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Chapter 1

Susan scoffs as she reads the document in front of her. She glances at Tony Russo, the lawyer for the Marchetti family, who is doing me a favor and handling my divorce.

I should be focusing on the unpleasant task at hand, but truth, all that’s on my mind is my little Sammi’s soft, hot body and how her little pussy swallowed up my dick that first night out under the fireworks.

I think I’ve been hard ever since.

My soon-to-be ex-wife snarls at me from her seat next to me and in front of Tony’s massive walnut desk, then goes back to reading while I battle the urge to reach down and palm the iron rod that’s throbbing behind my zipper.

My hard-on has zero to do with my ex-wife and everything to do with her daughter.

This should be a focal moment of my life but all I can think about is having my tongue in my daughter’s sweet snatch this morning before breakfast. God, life has gotten a little weird, but honestly, I’ve never been happier.

It’s been half an hour of this bullshit. Once I’m done here, I have a meth factory inside our territory that has not paid their production money. Not a good idea.

I have bloody business to take care of, which I’d much rather be doing than sitting here listening to my ex whine about the more than generous divorce settlement.

She huffs and rolls her eyes for another five minutes while I think of twenty ways to violate my sweet stepdaughter tonight.

Sammi was more than a little naïve the first night I mounted her sweet, teenage body on my dick. More than naïve. And God forgive me, it made it so much sweeter that I had to teach her how to fuck and make Daddy happy.

It had been a long time since there was anything between her mother and me, and one day I couldn’t ignore any longer that Sammi was no longer the little girl I helped raise. Her curves were those of a woman at eighteen, and by the time she turned nineteen, I had fucked her virgin pussy bloody, and all bets were off.

“Well,” Susan says finally, sitting back and pushing the pages back over to Tony. “That’s a crock of horseshit. I’m entitled to twice as much.”

She folds her arms under her tits.

“It’s a good fucking deal,” I force calm into my voice. “I’ve got people all over this world, Susan, who have watched you rub up and down on ten kinds of barely-legal boys on my dime. I’m done fucking around. If we go to court, you’re walking away with a garbage bag and whatever you arrived into this marriage with. I guarantee you that.”

Except…Sammi.

She examines her fingernails. “What about my daughter?”

The undertone of her question is not one of concern. It’s more that if she has to take on Sammi, it’ll cut into her fuck boy time.

Lucky for her, that’s not going to happen. Sammi’s not going anywhere near her. I’ve got that pussy on lockdown, and it’s never leaving my bed.

Yeah, I admit, things may be a little out of control with my stepdaughter and me, but once I got that sweet kiss from her, invaded her mouth with my tongue, then ran my lapped up and down her pussy, and coated my cock with her virgin blood? I’ve not been the same since.

“What about her?” I rasp my hand up and down my face, battling the twitch in my dick just from thinking about Sammi’s pussy in my bed.

“There’s nothing in here for her future. She has college expenses, her car needs maintenance, and…just other stuff. I can’t pay for all that, not on this.”

“I’ll take care of Sammi, like I always have,” I bark, not giving her a chance to talk any shit about my little girl. “This money is all for you, Susan. Bottom line, you walk away set up for life.”

Sammi is the only sunshine my heart has ever felt. My lust is manic when it comes to her, sure, but God, it’s so much more than that. I want to consume her. I want her sweet pussy, her mind, her heart, and her soul. I need to protect her, keep her safe and locked down with me, and eventually round with my child.

“Tony,” I bark, unable to sit here another minute, “tell her to fucking sign it.”

My babygirl is at home, her pussy needing what only I can give her. Sitting here, I’m getting harder than the cement columns out in front of this building, my daughter’s scent still lingering on my face from when I licked her good and left her shaking before I headed to this disaster of a meeting. 

God, my daughter is unbelievably sexy. How I tore myself away from her for a second is beyond me.

Daddy needs one more taste before he leaves. Get up on the counter and open your legs. I want you to squirt for me. Make Daddy proud…

She made me proud, alright. So proud, I had to go back upstairs and change my clothes because they were soaked. Did I violate the bond and trust between us since I am her father figure and the only man that’s acted in that capacity for her in her life?

Maybe, but it’s too late.

I let her sweetness from earlier dry on my face so I could carry her with me during this meeting and my work after.

Same as I left her with her little cunthole loaded with special Daddy sauce, because I like to know my creampie is dripping out of that pink little paradise all day while I’m away.

“Just sign the fucking paperwork,” I drum my fingertips on the tops of my thighs, my heart knocking against my inner chest wall. “I’ve got places to be. And Sammi will be well cared for, I assure you. She stays with me. You go fuck your way through your settlement and half of Europe, and leave her out of it.”

Susan grabs the paperwork with a sigh and picks up the pen, then fixes me with a glint in her eye. “I need to go somewhere to get over all this stress. The Bahamas, I think. You’ll pay, Phillip, on top of this.” She taps the pen on the document. “And I’ll agree to everything.”

Thank fuck.

I nod without hesitation. “I’ll transfer twenty grand into your account tonight, which should be more than enough to keep you in tequila and whatever else you want. But before you go, you clear all your shit out of the house. That house is home, and that’s where Sammi gets to stay, and you do not. I’ll store whatever is left of yours until you let me know where to send it, but Sammi and I are only out of the house for two more nights, then we’re moving back in.”

She grins, thinking she’s won, and scribbles her name on the dotted line as I groan and a spurt of cum leaks from my cock. I’m one step closer to making my daughter mine forever, in all the ways I shouldn’t.

But I’m the winner here. Because I get Sammi. And her cute, little wet pussy.


Chapter 2

A week ago, I fucked Sammi for the first time.

And the second. And third.

Did I maybe leverage my power position as her stepfather during the process?

Shrug.

Quite possibly, but with a pussy that sweet and tight, even a good man would lose his mind and use whatever means necessary to get his tongue and his dick coated with off-limits babygirl juice.

And, God help me, I’d do it again. She’s a fucking bombshell that’s got a hold of my dick, and she’s not letting go. Thank goodness, because I’m never letting her go. She’s gorgeous. Dark hair and dark eyes, double D’s, curves so dangerous most men would nut before they got inside her. And did I mention her ass?

Since that first time, I’ve barely been able to go five minutes without doing things fathers and daughters are never supposed to do, crossing all the lines that aren’t meant to be crossed.

It’s escalated quickly as well. Besides all the fucking and eating and sucking and fingering we’ve done at the house where I helped raise her, I also made her squirt and drank her cum, and I stripped her naked in front of a room full of people to fuck her blindfolded from behind, right in the middle of her period at a private club.

I’d feel guilty about that, and about the fact that her mother doesn’t apparently have a clue what’s been going on, but I’m too damn proud of myself to even think about my immortal soul.

She’s just as sweet in her disposition as in her tight baby cunt, and nothing I’ve done with her has changed that. She’s kind, funny, and cute. I’m more obsessed with her than I’d even like to admit.

Hell has a nice, hot spot waiting for me, and I’ll gladly trade my eternal soul for one more fuck with my daughter.

Or two.

Hundred. Thousand. Plus, a few.

***

When I get back to the penthouse I rented for me and Sammi while I dealt with the divorce, my daughter doesn’t greet me at the door.

She didn’t tell me she was going anywhere, which is one of my rules for her, so honestly, my dick is hard, and I’m a little disappointed she wasn’t on her knees waiting for me.

But that would have been awkward since my best friend and business associate, Luca, is trailing behind me by a few feet. Sure, he’s seen us going at it a couple times already, but I’m not ready to share my girl with anyone.

“Sammi!” I call as I hear Luca stepping up behind me.

His presence doesn’t stop my thoughts, though. My dick’s addicted to my girl already, and thoughts of a welcome home naked blowjob turn into thoughts of a new rule I’ll implement on how she’s to greet me whenever I get home, unless I tell her otherwise.

She can suck cock like a fucking pro. Not that I would know personally how a pro sucks cock, honestly, but I’m sure she’s better than a pro.

That mouth is so fucking soft, and she takes instructions so well. I love teaching her all about her body and mine. How she’s here to please me now, and in turn, I get to enjoy pleasing her.

My daughter has become as greedy for me as I am for her. She was scared at first and worried that what we were doing was wrong, but I made her feel so good, I think she stopped caring about right and wrong.

Lucky me.

I got us into this lux building a couple of days ago, after I made it clear to Susan the divorce was happening, and gave Sammi free rein to redecorate however she wants, even though we’ll only be here a few more days at most, even if Susan pushes her luck.

My thick cock is already throbbing at full throttle from just thinking about getting home and enjoying her teenage body again. She’s far more than my forbidden little sex doll. She’s the light of my life, and for a dark-souled man like me, that’s saying a lot.

I wonder if she’s already gone to bed. It’s only six-thirty, but we’ve been fucking so much, she’s been getting dehydrated and exhausted as much as I pump her full of water and vitamins. So maybe she fell asleep early.

Since we moved in here, she’s been sleeping through the night curled up next to me, with my cock warming inside her, and I don’t think a marching band could wake her once she’s out. I love having her sweet pussy scent on my cock all day. I even hate washing it off in the shower.

“Sammi?” I call again, a tension rising in my gut as my balls tighten and ache, getting heavier by the second. “I brought company.”

Then the scent hits me.

Not the best scent in the world, because that belongs to my stepdaughter’s pretty little pussy.  But the second best, in my opinion, is her braised ribs.

Saliva gathers under my tongue. My daughter is the world’s best fucking cook.

“Jesus.” Luca groans next to me. “That smells fucking great.”

He lumbers in behind me, both of us in our signature black suits.

I chuff for a second, ready to beat my chest and knock him out for getting a whiff of Sammi’s sexy scent, then I realize he’s talking about the ribs.

“It is great.” I grab my jaw, my eyes scanning up and down the hallway, the shiny black granite floors showing the slightest outline of little footprints up and down, and my heart starts to beat faster.

Her head pops out from the kitchen doorway as we approach. Cute as a fucking button. She hasn’t lost an ounce of her sweetness or her innocence, even though I’ve done depraved things to her. Her cheeks pink as she stares out, a twinkle in her eyes, then she sees who’s with me, and she makes a little chirping sound.

“Uncle Luca!”

He chuckles as he shrugs out of his suit jacket, folds it, and lays it across a pink and white polka-dotted wingback chair in the entry hallway. I love that since we’ve been together, Sammi’s allowed her inner little girl to shine.

She’s straight A’s, and always on the Dean’s list, and serious about her goals, but seeing her regress and relax has only made me love her more. I’ve helped her study, listened to her troubles, and cheered for her successes since I came into her life in elementary school, and watching her succeed and blossom has been one of the greatest joys of my life.

I gave Sammi free rein and an unlimited budget to decorate the penthouse. I hoped we would be out of here and back to the house quickly, but I wasn’t sure, and watching her delight at buying every pink fucking thing the decorator presented to her gave me more satisfaction, I think, than pumping her full of cum.

The place looks like it’s been bathed in Pepto Bismol, but my girl is happy and so am I.

“Hey, sweetheart. That smells delicious. Enough for one more? I invited Uncle Luca—”

Luciano isn’t really her uncle. But, he’s the closest thing Sammi’s ever had.

We’re both enforcers and top of the food chain in the Marchetti family, because we do our jobs well and quietly, without undue mess.

Still, there was too much blood by the time we were done, so we stopped by the office on our way to change, and I suggested Luciano might want to join Sammi and me for dinner.

He isn’t married, never had any kids, and when his parents passed away within three months of each other a couple years ago, it left him pretty much alone in the world. He’s the closest thing to a brother or a friend I have, as well.

And he’s seen us in action twice now. We haven’t talked about it because that’s not what we do, but he knows I’m fucking my stepdaughter dirty, so Sammi and I don’t have to hide who we are with him around.

“Of course.” Sammi grins with a wink my way. “I always make extra, because Daddy gets so hungry.” She ducks her head to the side, cheeks ripening, as I lean down and kiss her forehead, squeezing her chin and brushing my thumb over her lips, then pushing it inside.

Her little tongue wraps around my digit, warm and welcoming, and I bite back a groan as she hollows her cheeks with a long, slow suck.

When she’s within reach, I can’t keep my hands off her.

My monster cock is throbbing down my leg. She knows I fucking love when she calls me Daddy and sucks on my fingers. That shit never gets old.

“He can’t get enough of what you’re serving, I bet,” Luciano answers in his gruff, cigarette-roughened voice, and I think of bending her over right here and going balls deep. “I know I wouldn’t never be able to stop once I started.”

And as my daughter steps out from behind the swinging kitchen door and into the hall, the light cascading down her body, I quit breathing.

She’s in a bathing suit.

If there is enough fabric there to call it that.

Jesus.

My dick thickens and grows another two inches as precum leaks down the inside of my leg. It’s trying to escape and get to her, and I move a hand to her hair, pulling her around so I get a view of her front, back, and sides.

The penthouse has a private swimming pool, and clearly Sammi has been taking advantage of that fact. Her dark hair is pulled back in a ponytail, still damp against my hand. She’s fresh-faced and as beautiful as any made-up runway model ever. My heart strains in my chest as my dick does the same against the fabric of my trousers, and I almost forget Luca is here.

“New bathing suit, baby?” I choke out, my voice rough as sweat breaks over my forehead. “I don’t remember ever seeing it before.” I notice Luca’s jaw is hanging unhinged, and I can’t bring myself to be pissed at him, because, Christ on a Cracker. My daughter is irresistible sin standing there practically naked.  “I didn’t know they made Strawberry Shortcake bikinis. At least not for adults.”

Not that this one is exactly “adult-sized”… but it’s certainly adults only.

All I can think about is moving that little slip of fabric aside that’s covering her bare little lips and shoving her full of me on the kitchen counter, one ankle in each hand, legs wide as she takes every inch.

Sammi licks her lips as her eyes dart to my growing bulge, her fingers going absently to the tie-sides of the bikini bottoms, toying with the strings in a way that both teases the idea that they might come undone at any second, and pulls the little triangle tight against her cunt. They’re so tiny, I keep trying to see if her pussy lips are visible out the sides as she moves.

The two fabric triangles that pass for a top clearly weren’t made for a girl of Sammi’s proportions, either. The supple, rounded flesh of her tits protrudes out the sides and bottom like they’re trying to escape. The red-and-pink fabric of both pieces is still damp and clinging, while her nipples poke out on the top.

“Nice evening for a swim,” Luciano half-groans, bringing me back to the moment. “I love Strawberry Shortcake.”

I snap my eyes his way, and he gives me a ‘well, I do’ sort of shrug, and I shake off the weirdness as I realize any man who got an eyeful of Sammi right now in this bikini would make Strawberry Shortcake their favorite as well.

Sammi grins. “Yes! I love the pool. Daddy said this would make a nice little mini-vacation for us while he figures out a few things with my mom. Didn’t you, Daddy?”

I groan, but she doesn’t seem to notice as she turns, flashing us both side-boob followed by a full view of her round ass, the thong briefs slipping between her ass cheeks.

“Fuck…” I mutter.

“I bought the suit online. I hope you don’t mind, Daddy, I put it on your credit card, because I don’t have one of my own…” She frowns when she sees my face. “You don’t mind, do you? I can pay you back out of my allowance—”

“No,” I grunt. “No, baby, I love it. I’m sure you can find something else to spend your allowance on. I’m glad you had me buy it, it’s like buying you a present.”

She relaxes, going up on her bare tiptoes and stretching up high, the top pulling tight against her tits. I don’t miss the grunt from Luciano beside me. Getting an eyeful of my daughter half-naked is enough to give any man an uncomfortable few minutes.

“You look real pretty, Sammi.” Luca breaks the Strawberry Shortcake spell for both of us. “How long until dinner? I’m starving.”

“You’re always starving, Uncle Luca! Just like Daddy.” Sammi teases, mock-rolling her eyes. Then she giggles. “You two go take a seat. Wine’s on the table. I’ll plate up. Give me five minutes.”

Dinner is a blast, even though I catch Luciano’s look of surprise at the pink fuzzy covers on the dining chairs.

After he drove by while I was bouncing my stepdaughter on my lap in the car before school last week, I invited him to watch us through a two-way mirror in a sex club. Sammi spread her legs for me, wearing nothing but her school uniform skirt, and I ate her out in front of an audience of a couple dozen, then fucked her filthy in more ways than one.

Luciano spent the whole time jerking off. After I ate her out, I fucked her doggy-style, and kept her blindfolded while I did it. I still don’t think she knows “Uncle Luca” was watching.

Luca’s got maybe fifty pounds on me. He’s Mafia through and through, his family going back to the old country, where I assume they took care of Marchetti dirty work since the fucking stone age.

Sammi yawns when the meal is over, and I can tell it’s not for show. She’s beat, and if there’s one thing I always do, it’s watching out for her well-being.

“Time for bed, baby girl?” I ask, patting her knee under the table. I let my hand glide a little higher on her thigh, thinking about the way those bikini briefs outlined her pussy in the hall earlier.

She nods. “I’ll load the dishwasher first. That way, you and Uncle Luca can carry on talking. Or play cards or something.”

I shake my head. “No, Sammi. I’ll load the dishwasher. You need to get some sleep. I’ll help you shower, then tuck you in, come on.”

I take her hand and help her to stand, drawing a quick breath through my teeth when I get a glimpse of that tight little cunt in the bikini. I swear the fabric is as damp right now as it was when we came in earlier, and I’m starting to reassess my assumption that she’d only just gotten out of the pool.

As we head out of the room, I let my free hand slide down her back, my thumb pulling at the waistband of her bathing suit bottoms as my fingers drift lower to cup her beautiful little ass. She wriggles, and I slide two fingers over, pushing them between her legs.

Fuck.

“You’re a bit sticky, Sammi,” I whisper as I lean down to her ear.

“And achy, Daddy,” she agrees. “Is that bad?”

I shake my head. “No, baby. Your greedy little pussy just wants Daddy’s cum, that’s all. It’s making its own because it doesn’t have mine in there.”

“Maybe... In the shower...”

I nod, turning my head. “Luca, you good here for a few while I get Sammi tucked up in bed?”

“Sure. I can load the dishwasher,” Luciano says with a chuckle. “You load whatever you need to load upstairs.”

Sammi raises her arms as I turn back around. “Carry me, Daddy?”

I lift her into my arms, pulling her softness against me, her little body cradled in the crook of both arms as I carry her through the penthouse to our bedroom.

“Daddy,” she whispers and smiles as I wiggle my fingers on her nipple as we walk.

“Yes, baby?”

“Your cock is poking my bottom.”

I nod, frowning in mock concern. “I know, baby. You do that to me every time. It’s why Daddy has to keep on fucking you, because you tease him like you do. You made me hard like a naughty girl.”

“Will you fuck me tonight?” she asks hopefully.

“I’ll give you special kisses in the shower. But Uncle Luca would be bored on his own. I’ll fuck you like a good little slut in the morning, I promise.”

“Morning?” She scoffs, clenching her jaw and making an angry face. “That’s too long.”

“I decide what’s too long. You need your sleep. You’ll do as you’re told, and you’ll get fucked when I say you’ll get fucked.”

“Hrmph.” She crosses her arms as I ease us into the primary suite, the wall of windows showing off the skyline and the fading blue sky.

It takes a hell of an effort to resist.

I don’t miss the sly little grin before she turns her eyes away, but I put it down to Sammi being Sammi. She’s a playful girl, and for all her sleepiness, she can’t get enough of Daddy’s cock.

That’s just as well, because I’ll never get enough of her pussy, either.


Chapter 3

I get her tucked in, and she’s breathing slow and steady when I pull the bedroom door closed as softly as I can, standing there in the hall for a moment.

I’m not sure why I resisted her tonight. I gave in when I insisted she take a quick shower to wash off the chlorine from the pool, because that is not healthy for her hair or her skin.

She nearly started crying, saying her pussy was so achy, so I relented and let her suck me off, and I ate her out and played with her nipples until she orgasmed once, then tucked her into bed, pouting and begging for Daddy’s dick in her still achy little girl parts.

I kissed her bow-shaped lips, told her to be a good girl and have sweet dreams, and she was half asleep by the time I got to the door.

In a way, I loved leaving her needy. I want her desperate and horny for me twenty-four seven, and training her little mind to be my own little greedy slut takes restraint on my part from time to time.

Back in the hallway, I know Sammi’s already dead asleep, but I can’t stop thinking about how her little hand worked its way down inside her panties just as I closed the door. 

I knew the things I’d been doing to, and with, her were taking a lot out of her, and she has school tomorrow, so making sure she’s rested is more important than my demanding dick right now.

“Hey, Phil?” Luciano’s gruff voice comes from behind me, and I turn to find him standing in the archway leading from the bedrooms to the rest of the penthouse.

I nod. “On my way. You want to play a few rounds of cards?” I ask as we start to walk back toward the kitchen.

He shakes his head as we go, and I raise my eyebrows, processing everything that’s happened so fast with my daughter.

“I found this note,” he says, holding up a sheet of white notebook paper. “It was taped to the fridge, right next to the dishwasher. Pretty sure it was meant for you.”

I recognize Sammi’s writing immediately, but Luca looks…perplexed. Whatever is on there can hardly be a surprise to the man who jerked off while watching me fuck my daughter through a two-way mirror in a sex club last week.

“What’s it say?” I step back through the swinging door to the kitchen, seeing that Luca’s cleaned up all the dishes, then turn and rest my ass against the edge of the granite and cross my arms.

Luciano licks his lips, and hell, I’m not looking, but I can’t miss the way his pants are bulging. He clears his throat, rubbing one hand on top of his bald head while the other holds the note, shaking slightly, then he reads, “I won’t ever know what you do while I’m sleepin’, but that’s okay, because I know you wouldn’t ever do anything to hurt your little girl. If I wake up and things are all sticky…oh well, night night, Daddy.”

My breathing is ragged. Ice water running through my veins.

She taped it to the fridge, which means she wanted me to find it tonight, after she went to bed.

“Shit,” I mutter. “Man, you gotta go.  I have things to do—”

Luciano nods, but his jaw is set hard, and there’s sweat beading on his upper lip. “Fair enough. Unless… Well, you didn’t mind me watching the other night, maybe—”

We both stand there, looking at each other, and he’s right. In fact, I liked it. Showing her off. And so did Sammi.

“Watching,” I bark, already planning what comes next as my balls turn to lead weights between my legs. “No touching. Jerk off all you want, but you keep your distance, clear? And you don’t fucking tell anyone.”

He nods. “Keep my hands off of Sammi, got it.” He reaches for the handle of the refrigerator and swings it open, trying to act nonchalant. He scans the shelves, then looks over at me, scratching his temple. “And Phil?”

“Yeah?”

“You know your fridge is filled with strawberry milk?”

***

I cross the room quietly in the glow from the new strawberry-shaped nightlight in the bedroom, watching her chest rise and fall under a fluffy pink blanket with every breath. She’s had the decorators add a canopy over the bed, hung with dim fairy lights along each side, and there’s a vanity stocked entirely with glittery lip gloss, with a soft white chair that resembles a throne.

And a desk that’s scattered with her textbooks, and an open notebook with paper that matches the kind from the note on the refrigerator.

If my masculinity wasn’t firmly planted down in my DNA, I might be uncomfortable or pissed at her decorating style.

But, instead, pink has become my favorite fucking color. Not just because of the décor, but because the shades that cover the house remind me of her perfect little nipples and her slick pink pussy.

The curve of my daughter’s tits is obvious, even under the pink blanket, her face peaceful and serene in sleep. I hear Luciano lower himself into the chair where I pointed when we came in, instructing him with my eyes that he was to sit there and stay there.

I work my way to her sleeping form and lower myself to the edge of the mattress.

My stepdaughter stirs, and I hold my breath as she moans, turns onto her side, and falls back asleep.

I reach out and trail my hand over the curve of her hip, smoothing the covers down over her. Her gentle curves indent under my fingertips. I can’t believe how lucky I am that I get to have this girl as both my daughter and my sexual obsession.

She moans and rolls her hip as I touch it, pushing herself into my rough palm.

She wants this. She wants me to do this. Did she put the note there before or after I got home with Luciano?

My cock is ten kinds of hard inside my pants as I start to unbutton my shirt. As I look down at Sammi, then at myself, even in the semi-darkness, my chest is covered in scars. Some I’ve had since I was a kid, others are more recent, but every single one has a story to tell. There are tattoos, too. Some professionally done, others from when I was a stupid punk working my way up the ladder in the organized crime world, but they all tell the story of my life up until now.

I need to add a new one. A ragged, broken heart stitched together with thread that spells out S-A-M-M-I.

And one on Sammi just above the V of her mound.

Property of Daddy.

I stow that thought for now and unfasten my belt, then unbutton my pants. I don’t even glance at Luciano. He’s the silent observer, and if he so much as breaks my concentration, he knows I’ll kick him out, and there will be no more hot voyeurism in his future.

I’m stripped down to my boxers when I pull the covers back and gently ease in beside her, scooting up close until her soft warmth is against my hardness. But Sammi is long gone to dreamland, and I know when she’s out like this, she doesn’t wake up when I come to bed.

I stroke her beautiful dark hair, unfastened and wild around her face, spreading over the pillow. It smells of her strawberry shampoo where I helped her wash and condition it in the shower, so it wouldn’t get tangled from her swim earlier.

In my mind, I remember her down on her knees in the en-suite wet room, stroking Daddy’s cock with both hands while she opened wide and sucked me off, eyelashes glistening with shower water. I shot my load all over her face and hair, and we had to wash it a second time.

And then I lifted her onto the bathroom counter, pushed her legs wide, and returned the favor before I helped her to dress.

When I kiss her cheek, she doesn’t stir. “Good girl, Sammi,” I whisper, still stroking her hair. “You just be good and let Daddy lie here next to you. That’s all, just like I used to snuggle you and keep you warm.”

I slide closer, pressing my hairy chest to her back, her cotton nightdress smooth and soft against my hard angles. She curls her body, shaping it to mine, her ass pressing against my hard cock.

Stroking down her side makes her shiver in her sleep. She’s always been ticklish. I used to tease her with it when she was younger. Even through the cotton, she tries to wriggle away from my touch, but I drape my arm around her and hold her in place.

She moans and settles back again, ass wriggling until my cock nestles between the two cheeks.

“That feels nice,” I murmur, the throbbing down low in my gut getting fucking distracting. “Daddy’s cock has somewhere soft and warm to be.”

She doesn’t respond. She just lets out a contented sigh as I kiss her neck.

I stroke her hip again, trailing my fingers over the cotton. I let it lift as I drag my fingertips up, gathering the fabric into my fist and pulling it up to bare her flesh. She doesn’t stir as I stroke the curve of her waist, her stomach, right up to her bare tits.

My dick throbs as I get a handful of my daughter’s breast, finding the nipple soft at the peak.

“Mmm…” she moans, but doesn’t wake.

“Shhh,” I hush her, stroking my thumb over the bud. “Daddy’s here.”

I stroke a little harder, enjoying the way my daughter’s nipple begins to harden as her hips roll, ass clenching around my shaft. I thrust just once, sliding my dick through the cleft of her little girl ass, boxers adding friction as I use her for my pleasure.

“That’s a good girl,” I whisper. “Your little nipple is a bit swollen, though, baby. You want Daddy to kiss it better?”

I swear I hear her mumble some sound of agreement, but it’s likely my imagination.

I push the covers down, revealing her torso, the nightgown askew as it’s pulled up on one side to expose her tit. I kiss her neck where it meets her shoulder, then kiss her arm, then the side of her breast. Finally, I lean over and latch onto my daughter’s nipple, sucking it gently and listening to her slow, even breathing.

She moans and wriggles again, sending a throb to my balls as I roll my tongue over her hard little peak. I stroke her stomach while I do, teasing myself by reaching down, then pulling back before I can touch the waistband of her panties, and up to cup her breast, holding it steady while I kiss the nipple and squeeze the weight of the flesh.

Sammi arches, pushing her upper body against me as her butt cheeks squeeze around my dick.

I keep my voice barely a whisper. “You like that, baby? That kiss make your nipples feel any better?”

The slow clapping sound of Luciano starting to masturbate behind me reminds me he’s here and adds to the forbidden horniness gathered in my belly. Call me sick, but it makes me hot knowing he’s watching me violate my teenage daughter, but he can’t touch.

To have this kind of power, to know that he’d give his right nut to be in my position right now, feels like being a fucking king.

“Such a good girl, telling Daddy it was okay if he did this to you in your sleep. You know Daddy only wants the best for his little girl, don’t you, Sammi?”

She rubs her thighs together. I feel the movement through every nerve ending in my dick, squeezed between the two perfect halves of my daughter’s perfect ass.

“What’s the matter, baby girl? Something the matter with your pussy?” She moans, and I slide my hand down. “Daddy’s just going to check it. It’s just a dream, baby.”

My stepdaughter’s softness calls to my hands. She’s tiny but womanly, and I enjoy every inch of her full figure as my hand strokes over her stomach, feeling the little indent of her belly button, then down lower, lower, toward the heat she keeps hidden from the rest of the world.

Well, most of the time.

Her breathing changes as my fingers slide closer, and I kiss her cheek. “Stay in those sweet dreams, baby, I just have to make sure there’s nothing we need to worry about. Shhhh, good girl.”

Her warm thighs are clamped tight, making it harder to get to her cunt, and I have to shove my hand downward to get where I’m going.

She winces in her sleep, but I kiss her cheek and lick the shell of her ear, whispering softly as I drag her legs apart to give me access, then shift my body and push my knee into the gap to hold them open.

“Oh, good girl. Always letting Daddy check you over without crying. I’m so proud of you. I’ll be done soon, just keep dreaming of all the sweet things…”

I slowly trail a finger up the inside of her thigh, and hear her whimper. Luciano grunts in the background, but I’m too far gone, because, fuck… Sammi’s soft, hot little cunt is so wet. She’s soaked through her panties, and as I stroke a fingertip along her slit through them, her whimpers get louder.

“It’s okay, baby girl, it’s okay. You’re very wet. Why are you so wet, Sammi? You must be dreaming naughty dreams about Daddy’s special kisses or how he taught you to make his cock feel so good when he needs to relax inside you. You really are such a good little girl for me.”

I raise my hand, bringing it to my face so that I can inhale that sweet, savory scent, then lick each finger clean. My heart hammers, blood rushing south as her breathing turns heavy.

Fuck, she tastes as good as the first time. And there’s so much of her juice, I have a fleeting thought of milking her pussy, saving it, and keeping it around for when she’s not handy.

I reach back down, thrusting my dick through the valley of her ass as I press my fingers against my stepdaughter’s warm little cunt.

“So wet, baby. That’s no good. How can you sleep with your panties so wet? I’m going to pull them down for you, okay? That will feel much better, I promise.”

She murmurs something in her sleep, the words barely audible and certainly incomprehensible, but sending a rush of blood to my cock.

Her body is so pliant, even in sleep, doing exactly what Daddy tells her to do. She rolls her hips as I push at her waistband, helping me to wriggle the wet panties down her thighs. She doesn’t wake, she’s just that obedient that her body responds without argument.

I push my own boxers down, both our underwear wrapped around our thighs now, and kiss the back of her neck.

“Is that better, baby girl? See, now your little pussy can get as wet as it likes without ruining your panties. Daddy’s just going to slide his dick back where it was.” I ease my cock up between her butt cheeks again, motorboating her ass as I move back and forth, back and forth.

I finger her and scoop up that slick lube she’s making and I’ve already decided what comes next.

“Good girl.” I hum as I use her juices to lube up my cock, and spread a copious amount including some of my spit on her tight puckered little back door. I’ve been training her for anal with my fingers and a plug and she’s so soft and relaxed…

I need in there. Now’s the time.

On the next thrust up, the tip of my cock catches in her tight little asshole, it’s slick and ready, I can feel it as it loosens just the slightest amount.

I clench my muscles and with controlled, slow pressure, press it harder against the resistance. Sammi moans, but I don’t stop.

“Oops. Sorry, baby, looks like Daddy’s cock wants in there. I can’t help it, Sammi. If you didn’t have such an inviting, tight, round ass I might control myself.” I apply gentle, constant pressure, a little harder, feeling the hole spread, lubricated even more by the pre-cum dripping like a faucet from the tip of my dick.

I know Luciano is watching. I know he’s jerking himself raw at the sight because I can hear the slap, slap, slap of his hand.

“Your pussy loves it though, I think,” I hiss, feeling her ass cheeks clench around my cock and licking at the nape of her neck, that special spot that’s connected to her other parts because when I do, her body opens to me a bit more.

I thrust against my daughter’s ass as I return my fingers to her cunt, enjoying the feel of soft, wet heat. Cupping her, I start to grind the heel of my hand against her pubic bone as I slide two fingertips along her sensitive little lips. She moans, clenching her ass against my dick as I work her.

“Good girl,” I whisper. “You like Daddy’s dick in your ass, don’t you, Sammi? Even just a little bit, like I’ve been training you for this. You like his fingers on your cunt, too, I think. All your little girl holes are mine now.”

I strum her hard little clit, and she whimpers, back arching which forces her ass back on my cock and the swollen crown pops through the tight ring of muscle.

Holy shit. I’m in my daughter’s ass. It feels so fucking good I nearly bellow like a warrior conquering a kingdom.

I hold steady, breathing through clenched teeth as she wiggles slightly for a second, then settles back into steady, slow breathing, her body clamping around my cock like a steel band.

We stay like that, me in her hot little ass, fingers in her pussy which is gushing into my palm, her on her side soft and lost in dreamland.

“Daddy can’t resist his little girl. I’m sorry I have to do this, but I can’t stop, baby. You make me so hard.”

When I kiss her neck this time, I scrape my teeth along the flesh. She shifts slightly, taking an inch more of dick in her ass when she does as I glide my tongue down her neck, and her breathing returns to normal.

My fingers move faster now, back and forth, squeezing the hood around her clit just to hear the hitch in her breath as I do it.

I enjoy fucking her ass. I haven’t been fully inside it yet, but I will. I’ve been easing her into it, just pushing the tip inside like I am now, but she kept tightening up, her nerves getting the better of her.

In sleep, she relaxes and lets me in, I cock my hips and push. It’s the next best thing to going deep, feeling the soft, smooth skin embracing my shaft as I push the head forward and back, building the friction as her body takes more and more into that tight sweet ass of hers.

“Such a tired baby,” I tell her. She’s so fucking wet, it’s a wonder that she’s stayed asleep. “You need your sleep, don’t you, Sammi? You always did. Daddy knows. You just sleep while Daddy strokes you and holds you. Don’t worry if my fingers slip inside and I push my big dick into your bottom. I don’t mean to do it, baby, it’s just an accident.”

I stroke my fingertip through her slit, brushing on her clit that’s poking out and begging for attention. She moans, and I push back as I thrust my hips. I kiss my daughter’s neck and put a little more pressure between her legs, sliding inside just a little.

“See, Sammi? Just an accident.”

My fingertip goes deeper, as my dick stays lodged in her from behind and her cunt clenches around the intrusion. Wet warmth seeps down my finger, and I want to taste it. Fuck, I need to taste it.

I bring my hand back to my mouth and take a deep breath of the glorious scent, then suck my finger clean again, thinking of rolling her on her back and getting my face down there, giving her a nice, sleepy Daddy-kisses special orgasm.

I’d spend my days between my stepdaughter’s legs for the rest of my life, letting her cum on my face like a fountain.

“How are you so delicious?” I rasp, moving my hips now in a slow rhythm and her body shakes as she exhales a sleepy sigh.

I return my fingers to the spot between her legs and slide inside her to the knuckle continuing to introduce her tight ass to getting fucked.

Jesus, she’s feel so fucking good, I’m not gonna last. I move my hand back and forth as I move my dick in and out between her ass cheeks, humping her from behind, using her body for my enjoyment as every few breaths she pauses, and so do I, then relaxes, and I go right back to violating her for my own dark pleasure.

Sliding my middle finger inside, along with my first, I penetrate her tightness, and her body rewards me with a gush of wet warmth. “See? Your body likes it. That gives me all the permission I need.”

I open her up and curl my fingers against the front of her cunt, her tight little pussy clenching around them as I move faster, harder.

“You can come, Sammi,” I hiss against her ear, turning slightly to catch Luca’s eyes. He’s intensely staring, and I avoid the movement of his hand, turning my face back into Sammi’s hair.  “It’s okay. Daddy doesn’t mind. That’s what grown-up girls do, and it means you like what Daddy’s doing to you.”

She rolls her hips, her thighs rubbing, trying to bring herself more pleasure. Every thrust of my hand is met with one of my cock head in the tight little bud of her ass, as I feel my own need building. Her moans are becoming more desperate, and I wonder if she’ll be able to sleep through an orgasm.

“Come for Daddy. That’s it, baby, you’ll feel much better after. Daddy might come right along with you because you are such a sweet, sleepy good girl.”

Her wet panties are still around her thighs, my boxers around mine, as I finger fuck her faster and harder pushing in and out of her ass at the same time.

She whimpers, her breath now an unsteady rhythm as I grind my palm against her, adding friction to her clit as I stuff her full of my digits, feeling the pressure and movement of my cock on the other side of the barrier inside.

Her sloppy pussy is gushing and slicking my balls and seeping back to coat the base of my shaft while I pinch her clit and bang her full and deep into her tight ring.

Her soft ass cheeks meet my pelvis with each upward thrust as I bit into my lip and clench my teeth from the blinding pleasure. Her wet pussy hole accepting and rewarding me with more and more of her wet arousal.

She starts to moan and shake.  Her soft little body quivers, her muscles tighten, and she pushes her head back and throws her arms up with an orgasmic groan.

Slick warmth spills over my hand, soaking me, soaking the sheet. Her body undulates around my cock, squeezing and releasing as her pleasure flows through her in her sleep.

My little girl is a squirter, and I feel the spray ruin the sheets as a cracked whimper tears from her throat.

God, it’s too good, too much. Her tightness clenching around my intruding fingers and the deep penetration from behind, I see stars and bury my face into her neck.

My balls seize, and I release a load right up her ass. The sticky thickness eases the way for my dick, and I thrust harder, enjoying the way her writhing body squeezes my shaft as I fuck her through my own cum.

“Good girl, Sammi,” I pant as the last spurts jerk from my balls upward and fill her back door with a hot load of Daddy’s cream. “Does that feel better? Your body needed that, I think.”

I hear Luciano’s grunt from behind me with muttered curses, and the sound of tissues being pulled from the box beside him.

I continue to stroke Sammi up and down, giving her ripe tits some attention with my wet fingers as my dick softens slightly still lodged tightly up her ass.

I push my body up, slowly turn her face my way and kiss her, soft and warm through the next few minutes as her body calms down.

Her breathing returns to the deep, even inhale-exhale of sleep, and I dip my fingers into her soaking opening.

I lick my fingers again, unable to resist the taste of my little girl’s release, but I leave my dick exactly where it is.

Ten minutes later, Luciano stands and leaves the room in silence, and I hear the elevator doors ping as they open, then rumble closed as he leaves.

And I snuggle against my daughter, pulling her in tight I ease my dick from her body, my sticky release seeping from her tight ass as I bask in how lucky I am and think about what comes next. 


Chapter 4

“You okay, baby?” I ask as I drink my coffee on the rooftop terrace, overlooking our private pool and the city beyond, the morning light glittering off the wide expanse of the Detroit River.

Sammi nods, but she wriggles her ass against the seat, looking like a middle-aged man’s wet dream in her school clothes.

It’s not assembly day at the university she attends, but she’s wearing her plaid skirt and a white blouse with those fucking white knee socks and black loafers. Her dark hair is pulled up into two ponytails that look like fuck-me handlebars.

“My bottom is a little sore, Daddy,” she says. “It was a bit… I had to wash it more in the shower this morning. There was something stuck on it. And… other places.”

“Other places?”

“You know where I mean, Daddy.” She rolls her eyes. “I think I must have had a lot of dreams. I’m still tired this morning. Did you and Uncle Luca have fun last night after I fell asleep?”

My cock swells thinking about taking her ass for the first time while she slept. I don’t know about Luciano, but I’m guessing it’s a yes from us both. “We found ways to pass the time,” I say, playing into her little game.

“I like Uncle Luca.”

“Me too, baby. Probably the one man in this world I trust the most.”

She pushes her plate away with her eggs and bacon only half finished. At a single frown from me, she pulls it back, watching me sheepishly from under her brows as she takes another bite. “Are you driving me to school again, Daddy?”

“Sure, baby. But no trying to make Daddy do things that will make him late for work.”

“Like what?”

I give her a look, and she giggles.

“Okay, Daddy. I’ll be a good girl.”

“That’s what I’m afraid of. I’ve got a lot of work to do today, and so does Uncle Luca. I’ll be late home tonight, so will you be able to get yourself dinner? You can order in if you like, just this once.”

I normally insist on home cooking. Too many takeout dinners aren’t good for my daughter’s health. But an occasional treat isn’t going to ruin her, and I’ll be happy knowing she’s had something substantial. Sammi’s a great cook, but she doesn’t like cooking for one.

She nods. “Okay. Do you want me to order extra for you… And for Uncle Luca?”

“No, baby. We’ll get something while we’re out. You want Uncle Luca to be here tonight as well?”

She shrugs one shoulder. “I don’t mind. I’ll probably be asleep when you get home anyway, so I’ll never know. You’ll tuck me in, though, won’t you, Daddy?”

She stands, clearing her dish away as she heads in through the floor-to-ceiling glass door, her long, thick thighs on full display under the hem of her short little skirt. I shift against my chair, trying to tame my hard-on as I watch her ass sway as she goes.

“Always, baby,” I tell her. “Every night, from now until eternity.”

She gives me a sheepish smile and opens her legs, taking her last sip of orange juice. “It’s sore, and I think you should check it really quick. Just in case something is wrong.”

I see her scrap of white panties are soaked, so I nod. “Okay, Daddy needs to get off quick before work. I can’t walk around hard like this all day. Bend over and pull your panties to the side. I’m going to fuck you really quick before school.”

“Yes, please!” She jumps up, flips up her skirt, and bends over the long buffet next to the table, then reaches down between her legs and tugs her panties aside as I stand and lower my zipper, freeing my erection and giving it a couple of strokes.

I line up behind her ass, bend my knees slightly to get lined up, then notch the tip at her sloppy little opening.

“That’s a good girl. Just be quiet and let Daddy finish. I’m going to come inside you so you can feel Daddy with you all day at school.”

I’m throbbing to fuck her full of me again, her greedy cunt pulsing at the crown of my swollen dick as I push and invade her soft insides with my girth.

I want her screaming Daddy, because that makes me feel like a fucking God.

I ram my entire length into her fast and without notice, and she screams, wiggling back against me because I’m so deep at this angle, I’m damn near coming up her throat.

“It hurts,” she whimpers, but I keep fucking and grit my teeth.

“Sometimes you have to just be a good fuck hole and stand there and take it. Spread your legs a little more, I need in there deep.”

She does as she’s told, her pussy weeping all over me as I fill her up, faster, faster. “You’re soaking me, baby. You gonna come with Daddy?”

“I think so…” she whines, struggling to hold her panties to the side and take the abuse from my dick.

“You’ve got it all inside, baby. I’m proud of you, but I have to come now and get to work. Your slutty pussy is going to take my load.”

“It’s getting bigger inside me!” She cries as I watch her body gobble me up, her ass jiggling as I give her a few final, brutal strokes.

I clench my teeth, the knots in my back tightening as my balls cinch and her channel tightens around me.

“I want it.” She throws her head back. “I want your cum, Daddy. I won’t tell, I promise. Just come inside me and make me feel like your good girl.”

I roar and nut so hard, blackness takes my vision. I pump, pump, pump, and empty my sack into her soft warmth as her pussy grips me tight, and she turns to give me a smile over her shoulder.

“I love you, Daddy.”

I pull out, leaving her pussy gaping with my load of white cream at her entrance. Reaching down, I tug her panties from her fingers and press them into the mess between her legs, then land a hard smack on her bottom.

“You made Daddy late for work.” I tsk and shake my head. “Get your stuff and get in the car. No time to clean up, you’re just going to have to feel me dripping out of you all day. Now, go. Get your backpack. I’ll meet you in the car.”

***

I hope you and Uncle Luca both have fun tonight, Daddy. Just keep quiet, so that you don’t wake me. I’m soooo tired, I don’t think I’ll ever know either of you were here. But that’s okay. I know I can trust you both to take good care of me.

Sammi xo

Luciano is washing blood off his hands in the sink while I read it, and I hand him a towel when he’s done.

When we finished our last job, I turned to him in the car and just asked if he wanted to come over again.

I didn’t need to elaborate. We both knew what I meant, and he couldn’t have nodded faster.

I show him the note Sammi slipped into my jacket pocket after I picked her up at school and dropped her at the penthouse earlier, and his chest fills.

“She don’t mean what it sounds like she means?”

I nod. “Sammi said something to me this morning. Not in so many words. Probably afraid I’d be mad about it.”

“Are you? ‘Cause I ain’t here to tread on no toes, Phil. Say the word, I’m out that door.”

I meet his eyes. This is a step further than I would normally be comfortable with, but Luciano and I are so close, he’s like a brother.

Of course, I never actually had a brother. Growing up, it was just me, Mom, and Dad, and then just me and Mom. When she overdosed, I was twelve years old, and after that, it was foster homes and getting fucked over and stabbed in the back.

But Luciano?

He’d walk over hot coals for me, and I’d do the same for him. And my daughter is the light of my life. If this is what she wants, then who am I to deny it?

“Mi casa es tu casa,” I tell Luciano with a nod. “Don’t want to keep my stepdaughter waiting, do we?”

We don’t say another word as we head down the corridor to the bedroom. As soon as I push the door open, I can see Sammi spread out face-down across the bed, the covers and her pink fluffy blanket thrown aside as she lies there in her little cotton nightgown that just barely covers her ass. There’s a glimpse of white panties under the hem, enough to get my cock thickening inside my pants.

“Sweet fucking girl,” Luciano says beside me. “Look at her, hugging her little teddy bear like that.”

I nod, but I don’t reply. Sammi’s face is pressed into the pillow, but she’s got her brand-new teddy clutched tight against her chest. I bought it for her when I brought her here to the penthouse, and she obviously needed the company when she went to bed tonight.

Her dark hair has fallen across her face, and I cross the room, taking a seat beside her on the bed to brush it back.

“I get first taste,” I grunt in the darkness at Luciano.

He doesn’t respond. He doesn’t need to. It wasn’t a question.

“Hey, baby girl,” I whisper to my daughter, stroking her head. “Guess you were too sleepy to wait up, huh? That’s okay. Me and Uncle Luca are here, and we’re both going to tuck you in. Remember how, last night, you got so wet between your legs? Well, why don’t I just take those panties off so they don’t get ruined, huh?”

I stand, ignoring Luciano as I move to the end of the bed.

“Shhh,” I whisper as I take hold of her ankles, her fluffy little ankle socks soft under my rough palms as I spread her legs. Sammi murmurs in her sleep, but doesn’t stir as I push her legs apart and lean down between them.

I kiss the inside of her leg, moving up, the back of her knees, her thighs.

She whimpers, tries to wriggle, but I have her held tight.

“Daddy gets to taste you first, baby, because Daddy is the one who raised you. I helped make you into the sweet little girl you are, so it’s only fair that I get to go first every time. Uncle Luca’s jealous of that, though, so you’re going to have to be nice to him as well. We have to take care of our guests, don’t we, Sammi? We have to give them nice things, even the things we’d like to keep for ourselves.”

I kiss the back of her upper thigh, where the crease of her ass is visible, then her butt, where the elastic of her panties indents the soft, luscious flesh. Sammi’s breath hitches as I move along the panty line, down her ass, and then gently pull her panties down over her round butt.

She shivers when I put my mouth back on her ass, kissing so close to her back entrance, the temptation to rim her is almost overwhelming. But I move lower.

“Daddy…” she whispers in her sleep.

“I’m here, baby. I’m right here.”

Even in the dim light of her nightlight, I can see how glistening wet her cunt is already. Her lips fold back against her core so prettily, and I just take a moment to admire how beautiful my daughter’s pussy is.

Shaved clean, spread out like a buffet, she’s such a work of art that even I, without an artistic bone in my body, could probably paint a masterpiece from what I’m seeing.

My dick is hard, and I don’t even realize I’m doing it as I lower my zipper and get my fist wrapped around the shaft. Giving it a few pumps is enough, though, I just need the moment’s relief while I watch my daughter’s snatch.

I lower my mouth to her, pushing my nose into the cleft of her ass so that my whole mouth can clamp over her delicious cunt.

I groan as I drag my tongue through her slit, feeling her shift just a little as it glides over her clit, then up, up, towards her ass. I pull away and smack my lips. “Fucking glorious,” I mutter, before diving right back in.

She moans as I lick her again, her voice muffled against the pillow.

I hold her tight, my thumbs digging into the crease between her ass and legs as I shove my tongue in harder. She’s so sweet, so savory. It’s a different flavor from the one when she was on her period, when we gave everyone a show in the sex club. This is Sammi at her creamiest as I suck against her pussy, shoving my tongue into her entrance and feeling her squirm.

“Hey, sweetheart, your Daddy’s just got to kiss you down there real quick,” Luciano croons as he steps around to the head of the bed. “You just hug your teddy bear and don’t worry, we’re both here to take care of you.”

I pull her clit into my mouth, rolling my tongue over it, and Sammi squirms as I hear the rasp of Luciano lowering his zipper.

“How about I give you something to suck on, to make it all feel better, huh, little girl?” He’s murmuring in the darkness, and I take hold of my dick as I eat her out, starting to jerk off. “That’s my favorite niece. Just open your mouth a little further for Uncle Luca, baby. Oh, fuck… Oh, Jesus, attagirl.”

I hear the wet, slurpy sounds as my best friend gets my daughter to suck him off.

As the bed begins to creak with his movements, I focus all my attention on getting my daughter off. I swirl my tongue over her clit, enjoying the flavor, the smell. I pin her down, pushing her thighs further apart and pulling her against my face.

My tongue slides inside her easily now, and I relish every intrusion as I lick along her glorious, pulsing slit. “Good girl,” I whisper. “Daddy’s here, and Uncle Luca’s here. Daddy’s gonna eat his fill. You keep tight hold of your teddy and keep your eyes closed.”

Her breath rasps through her nose as the sloppy sounds of her mouth being used fill the bedroom. It drives me on, and I shorten my licks, concentrating on her clit as her hips wriggle and buck, trying to wrench out of my grip.

I taste her orgasm as I hear a high-pitched moan from her stuffed mouth. Luciano curses, and I dimly glimpse him thrusting inside her as my mouth is covered in my baby girl’s squirting cum. I swallow it down, keeping on licking, and feel a second orgasm almost crash right over the first.

Her thighs tremble in my grip, the mattress squeaking with a combination of my daughter’s and my best friend’s movements. I pull back only enough to shove two fingers into her pulsing cunt, dragging them in and out as I continue licking her lower lips, right up close to her ass.

Sammi whimpers, Luciano grunts low, and in the dim light, I see his cum spill out around her lips.

He pulls out, and Sammi pulls back on a choking gasp. “Daddy?”

“Right here, baby girl,” I tell her.

“What’s all over my mouth, Daddy?”

“You were drooling in your sleep. You were having a dream, and you were making noises. What were you dreaming about, baby?”

“I… I don’t… It’s embarrassing, Daddy.” I hear the playfulness in her voice, even sleepy as she is. She knows she’s teasing. She knows it’s a game. There’s no way she doesn’t see Luciano by the head of her bed, with his already-hardening dick in his hand as he listens to our conversation.

I climb up onto the end of the bed. The nightlight shows my daughter’s face glistening with Luciano’s cum as she licks her lips, and her cunt is glistening down below with a combination of my spit and her own release.

“Tell Daddy what you were dreaming about, baby. I promise, whatever it is, there’s no need to be embarrassed.”

I take hold of her thighs in a tight grip and turn her beneath me, putting her on her back. My daughter’s dark eyes watch me in the half light, Uncle Luca forgotten as he watches what’s happening.

“I dreamed I was…” She turns her face away, her hands going up to her tits, round and jutting out on the fabric of her nightgown. I unfasten my belt and push my pants right down around my knees as I kneel between her legs, then I lower my boxers. “I dreamed I was sucking on a cock, Daddy.”

“That’s okay, baby. Was it a nice dream?”

She nods, clutching her teddy bear close as she pinches her nipples and squeezes her tits through the cotton. “It was a nice dream, Daddy, but… I don’t think it was your cock I was sucking.”

“No?” I feign shock.

She shakes her head as I line my cock up with her dripping little cunt. “Well, I better give you a quick reminder of whose cock you serve.” I spit on my hand, then squeeze the head between my fingers, dragging my hand down the shaft, then back up.

My lips taste of her cum. My fingers are dripping with it. The head of my cock is swollen and red, even in the dim light. I reach down and stroke her hip, tracing the line of it as I fuck my other hand.

“Whose dick were you sucking in your dream, Sammi?” I ask her.

She shakes her head. “I don’t remember.”

“Tell Daddy the truth, baby girl. Daddy won’t be mad.”

I move forward, putting my cock against her entrance, just a little pressure. Her legs spread instinctively, inviting me inside as I push the head into her folds.

“It was… I think it was Uncle Luca’s cock, Daddy. I think, in my dream, I was sucking Uncle Luca’s cock. Does that make me a bad girl?”

I shake my head as I position myself. Luciano is still stroking himself. He curses under his breath as he jerks off, and Sammi must have heard him. She must recognize his rough voice. But she continues playacting like the good little girl she is.

“Uncle Luca is family,” I tell her. “It’s good to do things for family. You’re just a good little girl who wants to please everyone, aren’t you?”

She nods. “Yes, Daddy.”

“How could I ever be mad about that?” Her hips lift, rubbing her dripping pussy against my cock, trying to fuck me. “But I do get jealous, Sammi. That’s why I have to show you how much I love you. You understand that, don’t you, baby girl?”

“Yes, Daddy.” She licks her lips, and I know she’s tasting Luciano’s cum on them. “I’m always going to be your little girl, aren’t I?”

“Of course, baby.”

I push forward, and Sammi gasps as I slide the head of my cock between her lips, right into her entrance. Her warm, wet cunt is so ready and prepared, even my big fat cock is able to slide easily inside her.

Her body quivers, and she lets out a moan as I sink into her.

“Daddy?” Her voice cracks as I push in harder, sinking deeper.

“Yes, baby?”

“Are you going to make a baby with me tonight?”

“Would you like that, Sammi?”

She nods, wincing as I sink in deeper. With a final thrust, I sink home, burying myself in my daughter’s tight little pussy with a grunt of satisfaction. She moans as I move back and forth, her hands kneading her tits as Luciano watches on.

“I want it, Daddy,” she whimpers. “I want you to put a baby inside me. I want everyone at school to know I’m Daddy’s little whore, letting him fuck me every night until I’m pregnant.”

I fuck her hard. Jesus, the way she talks makes my balls clench so tight it’s painful. I slam home, going deeper, deeper, listening to her grunts as the breath is driven from her lungs.

“Daddy’s going to fill you right up, baby,” I tell her as her pussy grips around me, stroking me off inside her with every thrust. “I’m going to put my cum right up inside your womb. I’m going to drive it home. You remember how you had your period, and the blood was all over Daddy’s cock?”

She nods, her voice a quivering mess when she speaks. “Yes, Daddy.”

“Well, that means you’re ready, baby. You’re a big girl, and big girls can have babies of their own. Daddy’s going to keep filling you up with so much cum, when your body is ready, it will all take hold, and some of that cum is going to make a baby inside you. You want to see your belly big and round with our baby?”

“Yes… Oh… Yes, Daddy. I want it. Please!”

“Good girl,” I tell her, her cunt clenching around me as I thrust harder, faster.

Her breath is ragged now, the sound of it joining the sound of my balls slapping against her ample ass and the obscene noise of Luciano jerking his cock like there’s no tomorrow.

“You take Daddy’s cock so good, baby. I’m so proud of you.” I grunt, thrusting again, knowing she must be close now. “Such a good little girl.”

“I’m Daddy’s good girl,” she murmurs as I take hold of her hips and lift her ass up off the bed.

I put her half in my lap as I slam into her, over and over, her body trembling in my arms as her back arches, her belly curving up into the air.

“Good girls come on Daddy’s cock,” I tell her. “Nobody likes to talk about it, but it’s true, baby. Good girls don’t just let their daddies fuck them, they cream all over their daddies. And I know you squirt so prettily, Sammi. I know your body can do it.”

She nods. “Oh, Daddy… I’m close.”

I thrust inside her, again, again. Pump, pump, pump, slap, slap, slap.

My thumb finds her clit, and I stroke it hard, and she yelps, her voice quivering on the edge of a scream. I circle it as Luciano steps close to the edge of the bed. Sammi ignores him, her eyes barely open slits but fixed on mine as she moans and plays with her tits.

“Not on her teddy bear,” I growl, and Luciano knows that’s meant for him. He nods and sidesteps, aiming his cock at her bare stomach where the nightgown has drawn up during our activity.

My dick slams hard inside my daughter’s pussy as I work her clit. She moans, her legs trembling as she tries to hold back for as long as she can as her pussy grips me tight.

“Come on Daddy’s cock, baby girl,” I tell her. “Do it now.”

I pound into her.

“Yes, Daddy. I’m a good girl. You’re so deeeeeeep--”

“The best girl. My girl.” I slam inside her cunt, my balls crying out for release, but I refuse to let go before she does. “Come on Daddy’s cock like a good girl.”

I see the moment as it dawns on her eyes. Sammi’s body slams down, her pussy contracting around my shaft so hard she nearly shears my dick clean off as every muscle quivers with tension.

And then she screams.

It’s a full-on fucking scream, like she’s being murdered. It’s raw and unfiltered, filling the penthouse as her body spasms, and I feel the cream spilling out around my dick. I fuck her harder, her pussy so tight around me now that I can barely move. I see Luciano cum, droplets of white spattering my stepdaughter’s belly as I drag my cock back and forth, back and forth, my thumb still flicking her clit as her screams turn to a low wail.

And then I tip over the edge.

I fucking go blind as my balls seize up, and my cock delivers my load. I can hear myself murmuring, “Good girl. Such a good girl for Daddy.”

Her pussy milks me as I hold on tight to her hips, too tight, so tight I’ll leave bruises. My dick is so deep inside her, I’m surprised I can’t see it indenting her belly. I come so hard, I’m sure I must be taking root inside her. Sure I must be breeding my own daughter.

“Take it all, baby,” I tell her. “Good girls don’t waste a drop of Daddy’s cum.”

“I won’t waste it, Daddy. I want to be yours. I want to carry you around inside me.”

I move inside her until the pulsing need subsides, and then I collapse back onto my heels.

The room is empty besides me and my daughter, and I wonder when Luciano left as I lower Sammi back down onto the bed and near collapse beside her. I pull her into my arms, and she curls herself into me as I stroke her hair. She’s still holding her teddy bear, and he squishes between us.

I don’t miss the way her fingers are touching her belly. Is she playing with Luciano’s cum, or just imagining herself round with our baby?

I don’t know. I don’t care. I’m glad that she’s happy.

“Night night, Daddy,” she murmurs sleepily, and I kiss her forehead as I press my cock into the space between her thighs, already getting hard again for my little girl.

“Night night, Sammi,” I tell her. “Always stay as sweet as you are.”

What comes next for Sammi and Daddy? Probably something bad…to be continued HERE
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