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Chapter 1

“How was school?” I ask as I pull down the street away from St. Regus, a private university and the most expensive school in the state. I happily pay for anything my daughter needs, but also making sure she stays close to me is priority numero uno.

No fucking way could I live with her going away to school. I can barely breathe when she’s out of my sight for a few hours.

Luckily, she didn’t seem to have that same teenage urge to leave the nest. Thank fuck.

Sammi is looking at me expectantly as she plays with the hem of her plaid skirt from the passenger seat. I don’t know if she knows she’s doing it, but every time the fabric slides higher on her bare thigh, my cock swells another inch inside my pants. I reach over and kick up the A/C on the console a few degrees before I fucking combust.

“Fine. Usual.” She answers, chewing on her lower lip, her cheeks pink, dark hair falling from her two pigtails. “I aced my chem lab.”

“That’s my girl,” I praise, my heart thumping with pride.

Before Sammi came into my world, my emotional register had little range. Even in my work, I remained distant and stoic, even when the job called for me to break a neck or apply enough slow damage that eventually, the body gave up.

I gained a low level of satisfaction from my work and the bank account it built over the years. But emotions? They were still foreign and uninteresting. Sammi brought out a newfound sense of purpose in the way a father likely protects his own. I wanted the best for her. I wanted to keep her safe and loved to see her smile.

I got little of that from her mother, to whom I am still married, if only until the paperwork is processed.

But what I feel for Sammi now? It’s as though colors have been invented, and fucking love songs play on repeat inside my head. I’m vibrating, on guard, willing to kill at the hint of danger to her.

The depth of my emotions for her catches me off guard, and I sometimes wonder if a man like me is meant for this kind of happiness and joy. It’s dangerous in its own way, but I’m alive enough to know, no matter the consequences, there is no going back now.

I will breathe my last breath making her smile or protecting her from harm.

I barely keep my Bentley between the lines on the road, unable to pull my eyes from those juicy thighs that are calling for my fingers. My tongue. My cock.

What she holds between them has me in a fucking chokehold, and she knows it. She’s cast a spell on me, and there is no cure.

I want to pull over, feast on, and fuck that young pussy of hers raw and filthy.

“What’s Mom going to say when she finds out?” Sammi looks serious, and I don’t want to tell her about all the ugliness going on at home, but I also want to assure her she’s my girl, and I’m taking care of all the bullshit.

“Mom will be Mom, but I will be between you and her, no matter what. You’re an adult, baby. I love you, and the paperwork is in process. No one will keep us apart, but I need to take care of this the right way. That’s all you need to know for now, okay?”

She nods, but her expression is wistful. She and her mother have no love lost, but she’s a good girl, and it fucking tears my heart out to see how badly she wants a mother worthy of her love.

We drive in silence for a few minutes. I wish I could take away the complications from our life, and I will to some degree, but I can’t wipe them away completely. Not without creating more pain for my girl, which I will never, ever do.

“I thought we were going to a big field, Daddy,” she says, watching the road go by, her mood seeming to lift the farther we get from school and closer to the city. “Fuck under the sky, you said…”

“Another time, baby girl. I’ve got something much better for us.” I run my hand down my face, trying to refocus my attention so we don’t end up in a ditch on the side of the road.

I texted her at school this afternoon to let her know I would be picking her up, and then proceeded to have a filthy sexting conversation with my daughter during her algebra class.

I could still taste her cum all morning long, and when her mother barged into my office this morning, screaming about the divorce papers that were delivered into her hand after I dropped Sammi at school, I knew I needed to get more of my seed into my daughter as quickly as possible. But I also needed to avoid taking her home, where her mother was surely dismantling the place we’ve called home for all these years.

So I told her I wanted to take her to a private place and fuck her out in the open air for God and the sky to see. Even God would beat his chest twice after a lick of a pussy like Sammi’s. Sweet and addictive. Life is going to change for our little family, but I vow to make sure it only changes in the best ways for my daughter.

I should have known this would happen. After that first night when we crossed the line with the fireworks bursting overhead, my obsession took root in a way that can never be undone.

“A surprise? Like at Christmas?” She crinkles her nose and shifts in the seat, showing me more skin.

Holding back is no longer an option.

Fuck, I can’t watch that skirt getting higher and higher but never quite giving me the money shot. This hunger she’s awoken in me can’t be fed by anything but her sweet, young body.

My hand shoots out faster than a striking cobra, and my stepdaughter jumps as I take hold of her wrist. I leave one hand on the wheel, one eye on the road, as I hold her arm and cock an eyebrow.

She grins back with mischief in her eyes, and I know in an instant that she knew what she was doing all along. She was testing me. Baiting me. She knows she has my cock on a leash already, but she needs to understand Daddy is always in charge.

And as her eyes go to the tent in the front of my pants, she licks her lips, leaving them glistening and sweet.

Her attention turns to my hand, and her sweet, bee-stung lips turn downward. “Your knuckles are all hurt, Daddy.”

I shake my head. “It’s nothing. Just a little accident at work. Daddy’s fine.”

Over the past few days, my relationship with my daughter has become a lot more interesting to say the least, starting with fucking her out by the pool while her mother slept off an evening of drinking in the house behind us, then catching her masturbating—which led to discovering her ability to squirt like the fucking fountain at the Bellagio—and then having her climb in bed with me this morning, blowing my fucking mind and my load.

We even fucked in the car on my way to drop her off at school. I want her more than I want fucking air.

Sammi has dark hair, big, firm tits, a thousand-watt smile and an insatiable appetite for Daddy’s cock already, and I think I just might be the luckiest man alive.

Slowly, I move her hand across, pushing it down between her thighs, then let go, grab the hem of her plaid skirt, and flip it up.

“Fuck,” I groan, because she’s fucking bare. No panties and no hair. Shaved clean and smooth. I told her to come to the car with no panties on, so I should be prepared, but fuck, she’s just damn glorious, and it takes my breath away. “Jesus Christ, baby. Tell Daddy this teenage pussy belongs to him.”

She nods. “Mmm hmm. It belongs to you. If I was wearing panties, they’d be soaked through. Can you pet it? Pleeeease? I was such a good girl in school today. I was all achy and wet, but I didn’t touch myself. But I wanted to. So, so much.” She whispers the last few words like she’s telling me a naughty secret.

I shake my head. Fucking Christ on a cracker, there’s nothing I want to do more than eat out that teenage pussy, then mount her on my cock and use her like a fuck doll. My cocks jumps at the thought but getting us to our destination is priority right now. “Daddy’s driving, baby,” I tell her. “Play with your sweet kitty while we drive. Watching you is almost as good as doing it myself.”

She shrugs, holding up a hand and wiggling her fingers. “I could play with Daddy’s cock, too. I have two hands.” She thinks for a moment as her fingers trail up her long thighs towards that tight little hole. “Or… my mouth is free.” She opens wide, then starts to laugh at the expression on my face as she wiggles her index finger between her bare outer lips, niggling it around until her mouth falls open, and I know instinctively she’s found her clit.

“You like rubbing that little button Daddy showed you, don’t you?” She nods, her movements becoming rhythmic as my balls throb and cum leaks from the tip of my cock. “But you like it more when you open those legs for me, and Daddy leans in and slides his tongue into your special little spot and makes you come like a big girl, isn’t that right?”

She moans, her fingers rubbing faster on her clit as her knees press wider.

“Put your foot on the dash, then the other one here.” I point at the console between us. “Bend your knees and make sure you give me a good view. Your pussy is so pretty. All that sloppy goodness is mine to look at whenever it pleases me. Good daughters do this for their fathers. Nobody likes to talk about it, but it’s true. You know that, right?”

My sick fixation on the taboo element of our relationship will surely send me to hell, but I’ll gladly take the consequences even for just one more taste of my girl.

“Yes. You told me it’s because you love me so much you have to show me in all the special ways not everyone understands, but it’s what a good Daddy does for his little girl.”

“That’s right, baby. I do love you, and you love me, and this is one way we show each other how much we love each other.”

I feel my cock jerk inside my pants, cum making my boxers stick to my shaft as the wet sounds of her playing with herself fill the front seat of the car.

Her hazy eyes drift my way. “My kitty is starting to purr.” Her smile lights up my heart and makes me realize again how lucky I am to have this with the girl who’s been my daughter for all purposes for so many years. “You are so handsome. I like that shirt. I bought it for you for Valentine’s Day last year.”

She’s right. I rarely deviate from my black suits and white shirts during the day, but today, I indulged and put on the pink Brooks Brothers button down with my black pants, leaving my suit coat hanging on the hanger in the back seat.

“You’re in a playful mood. I like it.” I groan as I multitask the driving and watching her finger herself. She starts to squirm as her face goes from mischievous to intent, her breathing turning shallow, her chest rising and falling in staccato rhythm. I run a hand over my head. My hair is tidy and slicked back as usual. My jaw covered in day-old dark growth, ready to turn the inside of Sammi’s thighs pink and raw.

“I was thinking about what you said…” she whispers, panting, adding a little squeak that has my balls ready to heave. “About being watched. I couldn’t stop thinking about it all day, Daddy. Some of the boys noticed that I was all squirmy, and the girls were asking if I needed to pee. But I did get my period during school. See?”

She flicks at the little string dangling out of her tight little opening I didn’t notice before now, giggling like it’s a toy.

“You feeling okay? You need anything for your period?” I knew it was getting close to that time for her. I track her periods on my calendar. I have to admit, now that it’s confirmed, I’m a little disappointed I didn’t root my seed in her little belly already.

“No. I don’t ever have much pain or bad moods, and I’m not a heavy bleeder.” She sighs. “Just cramps, Daddy. And it wasn’t because of my period that I was squirming, it was because I was thinking about your cock being inside me while other people were around.”

“Keep playing with yourself. I didn’t tell you to stop. An orgasm will ease the cramps, too, baby, and those painkillers I had you take this morning should be helping as well.” My jaw clicks as I clench it, possessiveness warring with the memory of her blood on my cock and the conflict I felt knowing I was the one who hurt her. I did what I could, making sure to ease the discomfort as much as possible with a couple over-the-counter pain relievers before she went to her first class of the day. “Baby, were you teasing the boys at school with your pussy?”

“No! I’d never… Never… Oh, Daddy…” She wriggles in the seat, and as her fingers drag through her pussy, her free hand going to her tit, giving it a hard squeeze. “Maybe by accident?”

I growl, imagining boys her age thinking about that dripping, teasing cunt that I ruined for anyone else only last night. I growl, knowing I’m incapable of stopping the growing obsession with her and the feelings I have are likely going to be the ruin of me but I’m powerless to stop what we’ve started.

“That pussy is mine to decide who it teases and who it doesn’t, so no more of that bullshit,” I tell her. “I don’t want any of those boys sniffing around what’s mine, you hear me? Daddy can’t help it, baby, he gets jealous, especially when he’s not there to shove their heads through a wall or force them to watch me fuck my baby girl bent over a desk. Now, you know I have to check if you let any of those boys touch you, and if they did, they will be sorry, and you will have a very, very red bottom.”

She giggles. “Oh, Daddy, you’re so mean. I didn’t let any of them touch me. Promise.” She makes an ‘X’ over her chest, then turns toward the window. “Where are we going?” She screws up her face as we pass into a part of downtown she’s likely never seen.

“You’ll see, but you just keep fingering that sloppy, big girl pussy until I tell you to stop. We’re nearly there.”

“I’m… I’m nearly there too, Daddy…” She squirms, her eyelashes fluttering and her nipples poking out hard on her shirt as she strokes her little clit, over and over again, faster and faster. I’ve got a hard-on already that could pass as a baseball bat, and it’s fucked her pussy bloody more times than I can count already, but it’s down for more.

When she came on my cock that first time, her eyes were pinned on mine, telling me she knew good and well that it was the man she knows as her father coming inside her. Her fate was sealed.

“Good girl. Pinch your clit while Daddy drives,” I order, and her immediate compliance and wince goes straight to my dick. I take the next turn, and my need to take her, fuck her, taste her, has me going blind as the sound of her climax fills the car with sweet moans and choked screams.

It’s fucking glorious. Her soft little teenage body stiffens then quivers, and wearing that porn star little school girl uniform, she’d have half the men in this city beating each other bloody for a taste of what she’s got.

As her orgasm hits its peak, I reach over and hold her by the throat, her pulse on my palm as I squeeze my thumb around the front of her throat. “That’s my girl. Make all those pretty noises for Daddy. Remember, all your pleasure belongs to me.” She moans as another wave takes hold, and I slow the car, taking the last turn and pulling up at the front door of the club.

She’s panting, looking so fucking cute and sexy, and I’m reminded again how lucky my dick is to have been the one to take that innocent cherry of hers to pound town. I’ll never get enough of her little girl act and how horny she’s become for her Daddy.

“Save some for me, baby.” I grin, releasing her throat as her unfocused eyes catch mine, and I put the car in park, then climb out of my door, the valet already waiting to park it for me.

I wave him off as I head around to her side, swinging open her door and admiring the view of her fingers still working her little snatch, her bare pussy on display with the late-day sun streaming across her flushed face.

“Let’s cover that up for now. We don’t want anyone knowing what you do for Daddy when no one is around.” I smooth her skirt down, then pull her hand from her cunt, raising her fingers to her lips and pushing them inside. “Suck all that naughty girl cream off, then give me a kiss so I can share it.”

“Mmmmm.” She closes her eyes as she sucks on her fingers. “I taste like good girl candy.”

Fuck, she’s a damn miracle.

“Facts,” I say, pulling her hand from her mouth and onto her feet, then leaning down and brushing her lips with mine. “Kiss me like grown-ups do. Play the tag my tongue with yours game.”

I help her by spreading her lips with my tongue and groaning at the taste of her pussy-flavored kiss. It’s different today, that hint of a metallic taste from her period only heightening the knowledge of how special what we have is.

The valet is watching, and it’s making my dick thicken another inch. I’m protective of my girl, but I also love the idea of someone seeing what’s mine and watching what a perfect slutty little princess she is for me and me only.

“Such a yummy little girl pussy.” I lick my lips as I pull back from our kiss, tugging her under my arm and winking at the valet as I walk her next to me toward the entry of the club. “Now, once we are inside, you need to do everything I say. You trust Daddy, don’t you?”

She nods enthusiastically, bouncing on her tiptoes as I stop us outside the door, my hand on the handle, knowing once inside, we’re going to be opening up a new part of our relationship. “I always trust you, Daddy. You’ve always taken care of me and loved me, and I’ll do everything you say, I promise,” she says, and I grin.

Yep, definitely the luckiest fucker alive.


Chapter 2

Funny how life works out sometimes.

A colleague of mine, Luciano, and I made an early morning visit to this club because the owner was behind on his payments. It was a first offense, so my boss didn’t want me to break anything or send him to the hospital.

Just a gentle, but bloody and painful, reminder that when you take out a loan with the Marchetti family, you have responsibilities, and when those are not met, there are consequences.

If I worked for a bank, no doubt I would have been here to point out clauses in contracts or figure out a repayment plan. But since I work for the Marchettis, my knuckles are showing the evidence of the clauses I pointed out with my fists.

I’d never been here before. I knew the basic premise of the establishment becausemany of our clients run operations that are not in the traditional sphere of acceptable business for conventional lending.

And as soon as I got inside, it hit me in the nuts. This is the place for me and Sammi. It was empty when I came this morning. Just Reggie and a cleaning crew that scattered like cockroaches in the light when I landed the first reminder of how past-due charges are collected in my business.

“Daddy, what kind of place is this?” My daughter hugs in tighter as I lead her through the solid, black front door, her little schoolgirl outfit making her look like she wore it just to play out a scene for people who frequent places like this.

A forty-something Jane Mansfield lookalike in a see-through bodysuit holds a controlled smile on her blood-red lips as we approach the front desk.

Her smile turns patronizing as I run my tongue along my teeth and nod toward the second entry door behind her. “I’m sorry, sir, we’re not accepting new members at the moment. I could take your name, and—”

“Reggie in?” I interrupt, feeling Sammi’s arms circle my waist.

“He’s… very busy I’m afraid…”

“He’ll see me,” I bark, keeping my composure, but barely.

Shit, I know Reggie is busy. If I know this business, he’ll be busy doing two things ever since my visit earlier, both of them to forget his troubles and the pain of our conversation.

He’s probably throwing back straight Stoli and telling some latex clad sub to lick his balls.

The woman hesitates, considering my words with a flex of her arched black brow, but probably more my fuck-off energy. I twirl one of Sammi’s pigtails casually with my fingers as I meet Jane Mansfield’s glare with my own icy stare. I cluck my tongue and sigh while Sammi crosses her arms with a bored exhale, and when it’s clear I’m not going anywhere, she nods.

“Whom may I say is calling?” She pinches the bridge of her nose.

“Just tell him I’m here about our payment plan. He’ll know who I am.”

She licks her lips and then scurries off, flashing us a glimpse of her ass in the transparent suit, a sparkly butt plug firmly nestled between her cheeks.

“Ooo, that’s pretty,” Sammi chirps from beside me.

“You like that, baby?”

She nods, turning her eyes up to mine, her cute smile excited and hopeful. “Can I have one, Daddy? I like when you play with my bottom.”

“What do you say?”

“Pretty please with cherries and frosting on top of your cock? I’ll lick it off nice and clean, just the way you like.”

A grin spreads across my face, something that only happens with Sammi. “Sure, baby, we’ll take a look online later and see what you like. I’ll put a pretty matching collar around your neck, too.”

Seconds later, the woman heads back our way, with a very flustered-looking Reginald Gateskill hurrying alongside her. Sammi’s body tenses, and I don’t blame her. When Luciano and I arrived earlier, even I had to admit Reggie was a good-looking guy. You know, that California surfer energy with a pretty-boy face and the clothes to match.

Well, not anymore.

One eye is so swollen and purple it looks alien. His nose is no longer sitting straight. He’s missing an incisor, which he’ll need to see a dentist about, and there’s a massive purple bruise across his jaw and up one side of his face. He’s still dressed well, though. Clearly, he has some spare clothes here, because there isn’t even a hint of a bloodstain in sight.

When he sees me, his jaw sets.

“What do you want?” he demands, trying to sound tough but sounding more like a whiny little bitch.

“We’re here to enjoy your club,” I tell him with a grin, waving one hand in the air.

Sammi is tugging on my sleeve, so I hold up a finger to tell Reggie to hang on a second, then lean down to listen as she whispers in my ear. “What happened to him?”

“I don’t know, baby.” I straighten back up and meet Reggie’s one good eye. “What happened to your face, Reg?”

He sucks in a breath on a sneer. “Fell down a flight of stairs. Or two.”

I grimace, sliding my tongue across my front teeth. “Looks like it hurt. You should be more careful.”

“We’re not taking new members,” he says, clearly sick of my little game.

“You’ll make an exception for me.”

I don’t miss the way his chin quivers for a second before he nods at Sammi. “She looks underage.”

“I’m nineteen!” Sammi protests immediately.

“I’ll need to see I.D.”

“No, you won’t,” I tell him. “My daughter doesn’t lie. Now, be a good boy and give us our memberships. And while you’re at it, make up a third one for my colleague, Luciano, he’ll be along [Ei1][2]any minute.”

“Your daughter…” he narrows his eyes at Sammi.

“Did I tell you to look at her?” I spit, my chest expanding. “When it’s time to show her off, you’ll know, otherwise, no eye-fucking my little girl, pervert.” I snort, giving Sammi a little bump with my hip, and she giggles. 

“They’re new members, Kati.” Reggie grinds his teeth before finishing. “Get them set up on the system. Full membership, on the house. And one for Luciano.”

He’s shaking his head as he walks away. He’s no threat, but if anyone tried to take away what’s mine? What happened to him this morning would be only the first course in a buffet of pain that would be never-ending.

“Uncle Luca is coming, too?” Sammi chirps as we follow the dark, L-shaped hallway behind the second door.

She’s not spent a lot of time with Luciano over the years, but he’s come through the house on enough occasions to establish himself as a fixture in our lives. He’s a mountain of a man, uses few words, but always managed to remember my daughter with a candy bar or coloring book.

“Yep. It’s been a while since you’ve seen him. I’m sure he’ll enjoy seeing how grown up you’ve become.”


Chapter 3

“How are you feeling now, baby?” I ask as I pull Sammi onto my lap in the private room I set up after we walked around and acquainted ourselves with the establishment. 

I trail my fingers over her bare legs, letting the skirt tease me as my hard-on grows against her bottom.

As soon as we had our memberships, I found the bar and got them to make ginger tea and a salad for my little girl. She turned her nose up at the salad, but I explained about iron-rich foods, and that the tea would help too, and she reluctantly allowed me to feed them to her.

“Better, Daddy,” she says, snuggling her face into my neck. “You’re a good doctor.”

I nod, thinking about Reggie’s face. “Well, I have to know a thing or two about the human body in my line of work.”

“You seem to know a lot about my body.” Sammi says as her tongue flicks out and teases my ear lobe.

I stroke my thumb against her thigh, inching higher, fighting off the need to calm the fire in my blood. She spreads her legs a little, moaning as my hand explores higher. I love knowing that she will always give me access to her body, even now, when she’s on her period. In fact, if anything, she’s hornier and more playful.

As I continue stroking the inside of her thigh, I move my free hand up her body, making her shiver as I draw little circles around her belly button, then higher, feeling her nipple pressing out on the shirt. I pinch it, and she hisses.

“No bra, baby girl?”

“It’s in my school bag, Daddy. I took it off.” She yelps as I pinch harder. “Not at school! Well, at the end of the day, in the girls’ room. I thought you’d like it!”

Fucking hell.

“I do like it, baby,” I tell her, turning my pinching to gentle swirling and rubbing. “Just the thought of anyone else seeing these tits drives Daddy crazy.”

“I know, Daddy, but you said—”

“When I’m around, and it’s a part of the game, that’s different. You’re my daughter, and I get to show you off when I want to. You understand?”

She nods. “Yes, Daddy. You always want to be in charge…you’ve always been bossy. But, I like it. I like how I get to feel like a little girl when I’m with you. I learned about regression in my psychology class. It wasn’t really about…you know, sex and what we do, but it’s similar. I like being little with you. I feel safe.”

“That’s right, baby.” I start unfastening buttons on her shirt as I kiss the back of her neck. I wonder if Luciano is here yet. He saw us this morning, when we were fucking down by the abandoned buildings. There was a new excitement knowing he saw us, even for just a few seconds. Knowing I could drive other men crazy with what they could never have was a bigger turn-on than I expected. “I like you being little when it feels right for you. Even when your little pussy is stretched around my cock. My balls are full again, ready for that baby girl pussy to suck them dry. You like the private room?”

“It’s nice. It’s like an office, but comfy. But, well… it’s private, and I’d still like to… You know…”

“You want other people to watch us?” When we settled in the room, I let Sammi know that I might let people watch, and although her cheeks turned apple red, she was down for whatever I wanted.

“Uh huh. I want them to be jealous of us, Daddy.”

“Me too, baby. Me too.” She has no idea of the surprises I have in store for her this evening. We’re just getting started. As I continue unfastening buttons, Sammi reaches down between her legs, but I stop and catch her wrist. “No, baby girl. Let Daddy take care of you.”

I kiss the back of her neck again, and she sighs.

“Your cock is poking into my bottom. It makes me want you.” She pouts. My little girl is addicted to my cock and the pleasure only I will give her little body. She’s my little slut. Sweet as she is, it’s true. “I know it hurts you when it’s big and hard like that for too long.”

“I know. Daddy’s cock is hungry for his good girl’s tight little cunt. It want to move in and out and feel your hot cunt while it fucks you. If you are a good girl, you’ll get Daddy’s dick.” I go back to fumbling with the buttons on her shirt, struggling with the ones that are stretched tight over her glorious tits.

“I am being a good girl, aren’t I, Daddy?”

“The best, baby,” I tell her as I spread her shirt wide, baring her round breasts. I kiss her shoulder, tasting that sweet, soft flesh and as I push the shirt down her arm, I maneuver myself to kiss the side of her boob, then the front, and finally to suck her nipple into my mouth.

She moans and wriggles against me, and I groan at the pain of her body on my confined cock.

“Daddy…” she moans. “Your cock knows my pussy is all needy, and it wants to help me. Ever since the other night when you fucked me for the first time, it’s like my pussy never stops thinking about you.”

She winks, and I know she’s playing into the part. She’s smart as fuck, and although childlike in her own way, she’s not as naïve as all this, but it still feeds the fantasy in a way that makes my balls want to blow.

“Such a good daughter, yes, my dick wants to help you. Seeing you dressed in your school outfit always makes me hard. You’re my special little whore, though, aren’t you? Letting Daddy suck your nipples like a bad girl.”

“But it feels good, Daddy… So good…” She grinds on my cock, and I squeeze the flesh of her tits until she hisses, pulling back and gritting my teeth.

“Of course, it feels good, your little tits are going to be extra sensitive when you have your period. Daddy knows all about these things. He’s here to take care of you in every way.”

“But I think my pussy is getting jealous. Please can you touch it? Please?”

I slide my hand higher on her thigh, higher, higher, enjoying the way she shivers as my fingers alternate digging into her flesh and stroking it better. Just before I brush her little cunt, I pull away again, and she pouts.

“Daddy! No fair!”

For a moment, the thought crosses my mind that I should be ashamed of the things I do and want to do with Sammi. After all, I’m her father for all purposes except blood. The age difference between us also comes into play.

I should be in jail for what we’ve done and what we are going to do. But the idea of her orgasms belonging to anyone else makes rage tighten my throat. I helped raise her, so she is mine, and in my twisted mind, that means all of her. Completely. Forever

“Shhh, baby,” I say, clucking my tongue as I slide my rough palm back up, then down. Sammi huffs in frustration, just before I move back up and wiggle a finger through her little slit, giving her the friction she craves.

“Mmm…” She moans as I slide my other hand into her hair, tugging until her head falls back, exposing that creamy length of her neck dotted with subtle marks from my teeth and mouth.

I pinch the string of her tampon and tug gently, and she lets out a ragged breath, her eyes popping wide. I pull harder, and she shakes her head, her dark hair falling over her forehead.

“Don’t take it out, Daddy. You’ll see the blood.”

“You think I care about that? I love you, Sammi. You’ve been my daughter for years, and if you think a little bit of blood scares me, you’re wrong. Your period just means you can take Daddy’s load and be bred like a good girl.”

“But it might go on your clothes and your hands and make a mess.”

“You should know by now, Daddy loves your messes. Besides, you know you make Daddy do these things to you. You make me. It’s your fault that I can’t stop. I need to get at your pussy, period or not.” I pull harder, and the tampon slides out as I turn her head and cover her mouth with mine swallowing her little gasp. She opens to me immediately, and I reach over and toss the little product into a garbage can lined with a plastic bag.

This kind of place is prepared for all sorts of fluids, and I made sure to check with the head of the cleaning department about their protocols while Sammi finished her salad earlier.

I return my hand to her wet little pussy. How much of it is blood, and how much is her body’s sweet lubrication? I don’t know or care. All I care about is making sure my little girl enjoys her evening with Daddy.

I drive a finger into heat and slide it in and out loving the little sounds she’s making.

“Fuck, I love your body, baby. Daddies aren’t squeamish about their little girls’ bodies, baby. It’s just natural, a part of being a good little girl. It means you’re a big girl who deserves Daddy’s grown-up kisses and grown-up touches. And it means your body is ready for something else, too.”

“What, Daddy?”

“Your body is ready to make a baby, Sammi. Not right away, that’s why it’s bleeding, but soon Daddy’s going to put a baby in your belly, and then you’ll be his in every way. You want that, don’t you?”

She nods. “A baby of our own?”

“Our own baby. Our own family,” I tell her, kissing her again. I continue playing with her pussy while we kiss, and Sammi moans as she squirms. “We will do so many things together, baby. Like taking you places, doing things with me at home, in private, and out wherever I want to take you.”

“Daddy. This is like a date, then. You’re taking me out like a grown-up couple. It’s my first date…” She squeals, and I decide this is the moment. My cock is so fucking hard, if I don’t get some relief soon, it’s going to snap in half against her ass.

I lift her from my lap and into my arms, then place her carefully on the desk that’s beneath the far wall. This whole room is set up to look like a workspace, complete with a desk, a computer, a swivel chair, and a corkboard covered in post-it notes. I saw this room earlier, when Luciano and I came here, and I decided it was where I wanted to bring my little girl.

The thing with my work is, I don’t really have an office. But the idea of fucking Sammi on a desk was too good to pass up. Plus, this room has other… secrets.

I spread her soft, creamy legs, the short little plaid skirt doing nothing to hide that temptation between her legs, and in the dim light of the room, I can see that there’s a small smear of red on her inner thighs.

Her face is tight. A small grimace, and I know the cramps are still at play.

Instinct takes over. Protectiveness kicking in. As much as I want to flip her over and go balls-deep for my own demanding needs, her well-being is more important.

“Hurts a little,” she whispers.

“Daddy knows how to help. Daddy always knows. Put your feet on my shoulders, baby,” I tell her, patting my shoulders as encouragement.

She follows my order, and I lick my lips as I watch her little cunt peel open. She’s so fucking tight, the lips reluctant to pull apart, but they do, and she’s already dripping with slightly reddened cum.

“Such a good, wet little daughter,” I growl, reaching out to cup her sex, the heat pulsing on my palm. I drag my hand down, eyes pinned on that pencil prick of an opening, and she shivers as she watches me staring at her hole.

“I’m always wet when I’m around you, Daddy. I can’t help it. That means my pussy likes all the special things you’ve been teaching me, right?”

I nod and stroke the insides of her thighs again, and she shivers as I get higher, gently teasing her pussy with my knuckles, then brushing my thumb against that little bundle of nerves.

She moans with her head falling back.

“Lay back. Daddy’s going to eat your little pussy for a while.” I groan as she leans back, and I think of my options for allowing other starving eyes on us inside this private little sanctuary.

“Thank you. Your mouth always makes me feel so good down there.”

“Daddy always wants to please his little girl,” I tell her. “He always wants her to be happy and feel good. You know what helps with those cramps?”

She shakes her head, her eyes already drifting closed. “More painkillers?”

“Special kisses,” I groan, reaching behind me for the chair and pulling it forward, dropping my ass into it so I’m at the exact perfect height to examine her pink paradise.

“Wait, Daddy, what about…my time of the month.” Her lips press together as the shame she’s feeling spreads redness down her chest in blotches, but all I feel is lust and love as I inhale this new, savory scent that’s driving me crazy.

“Are you trying to tell Daddy what he should and shouldn’t do with this body? It’s mine, isn’t it?”

She nods on a shy smile. I love the way she’s unsure. Off balance with it all. It feeds me.

“Well, you do like your steaks extra rare...” Her lips turn up in a smile as she clicks her teeth together. “All that blood on your plate, you always slurp it up, I didn’t know you had a thing—”

I dig my fingers into her ass, and heat twists in my core. “You’re my thing. Now, lay back and let Daddy feast.” I lick my lips before diving in.

Licking her cunt when she’s on her period is a special kind of treat. It reminds me of popping her cherry, and I can hardly believe that was so recent. It feels like we’ve been doing this for years, but my little girl is growing up, and I get to enjoy every moment.

I suck on her clit, and she bucks and screams the fucking roof off. I’m sure anyone nearby must hear. I love that we can do that here, that this club is private but also public.

“You taste so fucking good, baby,” I croon, coming up from between her legs to watch her face. She’s playing with her tits again, and I’m not going to be the one to stop her. They’re bare, sweaty, and magnificent.

She moans as her toes curl against my shoulders, her hips wriggling as her thighs tremble, and I press my thumb through her glorious juices.

She has the most perfect cunt. Glorious. So damn sexy with her head flinging side to side as she takes pleasure from her Daddy’s tongue slipping through her feminine parts.

I pull back just enough to catch her eye. “Touch your special little button, baby. Show Daddy exactly where you like to be licked.”

Her fingers slide down her middle, going directly to her clit where she starts to rub in small little circles. “Here.”

She nibbles her bottom lip.

“So, right there, you want me to kiss you down there on that spot?”

She nods vigorously. “You showed me that’s the spot that makes it feel so, so good. When you kiss there, it’s like the best feeling ever.”

God, I can’t get enough of my stepdaughter. So fucking sexy. “Better than when my cock pushes inside you? Better than when all that hot cream fills you up?”

She pauses for a second, then shrugs. “Both feel good. I want one, but I want the other one at the same time. I can’t stop it.” Her whimpers go straight to my dick.

She’s wrecked me for anyone else for the rest of my life, and I feel zero grief about it. She’s perfection.

“You’re Daddy’s angel.” I grit out, my own desperation taking hold. “I’m going to eat this pussy, leave it sloppy and bloody and needy for more. I’ll raw dog you on all fours, filling you so full of cream it will seep out of you for a week. You want that?”

She shakes and cries out as I go back to licking her, my mouth consuming her entire fucking cunt as my thumb dips in and out of her tight little hole. She’s squirming, moaning incoherently as her thighs slap the sides of my head, and then with a scream, she’s squirting in my face. Some of it goes up my nose, but most I catch in my mouth, enjoying the flavor as I swallow it down.

And I decide. Now is the time.

I love my daughter. God, forgive me, I want to show her how much and I want other people to watch.

With a flick of the switch hidden under the desk, the wall to our left, which looked solid only a moment ago, becomes a massive glass window. And outside it are a dozen leering faces.

Our audience. Show time.

“Now, you tell Daddy what you need. Right. Now.”


Chapter 4

“Daddy’s cock!” Sammi screams, oblivious to the fact we’re being watched. I see Luciano among the little crowd, his face blank as his hand is stuck inside his trousers, moving back and forth. “I want my Daddy’s big fat cock. Please…”

“Oh, you’re going to get it, that’s for sure,” I mumble into her sloppy folds. Her hips rock against my mouth, her hands running up and down her belly, then to her tits, as I continue my assault on her bloody little cunt.

I know that those watching can only see so much right now, but it’s still a fucking turn-on that I’m showing them what they will never have.

My daughter’s bare tits are on full display as she rolls the nipples, then squeezes the lower weight of them.

Her orgasm ebbs, and I give the crowd a smile, sure her hint of blood is smeared on my lips.

With a final smack of my lips, I push back to my feet, stretching my back and admiring my work as I stand up straight, my face slightly smeared with blood as I start to unfasten my belt.

Sammi grins as she watches, still oblivious of our audience.

Her eyes go wide when I pull my pants open and let my cock spring free. This is still new for her, too, and I guess the sight of what’s about to go inside her is still a bit of a shock.

“Daddy’s cock…” she murmurs, wonder in her voice. “It is fat and thick, and I can’t believe it fits inside me. You got so hard—”

“Yes, baby. Daddies get hard when they look at their daughters’ naked bodies. Being a good girl means helping Daddy. I need to fuck you now, and you’re going to let me. No whining, no crying about how it hurts, you understand?”

I give myself a quick stroke as she nods, her big, innocent eyes locked on my massive erection.

I battle the urge to look at the window, not wanting to spoil her naivete about what’s going on. I love that we’re being watched, and I love even more that she doesn’t realize it yet.

“I can’t hold off any longer. You made my cock get so big and it hurts, now your pussy has to relieve the pain.”

I move forward, notching the crown against her tight little teen opening, then teasing her by pulling back and slapping the head against her swollen little clit.

“Such a bad girl making Daddy do these thing to you.”

“I’m sorry. I can be a good girl. I’ll help you. Will it hurt again, Daddy?”

I nod, putting my hand to her throat, tipping her head back with a thumb under her chin. “It will hurt at first, baby. I need you to be a big girl and work through the pain, though, because after it will feel so good. Daddy would never hurt you without making it better after. You trust me?”

She licks her lips. “I always trust you.”

“Good girl. Now, who am I?”

Her bee-stung lips hang open, her brow furrowed as I cock an eyebrow to urge her answer. “You’re my daddy.”

“I raised you, didn’t I?”

She nods. I want this crowd to believe she is my daughter. I want them to be so fucking jealous and horny, knowing I’m the lucky fucker that gets to be balls deep in his little girl for the rest of his life.

“Did I take you to the park when you were little?”

Another nod and I keep going. “Read you books and tuck you in at night?”

“Yes, Daddy.”

“Now, tell me you love me the way you have since you were little, then I’m going to fuck you.”

“I love you.” She pants, her belly quivering, her fingers curling and uncurling.

“I love you, too. You are my special girl. A big girl now, and you have to take care of your Daddy like a big girl. You know what that means, right?” I line up my dick with the heat of her opening, then grab her knees and spread her wide so the crowd gets a clear hit of me pushing right into that tight little good-girl hole of hers. “This is your job now. Deep breath and hold it.”

She does as I say, her tits lifting as her lungs fill and I line up my swollen dick and apply pressure. She’s so tight, I still can’t push in deep in one go, but I can get myself notched inside her amazing little cunt. Sammi winces, but I lean in to kiss her as I thrust harder, going deeper as I share the flavor of her pussy and her blood.

Her cunt stretches to accommodate me, but I know it’s hurting her. I’m not proud of it, but I’ve always been big. Not just long, but thick around as well. I have to pump and grind to force my way into her little girl cunt.

“That feels so good.” I praise her, giving her a second to exhale and adjust. “You like getting fucked by your father, don’t you?”

She nods and moans as I start to thrust in and out, reaching down between us to rub her clit while I force-feed her another few inches.

Her body is covered in sweat now, as she reaches up and fumbles to unbutton my shirt. I use my free hand to rip it open and shrug out of it.

I don’t go fast, not yet. I don’t need to. I love the feeling of her walls drawing me in, the way her face is a mixture of pain and concentration.

Seeing her like this, topless with her skirt up around her hips, laying out on the desk while lecherous men watch me fuck my girth into her?

Fucking heaven.

“It’s not going to fit.” She moans and wiggles.

“It will fit, don’t fight.” Fuck, she’s on fire. Slick and pulsing around me. And there’s no better place in this world than inside my stepdaughter’s pussy.

I lean down and connect my lips to her throat as she whines, kissing her pulse point, then pinching the soft flesh between my teeth as I move forward and back, in and out.

It’s flesh slapping flesh now. My balls swinging up and connect to her ass cheeks that hang off the edge of the wooden desk, her skin squeaking as I drive her body up and back with the force of my movements.

“That’s my girl. Let me in.” I straighten my back and grimace. “If you make a big fuss, I’ll have to go find Mommy, or someone else to do this for me.”

“No!” She screams flinging her head back and forth, her feet coming up to lock around my ass and pull me forward. “I’ll be brave.” She whimpers her lower lip quivering. “I love you, Daddy, please don’t do that.”

“Okay, but you lay still and let Daddy get off, you hear me?”

She bites her lip with effort and nods, and I buck my hips two more times and seat myself down to the root.

Fuck, nothing in the world feels this good. Her pussy would make a dead man hard.

“See?” I pause, catching my breath. “Isn’t that nice?”

She nods, her face blushed with effort. My heart swells. “Daddy loves you, baby. Don’t ever forget that.”

The slapping sound as my balls hit her ass drives me on, the edge of the desk shifting with us, banging against the wall as I fuck my stepdaughter as the crowd watches.

I take hold of her hips, leaning down and sucking on her tight little nipples, licking and tasting the sweat gathering on her tits as I suck on the hard little points.

“Daddy, that feels so good now,” she says, spreading her knees and raising her hips as I pound into her.

I pull back, looking down to see my dick coated with red. I shift a half step, kicking off my shoes and holding her hips at an angle so the leering eyes get a full view of how her bloody pussy is spread around my girth.

“You like when I do this, don’t you? Be honest. You’ve been wanting Daddy to fuck you for a while. You’ve been misbehaving and bratty, looking for this kind of attention for a long time.”

Her eyes roll back. “Yes. I’m sorry. I needed you. I love you, Daddy.”

“I know. Daddy’s not gentle, is he? You want to get fucked, you get a hard cunt full of dick to set you straight.”

“Yes!” Her back bows as excitement flutters across her face.

I work my dick in and out, faster, faster, like this is the first and last time we will be like this. I hold her hips and use her hole like a fuck doll, plowing into her hot cunt down to her cervix, bumping the air out of her lungs with each thrust.

“Bet you’d like Daddy to put his hands around your throat, steal your breath while he holds you down and fucks that tight little ass of yours next, wouldn’t you?”

“Don’t. Stop.” She sputters as her walls strangle my fucking cock.

“Don’t stop?” I hiss, reaching up and digging my nails into her tit, then squeezing her chin, forcing her eyes to mine. “Can’t stop. You dress like a fucking teenage boy’s porn fantasy, calling me Daddy and showing me that tight little teenage pussy? I couldn’t stop if the fucking world was on fire.”

My filthy talk sends her over the edge into her oblivion, and I’m not far behind. It’s hard to believe I’ve lasted this long, she feels so fucking good.

I feel her cunt clamp tight, and a moment later she floods my dick with a gush of warmth, as I hold myself right up against her cervix.

“We’re going to make a baby,” she mumbles, barely aware of what she’s saying. But I know it, and I know that it’s what she wants.

“Daddy’s coming inside you, baby.” I grimace, the lights seeming to flicker as the pressure builds, builds. I’m beating myself off inside her hot little pussy, my teeth clenched as my orgasm takes hold, squeezing my balls, locking the muscles down my back in sweet agony. “Here you go, baby, take your prize. Here it comes—”

I throw my head back with a groan. My balls tighten and then drain, spurting my seed deep inside my stepdaughter’s little womb. I know she’s not at the right time of the month, but I still can’t help imagining it happening.

Soon, I tell myself. Very, very soon.

I thought every orgasm with Sammi before this was the best one of my life, but they keep getting better and better. I feel like a man reborn. I understand life and purpose as I fire the contents of my testicles into her body.

“Daddy loves you,” I grit out, my molars grinding as the climax blinds me. “Daddy loves you so much.”

It’s true. I loved her before but what I feel for her now, my dick inside her sending my come and my soul into her tiny body is a level of love I never understood before.

With a heavy breath, I ride out the tension. Sammi twists and pulses around my shaft, and finally my muscles go slack, and I have to brace myself on the edge of the desk to keep upright.

I pull out of her, light-headed but noting the bloody tinge on my dick and her inner thighs.

I stumble backwards to collapse into the chair, closing my eyes as I kick off my pants and boxers, and let my head fall back. Sammi giggles, and I open my eyes to find her spreading her legs wide, her little cunt dripping with pink-colored cum.

Impossibly, my dick thickens to full length again. I can’t believe she hasn’t noticed that we’re being watched, and I risk a quick glance at the window to see faces pressed up against the glass, watching my daughter’s pussy with my cum leaking out of it, the color of cotton candy.

“That’s a pretty little bloody cream pie you have for me. Squeeze your muscles, I want to see it come out, then stuff it back up in there with your fingers.”

She squints and tenses her belly, and another rush of the cream drips from her opening.

“You put a lot inside me.” She smiles, then playfully pushes the cream back inside, giggling as her fingers disappear inside her cunt.

“My balls are enthusiastic when it comes to you.”

“Daddy saved all his cum for me,” she singsongs, looking up at me with a smile, her big brown eyes so bright in the dim light of the room. “I like this room. It feels naughty, like we’re at work, and we might get caught.”

I sigh at her innocence. Still unaware that she’s being watched.

I’m already hard again, and I can’t help taking hold of my dick as I watch her playing with the cum leaking out of her little pussy. My balls are aching, but I stroke myself anyway. Long strokes as I squeeze tight. Sammi watches me, but doesn’t stop her own playing.

“Baby, you remember how you wanted to be watched while I fuck you?”

Sammi grins. “When can we do it, Daddy? I want other people to be jealous of us. I want them to know that I’m being fucked by my Daddy’s big cock, but not be able to do a damn thing about it.”

She giggles, and I feel my cock throb against my palm. Fuck, she’s so gorgeous when she’s playful. I think her period is all but forgotten right now.

“Look over there, Sammi,” I tell her, nodding behind her left shoulder.

She frowns, but follows my gaze, and I chuckle when she startles, her hands going instinctively to cover her tits, even though everyone outside the window has already been watching them for twenty minutes.

Her squeal of delight as her brain processes the situation will live with me for the rest of my life.

With a glance my way, she licks her lips, then playfully drops her hands for just a moment before putting them right back. Faces pressed up against the glass grimace at the flash of flesh, even though they’ve seen much more, and I imagine cocks leaking precum and pussies going wet as I stroke myself.

“You like that, baby?” I ask her, and her eyes snap to mine. The grin on her face is undeniable.

“How long have they been watching, Daddy?”

“Long enough,” I tell her, not mentioning that while the wall has been opaque on this side for much of the time we’ve been in here, it’s permanently transparent from the other side. I don’t know when these people started to gather outside, but I do know that Luciano has been there the whole time, not that Sammi seems to have noticed him.

Luciano is a colleague, but he’s also the guy who drove past us this morning when I pulled over to fuck Sammi in my car on the way to drop her off at school. He saw what was going on, and I knew he enjoyed watching because he drove around the block and made another pass, just to see.

I can’t blame him. My stepdaughter is a fucking goddess, and he’s not the only one who has fantasies about fucking her.

So when I saw this place when we were here earlier, I told Luciano what I was planning, and told him not to miss the show. I knew that Sammi wanted to be watched, and the idea of showing her off was on my mind the rest of the day.

“Shall we give them more to watch, baby girl?” I ask.

She nods. “Yes, Daddy! Are you… ready again?”

She looks down at my cock.

“What do you think, Sammi?” I ask as I stroke myself off, my cock standing at full attention, hard and thick in my fist. “Is Daddy’s cock ready to go back inside his little girl?”

“Uh huh… Very ready…”

“Fucking right,” I tell her, and stand. The glass is thick, but it’s just thin enough that I can hear the collective moan and some applause from those watching as I move toward my daughter.


Chapter 5

As I thrust inside her sloppy cunt again, my balls ache ready for another release already, but it’s fucking worth it.

I’ve shifted her around so that we’re at an angle to our little private audience. They can see my cock enter my little girl’s cunt, and they’ll see everything that happens from here on out.

“You like being watched while we fuck, baby girl?” I ask.

Sammi nods, her body already trembling. The only scrap of clothing she still has on is her plaid school skirt, and that’s pushed up around her waist, hiding nothing. “I like them seeing Daddy’s cock inside my pussy,” she whispers.

Her hands are back at her tits, but she’s not trying to hide them. My daughter just loves playing with her nipples while she’s being fucked.

I reach down and thumb her clit as I thrust inside her, making her cry out, her face stretched in a glorious little “o” that must be driving those watching wild. The scent of sex permeates the room and the sucking wet sounds coming from where we are connected gives a sensory experience on all fronts.

“Daddy loves his little girl’s pussy,” I tell her. “So tight and perfect, just for Daddy. I’ll never get enough. You need to be ready to be fucked whenever I want and however I want.”

She leans back on the desk, her head leaning against the wall behind her as she turns to face those watching. I see her lick her lips, and wonder how much is for the sake of our audience and how much is just Sammi being Sammi.

It’s hard to believe that this perfect little specimen is my own stepdaughter, or that our relationship has changed so much so quickly.

The idea of bringing her to a place like this, and fucking her in front of other people, would have been totally alien to me a week ago.

Fuck, Luciano was nothing but a guy who came with me occasionally when we needed to remind some fucker of his obligations, or eliminate some little threat to our organization.

Now he’s stood outside the room where I’m fucking my daughter, and probably jerking off while he watches.

Her menstrual blood is already thick on my cock, and as I thrust inside her again, I watch more of it start to coat the shaft. That’s okay. My little girl can cream on my cock, or she can bleed on my cock, all I care about is that she’s happy and satisfied, and if I can do anything to take away the pain of the cramps, I will.

I start to thrust harder, enjoying the feeling of being watched as my daughter’s cunt stretches around my thick cock. She moans with every grinding pound, occasionally adding a “Daddy” for good measure.

“Such a good girl,” I tell her, and see the contented smile on her lips in response. “Such a good girl, spreading your legs for Daddy in front of all these people. Daddy’s going to cum inside your little girl pussy for all these people to see. You want that, baby girl? You want more of Daddy’s cum?”

“Yes, Daddy! I want it so much!”

“Good girl. Just a few more thrusts now. Help Daddy to cum.”

“Do you want to suck my nipples, Daddy?”

“Yes, baby…” I lean down, and she removes her hands again, her glorious fucking tits so firm and perky as I take one nipple into my mouth and suck. I hear her breathing change as I suckle on her, imagining what it will be like when she’s lactating.

Jesus fucking Christ, the thought gives me a new energy, and I start to pound her harder. The squeak of the desk shifting against the floor is like a drumbeat urging me on. Thrust, thrust, thrust. Suck, suck, suck. I can’t wait to taste my daughter’s milk when I finally do put a baby inside her.

I look down to where I’m thrusting inside her, and see the blood and cum all over my shaft. My little girl is so grown up, but she’s still my little girl. Still the same little Sammi who never asked for what she wanted, even though I knew.

A dark, perverted energy pounds in my chest. I want to give this crowd a show, that’s a turn on for sure, but I want to give Sammi something she never imagined before as well.

I take a breath and consider what I’m about to do, then the idea solidifies and I pull back and slam all the way in watching her tits bounce as I set out to set up the next part of my little girl’s experience here.

“You remember how you always wanted a doggy, baby?”

“How did you—?” Her face is a picture of bliss and confusion as I continue to pummel her tight little cunt.

“We both knew your mother would never allow it, but you wanted one, didn’t you? You always loved the one big stuffie I brought back to you when I went on that trip just before Christmas a few years ago…”

She nods. “Bernard.”

“That’s right. A St. Bernard, like in that movie you used to watch over and over again when you were little.”

She giggles and moans as I grind my pelvis against her. “Yes, Daddy.”

“You still want a doggy, Sammi?” I ask her, pumping but holding back now, my mind racing with the new scene that’s about to unfold. “You’d have to walk him and clean up after him.”

“Yes! I would! I’m a good girl.”

“I know you are, baby. And if Daddy told you to fuck the doggy, you’d do it, wouldn’t you? You wouldn’t talk back or let Daddy down.” I start to pull out, grabbing her roughly around her waist as I watch her process this forbidden new suggestion. It’s all play. I would never let her fuck a dog, but the taboo has her squirming, and I love that she doesn’t know if I’m serious or not. “Good girls do as Daddy says,” I remind her as withdraw, my cock popping from her tight opening as I guide her off the surface of the desk and turn her toward the crowd and onto her knees. “Even when they don’t want to.”

She nods. “I am a good girl, Daddy, but—”

“No buts, baby,” I tell her as I grab her shirt from where it’s discarded, pulling it tight between my hands. I could use this to garrote some fucker to send a message, but right now it has a more important job.

I turn back to Sammi, looping the fabric and pulling it tight over her eyes before knotting it at the back of her head.

And then I bark like a fucking dog and reach down and land a hard slap on the side of her ass.

“You’ll do as you are told.” I growl and Sammi jumps, flinging her head to the side, but I reach down and grab her ass cheeks, pulling them apart.

“Did you know, dogs are drawn to girl’s on their period. They have an instinct to breed when they smell a bloody cunt.”

“Daddy, wait, I can’t—” Sammi squirms but I answer her with another spank on her ass which leaves a beautiful red hand print behind.

“I told you, baby, you have to do anything I say. And you know you have to, don’t you, because good girls who love Daddy do as they’re told without asking why.”

She nods. “Yes, Daddy, but—”

I bark again, adding a little growl as I leave her there on the floor, walk over to the door, open it, then close it, watching her tense as I make a low panting sound.

Now that I’ve promised, I will get Sammi a dog. I don’t break my promises to my daughter, not ever. I’d tear the world apart before I let that happen.

“Just be still, baby.” I walk back behind her and lower myself to my knees, stroking my hard-on with one hand. “Now, put your cheek on the floor and push your hips up as high as they can go. You need to be so still, so I can guide the doggy’s cock inside you. It won’t hurt. He is much smaller than daddy. You’re good and wet, but you might feel the knot get big and swollen inside you when he comes. You’ll have to stay locked together until it goes away while all that sticky dog seed fills you up. Are you listening?”

She nods on a whimper. She’s trusting me, but she also thinks I’m a fucking St. Bernard.

“It’s okay, Sammi. Daddy’s right here,” I tell her, leaning down close to her ear. “When a dog smells a bitch in heat, he gets all hard, and he won’t stop until he gets relief. Kind of like what you do to Daddy. He needs to use your pussy just like Daddy does, and it’s your responsibility to keep us both happy. So are you my good girl?”

She nods on a choked sob. “Yes, Daddy. I’m a good girl.”

My lips brush her ear as I pull back, then reach down and stroke her cunt, feeling how wet it is at the forbidden fantasy playing out. She moans, and I slide a finger inside. “Here, boy, see how wet she is for you? Fuck that tight little hole.”

I growl as I press the tip of my cock back against her entrance. She’s so fucking wet, her pussy opens up immediately, trying to suck me inside. The blood and cum is dripping down the back of her thigh, and I know our audience is fucking salivating.

With a single, hard thrust, I enter my stepdaughter again, and she screams at the intrusion.

“Daddy! It is big, it hurts a little.”

“Good girl, it’s a big dog,” I say as I start to move in and out. “Our doggy likes how you feel, he’s panting. You’re showing him how much you love him too.”

“I do…” she moans, cocking her hips upward in acceptance as I fuck her from behind.

“Good. I’m just going to hold you steady. It’s okay if you like it, baby. You don’t have to ever hide things from me. Even things that are wrong and shameful.”

I dig my fingers into her hips hard, enjoying the way she bucks and tenses but also moans.

“Good girl,” I tell her, pumping harder, harder, my balls starting to draw up as my dick swells inside her. “You’re fucking a dog baby. You feel that? You fucked a dog for daddy.”

I press my thumb against her asshole and hear her sharp intake of breath as I put pressure there.

“You want to take the doggy here someday, too?”

She mumbles, but her pussy clamps down around my cock. Dirty girl.

“Good dog,” she moans, getting into the fantasy. “Are you feeling better now?”

I bark as I thrust faster, faster, losing my damn mind, clawing my nails down the smooth flesh of her back just above her hips where a dog would be mounted and holding on for dear life.

“That’s a good girl,” I tell her, swallowing and choking as my orgasm starts to gather low in my pelvis. “Our doggy is getting close. He’s going to fill you up with doggy cum. That knot is going to swell and lock you together. You want that, Sammi?”

She nods. “Yes, Daddy. I’m being a good girl. I’ll do what you tell me. Always.”

“Very good girl, it pleases me to know you’ll always do as you are told.” I grimace and ask for forgiveness from whatever deity might be watching. “Dog fucking good for your cramps?”

She nods. “Yes, Daddy. I think you and the doggy made my body forget all about it.”

“Good girl. Now come. Be a good little girl. Remember, you’ll always be my daughter, and I’ll always love you. Even if you do like getting fucked by a dog.”

“I’ll always be your daughter, Daddy,” she agrees, and starts to wriggle, rocking her body back and forth to take me deeper, deeper inside.

“Such a good little daughter. How did I get so lucky?” I brush the hair from the back of her neck, kiss her there, and pull her in tight. “I’m the luckiest Daddy in the world.”

“And I’m… the luckiest little girl in the world,” she says in reply, then adds, “Oh, Daddy, I’m so close! I’m going to come again.”

“Let it go, baby. Good girl. Such a good girl. The doggy is coming, too. Here you go. Take it, baby. Take it all.”

I kiss her bare back and thumb her asshole as I pump inside her little cunt. When she finally tips over the edge, I can’t hold back any longer. With a groan of pure lust, I fill her tight little pussy with everything I’ve got left. Her body shakes and quivers in my arms as I deliver my seed deep inside, and I have to wonder if all this cum won’t make her pregnant regardless of what time of month it is. Fuck, she must be so full of her Daddy’s baby batter, it’ll hang around until she’s ready.

Finally, I feel myself starting to ebb, and pull out to glance down and watch our juices dribbling out of my little girl’s little pussy. At the same time, I untie the makeshift blindfold and drop it aside.

And to my surprise, my daughter reaches down between her legs, scoops some up in her hands, and brings it up to her mouth. She turns her head and meets my eyes with a grin as her tongue darts out and swirls through the red-tinged mixture of our combined juices.

“Mmm…” she moans, and I swear my dick is getting ready to go again, despite the way it’s aching.

“Good girl. Such a good girl for Daddy.”

“I knew it was you and not a dog,” she says. “But it was a fun fantasy.”

“I’ll get you a doggy, baby, I promise. But no real doggy fucking, just Daddy dog fucking.”

I glance across at the window, meet Luciano’s eyes, and nod a greeting. He nods back, zips himself up, and turns away.

I help Sammi to her feet, her legs wobbly. Then I help her to get dressed as the other members of our audience start to drift away. I let my fingers gently brush her nipples as I put her shirt on, watching the way her tits still stretch the fabric.

“Can we do this again, Daddy?” she asks as I find my own shirt, ruined as it is, and pull it on as best I can, followed by my pants and shoes.

“Sure, baby. We’ll find plenty of ways of Daddy showing off his best little girl.”

I smooth her skirt into place. I can’t help taking another little glance at the tight little cunt she keeps hidden under there. Then I take her hand and lead her out of the room and around to the front of the club.

Kati, the woman who gave us our memberships, is there again, but I know she hasn’t been there the whole time. She was one of the people watching us fuck in that little office room. She doesn’t even blush as she meets my eyes, but I see the jealousy in her face, and so does Sammi, because she leans in close as we pass and whispers, “She’ll never know what it feels like to be fucked by my Daddy.”

I shake my head in agreement. “Never. Because Daddy is all yours, baby girl.”

Before we exit the club, Sammi’s eyes light up, and she squeals: “Uncle Luca!” as Luciano steps into view around the corner at the exit.

“Hey, there’s my favorite niece.” Luciano grins as he holds his arms wide, and Sammi runs into them.

“Did you only just get here?” she asks innocently, and I wonder if she recognized him watching us or if she was too far gone by that point to notice who was among the small sea of faces.

Luciano nods. “I’m a new member, but so far I like what I see.”

He offers me a wink and I can’t help the pride that swells in my chest.

“We’re new members, too.” She turns back to me, returning to my arms as I meet Luciano’s eyes, and a little silent exchange passes between us. “It’s sort of embarrassing that you’re here.”

“Perhaps Uncle Luca could come round for dinner sometime? Now that we have something secret in common.” I suggest, and don’t miss the half-grin that passes over his features.

“I’d love to,” he croaks in his tobacco-roughened voice. “Which one of you chefs will be cooking?”

Sammi giggles as she slips her hand into mine, all innocence again, all of a sudden.

“Depends on what you like to eat,” I say, nodding to my colleague before I lean in to whisper in my daughter’s ear. “You want to get ice cream on the way home?”

She nods. “And pizza?”

“Sure, baby. Pizza too. Whatever my little girl wants, she gets.”

“I love you, Daddy.”

“And I love you, Sammi. Forever and always. Never forget that.” I lift her in my arms, her weight nothing to a man like me as we head outside to our car, leaving Luciano behind. “Daddy is yours, and you are mine.”

To be continued…Sammi and Daddy continue HERE
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