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Chapter 1

My stepdaughter Sammi is just a few feet away on the other side of a slab of painted oak.

The evening has turned into night, and I’m standing in the dark hallway outside her bedroom like a fucking stalker, listening, fighting urges a father shouldn’t have. A few hours ago, things between us took a turn, and honestly, my brain is still processing it all.

And, yeah, my dick is still hard. I still feel her warm curves molding against me when we came together by the pool, watching fireworks explode in the sky...and feeling them in a lot of other places.

My pulse is a heavy, rhythmic thrum in my throat. My dick is an aching steel pole, even after getting off with my daughter twice, or was it three times?

God, what have I done?

Thick fingers of guilt crush around my windpipe, but there’s no way I can stop this out-of-control freight train now. I’ve had a taste of forbidden fruit and nothing, and I mean nothing, will keep me from eating that sweet, messy snack she’s got between her thighs from now until they put me in the ground.

I’m obsessed with her. She’s mine completely now. When my dick found its home, sliding into that virgin tightness, her walls clenching around my girth, I fucked her in a way that left no doubt who she belonged to.

I’ve tracked her phone for years, and she doesn’t know. I’ve saved her panties from the laundry since the night of her eighteenth birthday party, wrapping them around my never-ending hard-on and jerking myself raw.

Sometimes I take them from the hamper in her room, holding them to my face and breathing in her scent until my brain melts down. Then I’ll beat off with them.

I watch her in the pool, while she’s sleeping, dancing around the living room in her barely-there shorts, listening to whatever K-pop is her current obsession on the Apple headphones I bought her.

It’s not just the masturbating to thoughts of her that’s bad, it’s what I do with her clean panties. I take them from the laundry room, beat off, coating them with my jizz. I let them dry, then twist and roll them enough so the evidence of my filthy gift isn’t obvious on the fabric, then I put them back in her drawer.

Thinking of her wearing them with my seed rubbing on her soft little kitty parts only makes the urge to breed my daughter and use her for my filthy perversions a thousand times worse.

On the deck earlier tonight, the line didn’t just blur. It snapped.

The way she looked at me with those big, brown eyes stripped away the decades of discipline I’ve built as an underworld enforcer. I am a man who gets paid to maintain order through violence, yet I am undone by a nineteen-year-old girl who knows exactly how much power she holds over me.

Daddy.

The memory of her voice has my balls demanding they empty inside her all over again. My cock knew it was home when it slipped inside her warmth, sliding down to the root, pumping her body full of me.

I’ve provided a privileged life for her since marrying her mother. It was a joy I never understood before. Giving her everything she’d wished for and more. I showered her with gifts and attention, and it made my already shitty relationship with her mother worse, because Susan was jealous of her own daughter.

Clearly, I’m a man without a conscience, because I’m back for more of my new drug.

My daughter.

Stepdaughter, yeah, but she’s mine, whatever name you want to give it.

Standing outside the bedroom she’s occupied since she was ten years old, I’m rock hard and sweating. I’m a fucking monster, thinking of my stepdaughter this way. But the memory of her soft skin under the moonlight and those noises she made when I tore her innocence from her will stay with me forever.

I fist the door handle, wondering if I’ve given her enough time to fall asleep. There’s no sound from behind the door. Just a thin line of light glowing at the bottom, but that means nothing. Sammi has slept with a nightlight ever since I knew her.

She’s my daughter in my heart, and I helped raise her. She doesn’t know she should be scared of me and what I want.

I hear a soft rustle. Then there’s the faint sound of her humming, a sound that softens the jagged edges of my conscience.

I am losing control. The realization should pound some sense into me. Instead, I turn the handle. I can’t stay away.

We need to be careful. I’ll make this right as soon as I can, but for now, my dick is leading the way, and it’s time to teach her what sweet dreams really mean.


Chapter 2

The door hinge creaks, a traitorous sound in the quiet house. Susan, my soon-to-be ex-wife, is still passed out downstairs, and if history stays true, she won’t wake up until well into the late morning tomorrow.

I step inside Sammi’s room and ease the door closed behind me, the latch softly clicking into place. I’m used to moving quietly, despite my size. The work I do for the Marchetti family often requires an element of surprise. I turn the lock on the knob, wishing I had a chain or a deadbolt on it as well.

I want to lock the world out and stay in here forever with her, without guilt or shame or reality closing in on me.

The room is an altar to a girlhood she is outgrowing but refuses to leave behind. A haze of pale pinks and creams. Her Strawberry Shortcake obsession is evident everywhere. Dolls, pillows, a purse I bought her just a month ago.

A small, worn teddy bear sits on her vanity, its glass eyes judging me from beside a folded pile of her laundry she refuses to put away. Her soft, amber nightlight glows in the corner, casting long, innocent shadows that clash with the perversions thumping inside me. 

She’s an adult by law, but her soul is still full of childlike wonder. She may have her driver’s license, she may act like a young woman ready for what comes next in life for a nineteen-year-old, but she will always be my little girl.

And there she is, laying on her bed with her bent knees propped wide on the bedspread. My Sammi. Fucking naked.

Her eyes are closed, her body twisting and moving as she parts her slick folds with her slender fingers, rubbing her clit in rapid circles, her cute little brow furrowed in frustration.

Christ. I can smell her from here…

I reach down inside my sweatpants and take a hold of my throbbing dick, stroking in time to her movements. She grabs one soft breast and kneads the flesh, her dark hair fanning out across her pillow, still damp from her shower, just like the glistening frosting on her sweet little cunt.

“Argggg!” she growls, kicking her little heels into the bed as my heart bangs in my chest and has my balls pulling up tight. Fuck, I want to dive in between those legs and taste that sweet little girl cream. “Fuck!”

I can’t help but chuckle at her cursing. She’s so lost in her self-care she hasn’t noticed me.

I reach behind me and rap my knuckles twice on the door for show, then take two steps forward, pulling my other hand out of my pants.

Her head flings my way, and I feign shock at the vision in front of me. “Sammi? What are you doing, touching yourself like that?”

“Daddy!” She slaps her hands over her cheeks and eyes. “It’s not… I mean…” She lowers her hands, glancing down at her spread legs, her eyes round as I make a tsk tsk sound, shaking my head like I’m not so fucking turned on, I’m ready to blow a hole through my sweats. “It’s not what it looks like.”

“Baby, don’t lie to me.” I force sternness into my voice while my cock is pressing out on the fabric of my crotch so far, it’s damn close to taking her eye out. “This is exactly what it looks like. You were touching yourself down in the special spot Daddy taught you about earlier, weren’t you?”

“Daddy, please…don’t be mad.”

“I’m not mad.” I groan, shaking my head. “You just need to tell me what you’re doing, baby girl.”

“I don’t know!” She gasps, smacking her palms on her bare thighs. The sight of all her creamy, exposed flesh making my mouth water. “After my shower, I just… felt that achy feeling, and I couldn’t make it go away, so I tried to rub it.”

Her cheeks flush crimson, and I know it’s me she’s been thinking about.

God, she’s everything. I’ll teach her all the ways to please me and herself. I’ve already been her first, and every orgasm from now on belongs to me.

She licks her lips, a little glint coming into her eye. “Please don’t tell Mommy that you saw me doing this. I’ll do whatever you want, Daddy, just please don’t tell her.”

Jesus, she knows she’s playing me, and I fucking love it. I love the game that’s come so natural to her. It’s wrong, fucking wrong, but neither of us seems to have the ability to stop.

“Hmm.” I fold my arms over my chest. I don’t miss the way her eyes dart down to the tent of gray fabric below my waist. I want her to see what she does to me, what she is responsible for. “She would be mad if she knew I saw you like this, huh? Or mad that you are doing naughty things up here, touching yourself like that?”

Sammi nods, her dark eyes wide and trusting, her legs sliding open to display that single pencil-line of hair above her cunt, like an arrow pointing my way. “Please don’t tell her, Daddy. Please.”

“I don’t need to tell her,” I say, taking another step her way, my dick leading the way, all my sanity left outside on that pool deck after I kissed her like a big girl. “But you need to let Daddy take a look. I want to be sure you’re okay. I might have hurt you a little earlier, and a good Daddy always wants his little girl to be okay.”

“Okay,” she whispers, nodding. “I thought doing things with you would make the feeling stop, but it came right back, and now I want more. That tingly, ouchy feeling won’t stop!”

“That’s normal, baby.” I walk to the bed and let my eyes devour her, spread out and naked in front of me. Her little clit is poking out, swollen and needy. I climb on the mattress on my knees, crouching back on my heels between her legs, and I can’t help but reach under the waistband of my sweats, take hold of my cock, and start to stroke. “Your body knows big girl things now, and it’s normal to want more of something when it’s so good. Daddy taught you some grown-up things, and it’s nature’s way of telling you that I treated you right.”

She nods, knees falling wider, showing me everything that rules my world now as I brush my knuckles down her inner thigh, her cunt opening out like a tulip in bloom. My cock throbs in my palm as I move my hand up and down, faking a thoughtful frown.

“Lean back.” I let out a long breath, reaching up to brush a long dark strand of hair from her face, then climbing up and bracing my body over hers.

I’ve led a hard life.

Both in work and other ways, but looking down at this soft, trusting creature, my chest aches. I’ve never craved the attention of a female before. Not like this. I need her to want me, and knowing she does turns me on like nothing before.

I’m a dog on a bone, and if anyone tries to take it away from me, they’ll be left in a bloody pile with nothing identifiable remaining.

Her breath hitches as I trail my fingertips down her cheek, her throat, then to the pale mounds of her breasts. Perfect, hard peaks pebble under my thumbs, and her moans make tension coil tight in my gut.

“Does this hurt, baby girl?” I roll her pink nipples between my thumb and forefinger, feigning concern as my lust twists inside me.

“No,” she whimpers. “Just… that tingle again. Like it grows and grows. I can’t stop it.”

“Touch right where you feel the tingle and the ache. Show me with your fingers.”

Her cheeks turn bright pink, my pulse speeds, and it’s my turn to groan. She’s all slick and swollen as her fingers shake, but she does as I say. Her juices glisten on her fingers as they rest on her clit, her eyes pinned on mine.

“That’s a very special spot,” I rasp, spreading her wider. Pre-cum soaks through the gray fabric as I nod with approval. My mouth waters at the memory of her flavor, needing more.

“I couldn’t help it, Daddy…” Her voice trembles as I slide lower, fingertips brushing her swollen lips.

“It’s okay, baby. Daddy’s here to help now. Good girls get rewarded.” My thumb circles her clit, and she arches. So fucking tight. The sight alone is enough to make my balls spring to attention.

But she deserves more than a quick fuck after I destroyed her tight little cunt outside tonight.

A low, scraping sound comes from somewhere downstairs, and I freeze. Sammi looks to me for assurance.

Susan can sleep off her hangover or stumble around for another drink. Door’s locked. My girl? She’s got Daddy’s full attention.

Always.

My calloused thumbs part her folds, revealing the sweet, textured pink that’s been in my dreams for too long. My right thumb drags from her slick entrance up through her swollen lips to circle her clit in slow, deliberate arcs.

“Ah—Daddy, that…oh.” Her hips hitch, and a breathy moan escapes between parted lips.

“Look down, Sammi.” I wait until she obeys, eyes widening at the sight of my hands framing her bare pussy. “That’s right. Watch. I know what feels good. I know just what your body needs, because I’m your Daddy.”

“My…clit? That’s what you’re touching, right?” She tilts her head like a curious pup.

I bite back a laugh, leaning down to breathe against her heated flesh. “I’m the Daddy who knows every special place on your body.” Adding pressure, I press the nub between thumb and forefinger, watching her pupils flare as she gasps. “This little spot? It’s your key to heaven, baby girl. I’ll give it lots of attention with my fingers, my mouth, and my cock. It’s important to always come to me when you have these feelings, so I can help you. You never should ignore what your body needs, but you don’t ever go to anyone else to help, do you understand me?”

She nods, her hair falling around her neck. “So that’s why you’re…helping me?” Her voice trails off, fingers clawing at my bare forearms.

“Yeah,” I rasp, slipping a finger slowly into her sore opening to test the slick walls before circling again. “Daddy’s teaching his baby what it means to belong to me.” My free hand drags up from her knee, collecting the evidence of her arousal on my fingertips. “See how you’re dripping for me? That’s your pussy screaming for more.”

“Am I your good girl, Daddy?” she whispers, cheeks flaming.

“Always the best little girl,” I growl, pinning her hips to the bed as my cock strains. “A Daddy only needs one daughter when she’s as special as you.”

“Are you going to give me the special kisses again? Down there?” Her eagerness is intoxicating. So sweet, so careful to not ask for what she really wants.

“You liked that, didn’t you? When I put my mouth here?” I press my thumb to her clit as I’m already moving forward, shifting my position so I’m on my belly, pushing my face between her legs, taking a long lick from near her asshole all the way up into her soft little lips. Her natural scent is accented by the strawberry body wash she loves.

She whimpers when I suck her clit into my mouth, biting down just enough to make her arch, her hand coming down to fist my hair as my fingers delve deeper inside her.

“Now, be quiet, baby, we don’t want Mommy to hear, do we? Or I’ll have to stop.”

She shakes her head, fear darkening her eyes. “I’ll be quiet. Please, don’t stop. I’ll be good.”

“I know you will. Now, lay back, put one hand over your mouth, and let Daddy taste the sweet mess you’re making for me down here.”

Her warm flavor spreads over my tongue, and fire races through my veins. God, she’s delicious. My dick’s throbbing as I dry hump the edge of the bed, looking for a moment of relief.

I drag the flat of my tongue through her folds, then nibble on her smooth lips, feeling her twitch and shake. Then I lick at that sensitive V-line between her thigh and her pussy, savoring her tender flesh as she pants.

“D-daddy…your cock—it’s what I need,” she struggles with the lust I’ve created as I smile. “Can you... do that with me again, the grown-up thing we did outside? It’s like something inside me is calling for it…it’s all I can think about. I want you to put it inside me again.”

I swipe a thumb over her clit, strumming it, then slide a finger into her opening, feeling her walls clamp down. Then I climb up onto the bed, kissing her belly, a nipple, her clavicle. “But first, let me share your taste with you. I want you to know how sweet you are, and make sure that sweet little mouth of yours is ready for what comes next.”

Her eyes snap to mine, innocent and eager. “How? What’s—”

“I’ll show you.” I cut off her question with a kiss, tasting the salt of her skin as my fingers dance over that spot that turns her shudders into little convulsions. The bed creaks under my weight as I kiss her tits and finger her cunt, each thrust deeper until her cries crescendo around me. “I want you good and slippery and wet before I feed you Daddy’s cock again. Your little body is sore already, and I don’t want to hurt you, baby.”

I’m knuckle-fucking her and sucking her nipple half down my throat when the most wonderful thing happens.

Her body stills, a little wail releases from her throat as I continue finger-prepping her soft little cock hole. My movements are relentless, rubbing her clit, pinching her labia, and with a call for Daddy, she falls off the edge. Only, this time, she shows me something miraculous.

A fountain of warm, generous release sprays against my hand and wrist, dripping down onto the sheets. She shudders, her ragged cry muffled by her hands as another spray douses me. I feel it dripping on my leg, on my fingers as they continue to split her slit. She shakes her head, but there’s more. She’s my own personal sex fountain, and I want to drink at her pussy forever.

“Such a good girl,” I growl, pushing my face down into the spray. “All this just for Daddy.”

She nods, gulping, as another, smaller squirt soaks my face and the bedding.

When she finally goes limp, sweat-damp and breathless, I smirk.

“Well, my daughter made a big mess.”

Her unfocused eyes are slits. “I’m sorry, I don’t know what happened—”

“I know. It’s called squirting, baby, and only good, special girls can do it. I knew you were good and special all along.”

“But you’re all wet, and the bed…” Embarrassment floods her features, and I play along, loving that she needs me for assurance.

“Yes, you did that, and it will need to be cleaned up, because we don’t want anyone to know what we’re doing in here at night, do we?”

“No,” she agrees, worrying her lip. “I’ll get it washed, Daddy.”

“That’s my girl. My messy, sweet, perfect, slutty girl.”

Her grin is shy but bold as she reaches for me, a perfect blend of innocence and hunger that wraps around my heart.

“Daddy?” Her voice is soft against my chest, fingertips grabbing me through my sweatpants.

“Hmm?” I groan, fighting the urge to bend her in half and fuck her bloody again.

“You…are the best Daddy ever.”

“Fuck yeah, and the luckiest,” I mutter, before shoving my fingers back inside her. The room melts away as she tightens around my intruding digits, every gasp and whimper proof that my little Sammi’s becoming my own personal sexual masterpiece. “Damn, sweetheart. You’re going to make me come before I even get an inch inside your sweet little kitty.”

She moans and grabs the bedding, and I could look at her body spread out like this all night, but there’s more I want. Always more.


Chapter 3

My grin cuts sharp as I climb back between her knees, shoving my sweatpants down and kicking them off my feet. The thick weight of my shaft throbs as I grab it, angling my rigid cock up, then down, deciding between her warm, soft mouth or that slick cunt of hers.

“Daddy’s cock is so big.” She giggles, her eyes glued to my length like it’s a fucking wonder.

I seize her small wrist, yanking her forward into a sitting position and pressing her hand against my rigid flesh as I rise up onto my knees, my dick right at face level now. “Yes, you did this, so you have to fix it.” I guide her fist to wrap around my girth, moving it back and forth, jerking off with my daughter’s hand. “You’re going to worship it, Sammi, for a very long time. Now, tell me what you are doing right now…”

“I’m stroking Daddy’s cock…because I made it get all big and hard and angry, so I have to do this.”

Jesus Christ. I’m gritting my teeth. “I love hearing you talk about Daddy’s cock.”

“I want Daddy’s cock inside me,” she says in a near-whisper, eyes darting to my face, a little smirk betraying that she knows exactly what this is all about. “I want to taste Daddy’s cock. I want to worship Daddy’s cock. I want to rub on it and touch it under the table at dinner, and sit on your lap at the park when people are watching, so I feel it rubbing on my kitty under my skirt, and then get all the cream to come out so I can walk around all sticky and know I took good care of you.”

I nearly bust my nut right there. She’s the perfect combination of innocence and filth, and watching her little fingers move up and down my length, everything outside this room falls away.

Without warning, she moves forward, pink tongue darting out to test the tip of my crown before pulling back. “Mmm…” she smiles, a glistening thread of pre-cum disappearing as she laps it off her lips.

“Good girl tasting Daddy. Now wiggle your tongue in that little slit, baby. Not too hard, just tease it, then suck the head into your mouth.” Her tongue works at the tip, then seals around me, and she moves back and forth as her lips seal around my shaft. I nearly pass the fuck out, it feels so good. She’s a greedy little minx, but I clamp a hand on the back of her neck to control her. “Suck slow. Lick those veins. Feel how hard you made me.”

Her moan vibrates through my shaft as she twirls her tongue on the ridge of the crown.

Christ.

I fist her ebony hair, shoving deeper until she chokes, throat rippling around me as her saliva dribbles down my balls.

“Breathe through your nose,” I growl. “Open wider. You need to learn just what I like, so you can make me happy when I’ve had a hard day. That will be your job from now on. When I come home, you offer me every hole you have, and I’ll tell you which one I want to use.”

She sucks me deep, jaw unhinging like a pro, and I slam balls-deep, face fucking her like a good little whore.

“Fuck, yes.” I pump hard, her eyes rolling back as my hips rock forward and back. Flesh and balls slapping as the scent and flavor of her pussy lingers in my nose and mouth.

The tension in my groin builds as her eyelashes flutter through tears. All I want is to see those pretty dark eyes on me as I fill her throat with thick cum.

“Good girl,” I groan, pushing into her windpipe, flexing my ass, my pulse hammering in my temples. “Good little girl. Daddy’s so proud of his daughter, sucking like a paid professional. Now he’s going to give you a present. You want that, don’t you, Sammi?”

She nods, and I have to grit my teeth to hold back. The spluttering, mumbled word from her lips could be “Yes,” or “Dinosaur,” for all I know. I don’t give a shit, I’m going to fill her belly with cum. I’m going to watch her swallow.

Her cheeks glisten with tears, her mouth stretched, drool dripping down her chin. I shove myself to the root, her throat clamping down as she gurgles and gags, massaging my cock, and that’s it.

I’m done.

My balls spasm, my cock swelling and cutting off any air she could hope to have as the first jet spurts down her throat.

She wiggles in surprise, but like the good girl she is, she doesn’t gag or try to pull away. I feel her swallow around the head, and another spurt is milked from me by that movement.

“Swallow the prize, baby. You sucked it out, now don’t waste any.”

The orgasm goes on and on, darkening my vision and twisting shame and love and lust and obsession into a braid of connection between us that will never be severed.

When the stars stop sparking behind my lids, I growl as I tug on her hair, pulling her mouth off my dick and then holding the sides of her face as I kiss her, and she gasps for air. I taste my salty flavor on her breath, on her lips, and it’s fucking perfect.

“Did…” She coughs, her face a mess of saliva, cum and tears. “Did I do good, Daddy?”

“So, so good. My big girl. I loved it, baby.” I reach down and swipe the back of my hand over her swollen lips.

“Now, can you still—” she pants, swallowing and looking hopeful. I feel her legs open beneath me. “Put it inside me? Please?”

“Jesus, baby, you're fucking insatiable, aren't you?”

She nods. “I want more, Daddy, my pussy is always hungry for your cream.”

My balls are aching for her like I didn’t just dump down her throat. I want her as much as she wants me. More. I'll never get enough of her, even if I live a hundred years and fuck her every minute of every day until then.

“Fuck, yeah,” I say, grabbing her under the arms and flipping her over.

I drag her back as she giggles, adding a little slap on her ass for good measure, watching the flesh jiggle.

“Such a beautiful little ass,” I growl, pulling her into a kneeling position, bottom high, face smushed into the mattress. “This is called ass up, head down, and whenever I say that to you from now on, I don’t want to hear any sass. You just get right into this position and let Daddy get off whenever he wants. You’re just a hole for me to use sometimes, remember that. I’ll always love you, even when I’m doing things that might feel like I don’t. Daddies need things sometimes you won’t understand.”

“Okay, Daddy.”

I shift into position behind her, spreading her knees on the mattress. That tight cunt’s ready. I see her pulsing those inner muscles. I lean down and kiss it, listening to her moan.

My fingers hook under her hips, pulling her soft body into position as I align our bodies.

“Daddy’s cock is going to fill up his babygirl.” I slap my crown against her ass, and she rocks back and forth.

Slowly, I drag my length down to her warmth, holding the tip right at the precipice as her opening contracts, begging for what only I will ever give her.

“Look at that,” I breathe. “Your cunt is trying to pull me inside. You’re addicted to my cock already, I think.”

“Yes, please, I can’t wait. I want it inside.”

I hold steady, teasing her with pressure but no penetration. “Tell Daddy he can do whatever he wants with his little girl. Isn’t that right?”

She babbles something, but I hold the line.

“You need to say it. Or you’re not getting any cock tonight.”

“No!” She hisses, pushing her hips back, trying to force the connection. “You can do whatever you want with me, always.” Her voice cracks.

“Good girl. Now, I’m going to fight my way inside that tight pussy of yours again, and you’re going to say ‘Thank you for fucking me, Daddy,’ when I’m done. You need to always show your appreciation for what I give you. Not all little girls have a Daddy that takes care of them like I take care of you.”

I buck my hips forward, ramming a third of my length into her as she yelps. “This is our secret, isn’t it?”

She nods as I give her the rest of me, driving the air from her lungs.

“Oh, Daddy!” She wiggles her hips, trying to take more. “You’re so big inside me. It feels like you’re all the way into my tummy. It hurts.”

“Yeah? You like it to hurt a little, don’t you?” I lean down, blanketing her back with my chest and licking the space between her shoulder blades. Her body is sweet everywhere I taste. I thrust in and out. She’s still so virgin tight, I wonder if she’ll ever not feel like this. “Daddy’s cock is buried in your hole. Feel how I’m stretching you already, baby girl? You know this is how babies are made. You want to make a baby with Daddy?”

Her back bows as she turns her head to catch my eye. “Yes, please! Push it all the way in.”

“My greedy little daughter. Such a good girl.”

I grip her hips, driving inside as she yelps and squirms. Her cunt is good and primed, and our flesh makes slapping sounds as it meets. I nearly go off thinking of planting my seed in her belly, showing the world what we do in private. She's fucking tight, but so wet and welcoming, I know her body wants my seed.

“Daddy!” she screams, and I know if Susan is awake, she'll hear me fucking our little girl.

I don't give a shit anymore. This ship has sailed. Let her hear. Let her try and stop me.

I growl as I thrust again, driving deeper, deeper, until I find my home with bruising force, balls swinging low, slapping her pink slit with every buck of my hips.

“Good girl,” I tell her, gripping tight to her hips as I move in and out, marking her body with my fingers, my teeth, my cock, pushing her face into the sheets with every grinding thrust. “That’s what Daddy likes to hear, his little girl moaning his name like a little fucking whore.”

I curse and pound into her faster, loving the way her cunt milks my length. Her little moans and yelps echo as I slam in and out, sweat beading her neck as I take hold of her hair and tug it like I'm leading a fucking mare.

“Gonna fill you up good, baby.” My balls tighten, each thrust pushing me closer to spilling deep inside her unprotected pussy. “Daddy’s gonna flood your insides with my cum.”

“Daddy, I’m coming! My pussy is squirting again!” Sammi howls as her walls pulse and a warm jet sprays down onto the bedding.

“That’s my girl, ride that cock,” I roar, slamming my shaft to her cervix. I reach under her hips and pinch her clit, making her hug my cock as she goes off.

“Christ, your tight little cunt’s squeezing me like a vice,” I snarl, gripping her hip and strumming her pussy as she trembles through another wave of climax. “Look what you did to my cock, dripping in your sweet slit juice.”

“You’re so deep, Daddy!” she whimpers as I bottom out.

“You love your daddy’s fat cock in that sweet snatch, don’t you, baby girl? You want Daddy to get you pregnant, don’t you? Then you know you’ll never get away from me when I put a baby inside you.”

“Daddy!” She gasps when I slap her ass, the flesh reddening under my palm.

“You’re killin’ me with that view,” I grunt before driving deep inside her again, her little body obscenely stretched to accommodate my girth. “Christ almighty… your little slit’s greedier than the fucking mob.”

“Daddy’s cock is going to put the prize inside me. Make a baby with me, please,” she moans, bouncing back to meet every thrust. My fingers dig into her hips as I pound her harder.

I think of the day when it will be just us. Either here in this house, where we’ve shared so many memories, or a new place. Someplace she picks out, that’s ours alone, where we start our new life.

“Squirt for me again,” I demand. “Reach under there and cup Daddy’s balls while you come.”

Her whole body stiffens, her hand wiggles under her, coming up to tickle my sac as another wave of her juices gushes out of her and down my balls as she cries out.

She whimpers when I flip us, dismounting her tiny body, then slamming back in when she wraps her legs around me as I flatten her on the bed, pumping back into her. We’re face-to-face, and I love seeing the way she looks at me like I’m her fucking king.

I reach between us and tweak her nipples with one hand, grinding my pelvis against her slit.

“Cum harder,” I order, pounding into her from above, deeper, deeper, as she claws at my back, her sweet tits bouncing with every thrust. “Spread those fucking legs, and let me in there deep.”

Her mouth opens on a scream as she detonates, coming so hard she nearly lifts us both off the bed. Her walls clamp down tighter than a fist, and I keep moving, dragging my dick in and out of that pulsing cunt as my breathing turns ragged.

“Your greedy pussy’s gonna suck every drop outta me,” I grunt, thrusting wildly. The room is starting to spin, the bed creaking and knocking against the wall. “Take it, baby… Daddy’s putting a baby in your belly. I’m never pulling out, never putting anything between us. I’ll fuck you raw and unprotected for the rest of my life.”

She screams and grips the bedding as I fill her, her cunt milking me while I pump her full of hot release. My balls twitch and spasm as she goes boneless, drenched in sweat and breathing hard, eyes wild, hair sex messed.

“So perfect for me.” I throb and release and grunt until I can’t breathe, my heart about to burst from my chest. “Now that,” I rasp, my muscles quaking as my climax surges through me, “is one good little daughter. Now, say, ‘Thank you’ to Daddy for fucking you, or you won’t be getting my dick again anytime soon.”

“Thank you for fucking me, Daddy,” she says with a smile. “I want to do it a lot. Every day and night, and I’ll say thank you every time.”

I nod on a smile, pride swelling in my chest. “We are going to do it a lot, don’t you worry. Daddy has so much cum saved up for you. It will take the rest of my life to get it all out.”

She giggles, reaching down to smear my jizz across her slit. “Daddy’s cum’s so creamy… can’t believe how much you put inside me. I feel it sneaking out.”

“Well, we can’t have that, can we?” I smirk, pulling out slowly to watch it leak out in a white gush from her gaping opening. Thick ropes of our mingled cream drip onto the sheets. “Hold it inside. Squeeze those little muscles and don’t let any out.”

Her face screws up with effort as I settle back on my heels, watching her cunt squeeze to hold onto my load.

“I need more practice,” she pouts, spreading wide. “I’m squeezing, but it’s still leaking out. I think you stretched me too much because you’re so big.”

I flick a finger through the mess, grinning at how used her slit looks, then bring it to her lips, and she takes it, eager and warm, into her mouth. “Practicing every day sounds good to me.”

I pull her into my chest as I collapse on the bed beside her, and kiss her forehead as she wraps her body around mine.

“You know Daddy loves you, right, baby?”

“I know.”

“Good girl. Now, tell Daddy you love him, and he will fuck you again tomorrow. And maybe we can go to the park like you said, and you can ride my dick while people watch. They won’t know your dad’s cock is up inside you while we swing on the swings together.”

“I love you so much. I want to do that. I’ll be super good.” Her voice is sleepy, and I pet her hair, kissing her cheeks, her nose, her ears.

“I know you will. You make me so proud.”


Chapter 4

“Let’s get you cleaned up,” I tell her after our breathing slows, gathering her into the crook of my arm and heading to her bathroom. It’s nearly three am, and she needs sleep, but her battered little body needs some care as well. “Daddy will always take good care of you.”

She wraps her arms around my neck, half unconscious from the orgasms, and I let her cling to me as I crouch to start running a bath. Sammi starts humming, and at first, I don’t recognize the tune. Then I realize and start to smile, and she giggles as she sees my expression change.

“You recognize it, Daddy?”

I nod. The tune is Twinkle, Twinkle, Little Star, but those aren’t the words I used to improvise over the melody when I would sing her to sleep when she was younger.

I start to sing, and her little voice joins in. “Sammi, Sammi, stay right here. You are safe, I’m always near.”

She leans in and kisses me. It tastes of all we’ve done tonight, but I don’t care. I want her lips against mine, I want to remember what we were and enjoy what we’ve become. She continues humming the tune as I check the water and lower her into it.

“Sammi, girl with tangled hair, Got a thousand thoughts to share,” I sing, badly, stroking her hair with damp fingers, remembering how it used to get whipped around by the wind when we went out for walks, and how her mother would tut and tell her to find a brush.

I grab a washcloth, and gently clean her bruised legs, her hips where my fingers have left pinch marks, her tits, the nipples hard and so perky. She winces when I wash her battered pussy, but I go slowly, easing the warm water over the sensitive flesh.

“Will you be all right while I go change your sheets, baby?” I ask, and she nods.

“I said I would clean it up. It’s my mess.”

“I know, and I love that you wanted to do as you were told, but now I want you to just stay right here. You took such good care of me after making me so hard, I’m going to clean up the bed this time.”

“Okay, Daddy.”

I kiss her forehead and leave her to soak while I go back into her room. I pull the sheets off the bed, getting hard all over again as I see where she squirted all over them. I lean in and take a long inhale, licking my lips, half tempted to go back in the bathroom and eat her out just to get another taste.

But she needs a break, and time, and there will be plenty of opportunity for me to get what I want.

A Daddy always puts his little girl’s needs first.

Grabbing my pants off the floor, I glance at the princess-themed walls and smile. Still my Sammi. Still the girl I used to sit and do homework with after school.

I stuff the soiled bedding into her hamper, then fetch fresh sheets from the closet, remake the bed, and then spot the little bookcase she’s had since she was ten. Still stocked with the same books, too. There are others, too. School books and binders. But this bookcase is like a shrine to the little girl who’s still inside.

With a chuckle, I pull out the first one and gently open the pages. Then I close it, put it on the bed, find a soft little nightdress for her to wear to bed, and head back to the bathroom.

I help Sammi out of the bath, dry her carefully, and pull the nightdress over her head. No panties, in case I want to sneak back in tonight for a little taste.

Then I take her hand and lead her back to the bedroom. When she spots the book on her bed, she turns my way with a light in her eyes.

“Strawberry Shortcake?”

I shrug. “You’re not too old for Strawberry Shortcake, are you?”

“Not if you’re reading it,” she says, shaking her head. “My big, tough, giant Daddy, reading me Strawberry Shortcake.” She snickers and I think of what I do during the day. The blood that soaks my hands and clothes weekly. What some of my associates would think if they saw me right now.

They’d think you are one fucking lucky bastard, is what they’d think.

I help her into bed, tuck her in, and sit on the edge, and I start to read all about ice skating, the snow dance, Plum Pudding and of course, Strawberry Shortcake herself. By the time the book is finished, my little girl is asleep, breathing evenly.

I lean down and kiss her soft lips, whisper good night, and let myself out of her room. It’s hard as fuck to leave her, but until I get things settled with her mother, I don’t want to put her in a position to take any shit from Susan about what’s going on between us.

It’s late, and she has school tomorrow. Her class starts at noon, so she can sleep in a little.

I’m not sure I’ll sleep. I don’t sleep that well at the best of times, but Sammi will.

As I head to my own room, I think about the girl she used to be, and the girl she is now. They’re not that different, not really. Just that now she has the body of a woman.

And she’s all mine.

Daddy’s messy little girl.

The hallway feels dark and cold. I move like a ghost, my feet silent on the plush carpet, and continue to my room at the end of the long hall.

Closing my door, I lock it, just in case Susan stumbles upstairs looking for a fight. I don’t need her shit.

I lean back against it and stare into the darkness. Everything has shifted. There is no going back to the way things were. The inevitability of it is a crushing weight, a slow-motion car crash I am powerless to stop.

I have work to do tonight, but my focus is fucked. I have to keep her safe in body, mind, and heart, and making changes around here needs to happen asap. My life is dangerous, but it’s prepared me for dealing with anything. Nothing scares me, except losing Sammi.

I am a man who deals in consequences, and I know mine are coming. But, come what may, Sammi is mine, and I’ll burn down the world before anyone takes her away.

To be continued…Sammi and Daddy series is HERE
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