Shhh,” I growl when the seagulls overhead squawk like witnesses, biting her shoulder to leave another mark next to the others I can’t seem to stop making on her soft flesh. “This is just between us. You have to promise not to tell.”

Her nails rake down my chest in answer as she tightens around me again, milking every spasm of cum from my balls until I’m spent, empty but happier than I’ve ever been, lodged deep in my daughter’s wet pussy.


Chapter Six




The restaurant is a neutral meeting place. It’s not expensive or high class, but Mina picked it, and said that my soon-to-be-ex wife would like the food here, which tells you a lot about how well I know the woman I married ten years ago. It also says a lot about our relationship that I have to invite her out to lunch to get her to talk to us.

It’s been a week of paradise with my daughter. Filling her pussy with my seed, teaching her all the ways to please me and exploring the same with her.

Her teen cunt is more my obsession with each passing day. I’ve impaled her body in every possible way, including her ass, but taking me all the way is still a work in progress.

She wants my cum for breakfast, lunch and dinner. Her sweet pussy needs my cock and instead of watching sweet romance movies, I’ve taken to recording us and playing it back on the TV, teaching her how to move, showing her how beautiful she looks when she comes on my face and cock.

But, there are things to take care of and once we got back into town from our run, I called Karen to tell her to meet us for lunch. It’s already unpleasant, but I’m not giving Mina up. No fucking way, so dealing with the practicalities of the divorce and the complications of fucking and loving my step-daughter need to be dealt with.

Karen scans the menu with apparent disinterest, not even noticing that Mina and I are sitting together opposite her, or wondering about the fact I said she could have whatever she wants, my treat.

Perhaps she thinks I’m going to lowball her on the divorce settlement. But that’s not what this is about. And if I was going to try that, I definitely pick somewhere that demands the gentlemen wear jackets, at the very least.

“I’m really very busy, Max. Can we get this over with?” She clicks her fingers at the waitress, and when she comes over, starts listing off the most expensive items on the menu and a glass of white wine.

And that’s fine. She can have everything she wants, just not Mina.

“And for you?” the waitress turns to me and Mina with a raised eyebrow.

“Mushroom soup will be fine,” Mina says, and I growl in frustration.

“She’ll have omelet, fries, a salad and strawberry milk,” I order for her. “And I’ll have the same, but with coffee.”

The waitress nods, smiling and scratching away on her notepad. Then she turns and leaves.

“I wish you’d stop babying her,” Karen scowls as soon as the waitress leaves. “Honestly, Max, I’ve said it before and—”

“How’s Jason, Mom?” Mina interrupts with a smile, the soft acoustical music overhead doing nothing to make this tense moment any easier. I know what Mina’s doing. Any delaying tactic to put off telling her mother what’s going on between us she’s gonna try.

I squeeze her thigh under the table, letting her know I’ve got her back. Daddy’s here.

“Jason is out,” Karen says with a wave of her hand, snatching the glass of Chardonnay from the waitress’s tray before she can set it down and taking a long gulp. “Once he got what he wanted, he wasn’t interested anymore. Well, the joke’s on him because his bedroom skills could use a little work. I could have taught him—”

“Mom,” Mina groans, “TMI.”

Karen rolls her eyes. “We’re all grown-ups, darling. Sex is a fact of life. Anyway, what did you so desperately need to talk to me about? Please don’t tell me you’ve decided to become a trucker like Max, because that’s not for you, Mina. You need your sleep, always have. I remember so many days when getting you out of bed was a full-time job of its own. Homeschooling just gave you an excuse to sleep in.”

“We’re together,” I blurt out, no more bullshit wasting time. Mina is sitting there with bucket of my cum pumped inside her pussy and her flavor lingers on my lips. There’s no delaying this.

“What on earth are you talking about now? You’re on the same side? Is this about the divorce?” She frowns at Mina. “You’re taking his side over mine?”

Mina rubs her forehead. “No, Mom, you don’t understand.” Mina looks at me, cheeks red, swallowing. I look at Karen. Karen looks at Mina.

Even in the tension, my dick throbs for my baby girl.

I’m tempted to say, we’re fucking, but I promised Mina that we’d do this as painlessly as possible.

“We’re to-gether,” I try again, putting the emphasis on the word.

“Together? I don’t understand…” Karen’s eyes widen as I lick my lips, draping my arm around Mina’s shoulders and pulling her into my side. “Oh, you mean… Oh, God.”

She glances at her daughter, then back at me, then back to Mina. The waitress chooses that moment to arrive with the first of the food.

The three of us sit in absolute silence while she unloads a tray, and when she’s gone, I open my mouth to speak. But before I can, Mina is already jumping in.

“Before you get all crazy, Mom, this was my choice. I mean, like you said, we’re all grown-ups, and sex is a fact of life, and—”

Karen’s glare could cut through steel. “I know what I said. What I said had nothing to do with my husband fucking my daughter. That’s what this means, right? You are fucking her?”

Mina nods as I bite back a chuckle. “That’s one thing we’re doing.”

Mina smacks my chest. “Daddy.”

“Oh, God.” Karen holds her face in her hands. “What am I going to tell people? Did you think about that? No, you didn’t.” Karen shakes her head, then glares at me, pointing her fork. “Did you do this to punish me?”

“Karen, our marriage was over before we left Vegas.” I keep my voice low. “You don’t give two shits what I do, you just care that it might make you look bad. That says it all.”

“How long have you been taking advantage of her?” Her question hints at concern, but her eyes are filled with defeat as she digs in her purse, coming up with her phone. “I’m calling the police.”

Mina smacks her hand on the table sloshing water over the rim of my glass. “He’s not taking advantage of me. And I’m eighteen and there’s nothing illegal about it.”

Karen stares, then sighs, lowering her phone to the table then picking up her fork.

She stabs into a limp lettuce leaf, staring at it as if it’s done her wrong before putting it back on the plate. Then she huffs, crosses her arms, and chews her lip. “I’m not going to pretend I’m happy about this. God knows what I’m going to say when people find out.”

“Who do you care about finding out?” I snap. “You’ve got your freedom, you can have a new toy every day of the week, Mina will be taken care of and if you keep your shit straight, I’ll keep your checking account topped off like the agreement we made. But, if you want to start shit, I’ll leave you with nothing. We clear, Karen?”

I take that moment to reach into my back pocket, pull out the folded stack of papers and slide them across the table.

“Sign that right now or our deal is off. I delivered enough videos of you and your litany of extracurricular boys parading around the house to my lawyer to make any judge side with me.”

Karen glares. I’m threatening to take away the thing that made me important in her life.

“What about high school? She’s not even graduated.”

“I’m giving her all the lessons she needs.”

Mina chirps a giggle next to me, then finishes. “Max says I’m an A plus student. I’ll graduate at the end of the month ahead of schedule. I already took all my test exams and aced them all.”

Karen huffs as I take the pen from my front pocket and hold it out between us. “Sign it. Let’s all get on with our lives.”

“You’re as asshole.” She snarls but takes the pen and scratches her signature on the marked spaces, the throws it back at me, hitting me in the chest.

Mina’s eyes light up, and she stands, stepping over and leaning in to hug her mother. It’s hard for a child to understand their parent is flawed but I think Mina does and she loves her anyway.

Pride fills my chest.

“I’m happy, Mom and out of your way. It’s for the best.” Mina bumps the table as her mother stares at her.

Karen seems taken aback for a moment. Then she wraps her arms around her daughter’s shoulders.

“Bye, Mom.”

She pats Mina’s back getting in one last dig which is directed more at me than her daughter. “You’ll be back.”

Mina sits back down, and slides her hand into mine. Karen pretends not to notice, and that’s fine. I’m not going to make her life any more difficult than it has to be.

Because everything I want is right here. And it’s already mine. And I can’t wait to make her my fucking wife.


Chapter Seven




The club door swings open with a hiss of black velvet, and Mina’s eyes widen as she takes in the flicker of neon, the low groan of bodies tangled on leather couches.

It’s been a month since the restaurant. Karen is still pouting but Mina and I are happier than pigs in shit. I proposed to her on a knee, put a three-carat pink diamond on her finger then married her a week later in a ceremony with just us at a town along a route through the mountains of North Carolina.

Now, back home, I wanted to give my daughter-wife a new adventure I know she will love.

I pause, squeezing her hand just inside the door as the security wall of two men in black stare us down.

“You’re late,” one of them says as Mina leans into me, her eyes darting to the movement and sounds of sex and pain threading themselves through the low thrum of wordless music.

“Five minutes. We’re here. I mean, look what I brought.” I nod to my daughter, dressed in the clothes I bought for her. Blatantly intending to make her look young, as if being eighteen isn’t young enough, but we’re here to put on a show.

Only I haven’t shared any of those details with her yet.

Both men in black nod and blink. One of them points toward the area near the center of the club, cordoned off by floor-to-ceiling black curtains.

I don’t need a map to know where to go. I’ve been here before with old friends, the occasional night when I needed to get the fuck away from Karen and remember there’s another world outside of stifling suburbia and Pottery Barn furniture.

Not that I’ve brought anyone here before. I’ve been purely a spectator in the past, but it all felt empty. The company was good, and the idea appealed, but I needed another piece of the puzzle.

I know now what that missing piece was. And she’s right here beside me.

“What is this? You said we were going to a show.” Mina’s hands grab my forearm as I walk us forward. She stumbles a step in the new heels, making her look inexperienced and out of her element, which only fuels the perverted fantasies of the men who eye us as we walk forward.

“It is a show, baby. Just trust me. Always trust Daddy.”

The air is thick with sweat, cologne, and money. A baseline throbs underfoot, vibrating through my boots as I grip her wrist tighter. Her skin’s already warm against mine, a fragile porcelain thing beneath my palm.

“Daddy,” she whispers, playing innocent when I’m sure she’s putting together the pieces of what’s ahead for her tonight.

A dozen men lean against the walls, their stares already tracking her like prey. One whistles low when I nudge her forward by the ass, my thumb digging into the curve of flesh there to remind them this prize is claimed. She stumbles a step, then straightens, chin up, pretending not to notice the way their eyes devour her, lingering on her collarbone, and that faint scar just beneath her shoulder blade from where she fell off her bike when she was ten.

I weave us around a few groups of onlookers, tucking us through the slit in the black curtains and raising the pink gift bag in my other hand upward.

“Be a big girl. I got you this so you can hold onto it tonight and be brave.” My growl vibrates into the silence between us, a smirk sharp enough to cut glass. She blushes deeper, those freckles dusting her cheeks like cinnamon, and I trace a nail down her throat for emphasis. Tonight’s a new lesson.

The members here paid good money for this.

The raised bed dominates the curtained room as she shivers, taking the bag from my hand and crinkling the tissue paper inside, finally pulling out the gift, or prop, for what’s coming.

“Oh look,” I purr, yanking her ponytail so she’s forced to meet my gaze. “You think I don’t listen, but I’m always listening.”

Her blue eyes light up, cheeks pink, and that innocence returns as her lashes dust her lids.

“Thank you.” She squeezes the stuffed rabbit to her chest. It’s some limited edition, expensive shit brand that’s all the rage right now. She showed it to me a few days ago when she was scrolling on some app, saying they have the softest fur and real cut-crystal eyes.

I ordered one for her as soon as she fell asleep. We’ve been driving a lot, she’s doing her final school work for her diploma, and I’ve bought us a new house fifty miles away from Karen.

All her stuffed animals are still at the other house, so making sure she had this special one for tonight was as much to make her happy as it was for my benefit.

Her hair glows gold under the lights from above, strands sticking to the sweat already beading on her temples.

“Thank you.” The rabbit’s face is smashed into her neck, her arms hugging it tight. The pink and brown fur is fucking soft, but not as soft as my daughter’s pussy, which very soon I will be balls deep inside, showing off my prized possession and all the lessons she’s learned so far. “But what is this place?”

I’m already shucking her dress off with one hand. The fabric tears as I tug, then pools at her feet, leaving her in lace so sheer I can see her nipples pressed against it beneath, and the slit between her legs showing as a dark line.

“You wanted men to look...” I reach passed her and tug open the curtains, then lean close, my free hand cupping her throat as their cheers ripple through the room. “Well, now they’re watching, aren’t they?”

Her breath hitches, a shiver of defiance trembling in her throat before she can hide it. “I—I didn’t want this—”

“Shh.” I crush her lie with a kiss, my tongue forcing its way past her lips to claim the heat inside. My fingers dig into her waist, urging her closer as our teeth clack in the frenzy of it all, until I lift her onto the bed, her legs wrapping around me instinctively even as her heels drag down my ass.

I press her down and step back, shoving her knees wide, moving the scrap of fabric to the side showing off that wet little teenage snatch.

The room lights up like a damn disco ball aimed at her dripping center when I spread her knees. Someone wolf-whistles again from the shadows. “Look at that tight little cunt… she’s glistening.” The words are lecherous, grating against our silence, but she stays still, lips parted, lashes fluttering as if this is all too much for a “proper” girl.

“That’s his actual daughter. Barely eighteen.” A fat, balding fuck says to another fat, balding asshole beside him, his hand already jerking on his pathetic dick.

That’s the fantasy we’ve sold them for tonight. She took my name when we married, so legally we are family and the pictures I provided of us together over the last ten years, brought us a hefty sum for our ‘performance’ tonight.

“Mina,” I warn, my thumb dragging through her slit before rubbing her clit. She gasps, hips rolling instinctively into the touch as her back arches. My greedy girl. “You’re wet as I expected. Daddy’s little whore likes getting shown off,” I smirk, my dick tenting my jeans, as turned on as she is by the idea of being watched. I groan low enough for only her to hear. “These fuckers paid for a show.”

The next words come out slow and deliberate, so everyone hears them. “Suck Daddy’s cock, baby.” I bite her earlobe, hard enough to sting but not break the skin, as I drag her by the hair to the edge of the bed, then push her down to her knees, unzipping and setting myself free.

“Daddy—”

“Do it.” I don’t need to repeat myself. The first groan escapes me when those lips wrap around the head of my cock, warm and hesitant as if still unlearning some lesson about modesty. “Ignore the strangers, baby,” I growl. “Just suck Daddy like he taught you.”

She obeys instantly, her cheeks hollowing as she takes me deeper. The voices all around are a cacophony beneath the beat of the music as she reacts to the energy of the crowd. She quickly turns greedy, throat-deep, swallowing every drop that spills between those perfect pink lips. A man whistles sharply when my hips thrust forward, dragging her face up and down my length. She flinches back, but I catch her chin again, forcing her to lick me clean.

“Now.” My voice is gravel, my hands steadying her hips as I snap my fingers. “Get on there, ass up, face down.”

She starts to push to her feet, but I’m all about the theater right now, so I grab her by the hair, then the ass and flip her onto all fours on the bed, reaching for the leather sheath I always wear on my belt, unsnapping the leather and pulling out the glinting knife.

“Be a good girl.” I whisper as I cut the little thong off her body, then the bra, scratching the tip of the knife down her back and into the crack of her ass then secure it back into its holster.

Men crowd around the stage. Women, too. All their hands inside pants and panties as they watch me strip off my shirt and jeans. A collective groan goes up when I position myself behind her, cockhead brushing her hole, then slapping down on her ass a few times.

She whimpers, those long legs trembling beneath my grip, not from fear but anticipation.

“You see that guy over there?” My breath rasps against the shell of her ear as I nod toward the man in the black suit who’s already jerking off against a pillar. “He’s been waiting months for this view.”

I hold myself steady, reaching under her body with one hand, thumb pressing into her clit as I push forward, stretching her with every inch of my thickness until she’s panting like prey caught in the headlights.

“Oh, God... Daddy!” She arches back, the moan tearing from her throat as an orgasm breaks over her, the turn on of being watched like this more than she could control.

“Shhh.” I silence her with a hard smack on her hip as mine start moving faster, pistoning now that she’s squirted and soaked me from root to balls. Her pleasure pushes me to the edge. Her arousal is my fucking drug.

The club’s noise fades to just her mewls and the wet slap of skin against skin as the beat of the music thuds in time with my pulse. Her hair falls around her face as I move, sweat glinting under the lights.

Another groan. We’re a tangle of heat, bodies synced to the rhythm only we know.

“I want to see your face.” I pull out as the crowd watches. “Roll over and spread your legs wide for your father. I raised that pussy, it’s mine to do as I please.”

She trembles and rolls in a clumsy ball onto her back as I reach over and grab her new stuffed toy and pushing into her hands.

“Hold onto your toy, baby. Daddy’s going to hurt you, but you need to be brave”, she squeezes the rabbit as her knees fall open offering herself, showing me that pink heaven that’s my obsession.

When I push back inside in one hard thrust, my mind goes blank. “Fuck, baby. You have no idea how good you feel.”

She bucks against me, whimpering into the rabbit as she holds it to her mouth.

“I’m happy that I make you feel good.” She admits, playing for the crowd but it’s also truth. She gets off on how crazy she makes me. How insane I get for her perfect, bare little pussy.

I hold her hips in my fierce grip, knots forming in the muscles down my back as her insides flex around me. Fuck, she’s so tight. These men would give their left nut to be where my dick is right now.

“Hold onto your bunny while Daddy comes inside you, baby.” Her trusting, innocent eyes are on mine as she holds the rabbit to her chest. “Look what you do to me. What you make me do.”

“I’m yours, Daddy.” She pants, cheeks pink as I bury myself to the hilt. “The tickle feeling is coming now. Can I come, daddy? Please, please--” the only answer I give is a nod because I’m there too—a low roar tearing free as I spill into her. Her hips buck wildly as my warm spurts coat her walls.

“My little girl. My good girl.” I moan helplessly, a slave to the orgasm that explodes from my balls.

She moans and twists, hugging the toy as the crowd turns feral.

“Good girl.” I praise as I stand straight, exhaling hard but when I look down, her eyes are on fire, a hint of a smile at the corner of her mouth.

“Tell me I feel better than mommy ever did.” She asks, loud enough for the onlookers to hear.

What the fuck?

Her eyes flick toward a group of men as her passage clamps down around my dick. I swell again inside her, ready for round two.

“God, you are a bad girl. So bad but you make your father feel so good.” I grunt with another thrust, pushing the cream back up inside her as she locks her ankles around my ass. I force volume into my voice. If these fuckers want the fantasy, we’re going to give it to them. “Mommy never did the things you do for me baby. That’s why I had to start using you this way. You know you make me want to come inside you, you want that, don’t you? You want to make me come inside you every time?”

She nods as the tension in the room rises a notch. Sweat runs down the indent of my spine.

“I want you to only come inside me, Daddy” She adds, with an innocent lilt to her voice. “Promise, you won’t fuck Mommy any more. Promise me daddy.”

I pound into her like a maniac, her tits jiggling as she hugs that stuffed animal and screams and the men watching look like they are about to lose their minds.

“I won’t fuck mommy anymore baby. I promise.” I grit out, pump, pump, pump. Skin slapping, her body tightening around me. “Daddy promises, but then you know, you have to do this for me whenever I want. You’re going to have to let daddy inside you whenever he gets hard. Be my good girl and say you love me now. I’m coming inside you again, baby. Again—”

I hear the muffled sound of her admission of love as my climax tears through me. I shudder and curse and go blind with pleasure as the fantasy of what we are to each other digs its claws into my soul.

We come hard, breathing ragged, sweat cooling on our skin. Her golden hair sticks to the side of my face, her green eyes drifting with lust. The crowd is mesmerized, but she ignores them, looking up at me.

“I love you.” I whisper, the onlookers fading into the distance.

“I love you too. I have for so long.”

I pull back, hating to leave the heat of her body, but I want to give her what I know she wants.

I step sideways, slapping her legs wider, making sure her cunt is in the light as my white, creamy load starts to seep from her center.

They can look all they want, they’re never going to have what I have. She holds the rabbit, toes curled on the bed, her hand reaching out as I step to the side of the bed, feeding my slick cock to her lips.

“Clean me up now baby.”

Right now, in a crowded room of onlookers, it’s just us. Always.

On the road. In our home. Showing her off. Doesn’t matter. We’re family. Forever.
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