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Chapter 1

A shred of light turning from night into morning sends a streak across the king-sized bed where I’ve tossed and turned all fucking night thinking of my daughter’s sweet young cunt that I finally tasted and fucked.

Okay, stepdaughter technically, but it’s semantics. I’m a bad man, and she’s made me both better.

And worse.

I tell myself she’s nineteen, an adult, making her own choices, like that somehow forgives my sins.

Fuck.

The navy-blue velvet comforter that covers me was a Christmas gift from Sammi last year. It has witnessed a thousand angry beat off sessions, each with her as the central character, inside these four walls of the primary suite in this ten-thousand-square-foot monster I built for us as a family after I married her mother.

Things have taken a turn, and there are some doors that only swing one way.

We crossed so many lines just last night on the pool deck with the Fourth of July fireworks going off in the sky above. Jesus, so many fireworks.

I fucked her virgin pussy hard, and she took load after load of my hot seed like a greedy little breeding babygirl for her Daddy. Afterward, I thought maybe I’d made a mistake, and she would hate me for what we’d done, but instead, she showed me just how much things had changed between us.

She sucked me off like a damn professional, her nipples tight, legs wide, and then with my mouth on her soft little pink nirvana, she came so hard and squirted so much, she soaked my face, her bed, and the fucking walls.

She tastes like sin and heaven, and her sloppy little girl pussy is going to be making Daddy’s cock happy every day from now on.

I throw my arm over my head and groan. My dick is throbbing, and my head is pounding. I didn’t sleep at all last night.

In fact, I haven't slept the whole night in nine years, since Sammi came into my life and the work I do stopped being something I could leave at the door.

Don’t get me wrong, I don’t have any moral discomfort with being an enforcer for the mob. In fact, it suits me well.

Looking at me, in my five-thousand-dollar suits, hair slicked back, clean-shaven, without a scar or missing tooth in sight, you wouldn’t suspect I could kill a man ten ways with my bare hands before he even gets his fists up.

It’s a gift, but the thought that someone like me might be sent here, or something from my past might harm Sammi, is a danger I carry in my chest like buckshot.

The bed feels too fucking empty as I kick the bedding away from my feet.

Susan used to complain about my restlessness when we shared a bed. She always slept like a log, especially after a night of tequila.

Her attitude, the drinking, and the fact that I never loved her had me considering divorce years ago, but I wouldn’t risk not having Sammi in my life, even before what’s started between us the last couple days. But now I know Sammi is a slut for her Daddy, she’s legal and can’t be taken from me, so the divorce is moving forward as fast as legally possible.

I glance at my phone on the nightstand. Sammi’s face on the screen makes my mouth water, the flavor of her sweet cunt still lingering. The phone shows it’s 5:02 am, and all I can think about is the tight hug of her tiny, freshly-fucked pussy, and it’s making my dick stand tall, ready to take her for another ride.

I consider what I’ve done, throwing my head back on the pillow and watching the slow turn of the ceiling fan. The thin gray light is turning brighter, pushing through the gap in the curtains. Outside, somewhere distant, a bird is making its case for the morning.

The hum of the house seeps through my haze as reality sharpens. Last night’s memories play over and over in my mind, and I can’t wait to have this—or some other house—for just us. To start our life together as more than father and daughter.

Until the divorce is official, though, Sammi and I need to be careful, because I don’t want her mother’s wrath to come down on her.

Now that my fat cock and sticky loads of cum have found Sammi’s pussy, if my soon-to-be ex does anything to hurt my little girl, I’m not sure I wouldn’t break my rule to never hit a woman.

We played the deviant games of daddy-daughter secrets, and god, when she squirted like a sex fountain? She thought something was wrong with her, and I assured her everything was perfectly right.

Fucking my daughter and eating her pussy might still fall under the column of very wrong things, but I’m a man obsessed, and there’s no coming back from where we are now.

Her tight cunt clamped down on my shaft like a vise, greedy for the thick invasion that made her scream and squirm and beg for Daddy to stop, even as her body said otherwise.

She milked me so fucking good, with her legs wrapped around my waist, calling me Daddy while her little fists pounded my shoulders, and I pounded her cervix. Perfect fucking girl. Best fuck of my life, bar none.

Now here I lie, light illuminating the bedroom walls, my fist already coiled around my thick meat inside my boxer shorts.

Fuck.

I start to pump, imagining her slick warmth, her moans replaying inside my mind. My Sammi. My stepdaughter. All mine now.

My balls tighten, feeling full again with so much cum, but I let go and ruin the end. No way am I going to waste a drop. She isn’t here, and the thought of my cum going anywhere except in her or on her is a crime.

I need to secure her to me, and that’s why Tony Russo, the Marchetti family’s lawyer, is fast-tracking the divorce.

I'm thinking about that when I hear a soft sound outside my bedroom door. Susan is likely still dead asleep in her own room, but maybe she heard me and Sammi, and she’s coming to confront me.

I don't move. I learned a long time ago to stay still and gather information first. So I listen. One set of footsteps, bare feet on hardwood.

Not my soon-to-be ex-wife.

I know her walk. And I know Sammi’s. I'd know it anywhere.

"Sammi." I keep my voice a low whisper.

There’s a beat of silence as my heart pounds against my chest wall, then her soft voice through the thick wooden door. "How did you know it was me?"

"You walk like you're trying not to wake the house up," I answer into the empty room, my eyes locked on the brass door handle as it moves only a fraction of an inch back and forth.

"I am trying not to wake the house up." Her little voice makes my mouth water. “Your door’s locked.”

I slip out of bed, my cock high and ready for her again.

“You should go back to bed,” I say, not meaning it as I cross the room and unlock the door. “I locked it because I didn’t want your mom coming in here to kill me in my sleep.”

Sammi giggles as she pushes the door open, and fucking hell… How am I supposed to resist her when she looks like that? Sleep-mussed hair, bright eyes, long, bare legs beneath the nightdress I put her to bed in.

I only have so much willpower. I wanted her addicted to my cock, and the gleam in her eyes tells me I’m well on the way to getting just that. 

“My babygirl needs her daddy?”

She smiles at me, and all I can think about is those full lips around my dick, sucking on me like a pacifier. I feel her warmth surrounding my cock.

Maybe I'm imagining it, but I don’t think so. She’s radiating heat, smelling like sex and ready to be pumped full of her daddy again. "I couldn’t sleep. Not all on my own. Are you going to make me go back to my room?"

I should. That's the calculation I run, quickly and honestly. Susan is down the hall behind one door and one wall. The distance between what happened last night and a catastrophic confrontation is measurable in floorboards and bad luck.

I should tell Sammi to go back to her own bed. I should tell her we'll talk later, in the kitchen, like rational adults who haven't just set fire to every boundary that was keeping things manageable.

There are lots of things I should do, but I’ve never been very good at obeying the rules, especially after having the best sex of my life with my daughter, so young and carefree and trusting of me.

She took my cock without fear or refusal. I already know I’m hell-bent on getting her pregnant as well, and that is fueling this constant state of horniness that is clouding my judgment. I can’t even think about how much I want to suck on her milky tits once I knock her up and she starts lactating.

Shit. I’m fucking gone for my little girl.

"No," I say. “Come to Daddy, baby.”

She grins as I scoop her little form off the floor, mounting her on my hip like I did so many times over the years.

I knock the door closed with a kick and turn the lock, hoping that Susan’s usual laziness and hangover will keep her away from my room until long after Sammi and I are done.

Who am I kidding? We will never be done.

“Drink this.” I set her down on her feet, reaching to open the mini-fridge that’s concealed like a nightstand, and withdraw a bottle of electrolyte water. I unscrew the cap and hold it to her bow-shaped lips. “You’re still dehydrated from all the fucking and juice your little pussy has been making, and it’s a father’s job to make sure you are taken care of in every way. I’ll never stop doing that, even when I’m fucking you until you pass out. I’ll always remember to take care of your little body, too.”

She crinkles her nose, but she takes the water bottle from my hand and guzzles down a few loud swallows as she stares up at me like I’m her fucking god. She drinks half the bottle before I take it from her, and the vision of her drinking from a baby’s bottle suddenly hits me in the gut.

I’m not sure what that means, but my dick jumps up another inch at the image of her sucking on a pink bottle while I pull her onto my lap, easing my cock into her tight hole while she sucks the milk from the rubber nipple.

“Now, be truthful with me.” I try to release the image of her in her nightgown using my dick as a pacifier, but it’s no use. Sammi porn is playing in my head on a constant loop. “You came to my room because you want more of Daddy’s cock, didn’t you?”

I lean down and kiss her before letting her answer.

I climb back into bed, lifting the edge of the comforter before she slides in beside me, warm and soft, smelling of the clean cotton of the lacy white nightdress I put her in after cleaning her up with my tongue last night after she squirted, and for a moment neither of us says anything.

"Yes. I couldn’t stop thinking about all the funny feelings and how good it felt when you pushed all yourself inside me. But Mommy’s in the next room..." Sammi nods at the door, then climbs on her knees next to me on the mattress.

"I know, baby." I reach down between us, lifting the edge of her nightdress, trailing a fingertip along her thigh, then rubbing in a soft circle over her cotton-covered pussy.

"She’d be mad if she knew I was here with you. Just the two of us. All alone."

God, she’s beautiful here in the low light, sitting next to me with her teeth nibbling her lower lip, dark curls loose around her face. Nineteen years old, and looking at me with an expression that's half challenge, half something much more tender that she doesn't quite let herself show.

"Come here next to me, sweetheart,” I say, and wrap one arm around her waist. "We’ll need to be very quiet. Be a good girl and don’t wake Mommy up."

She smiles at that as I press my lips to her forehead. "I’m always a good girl, Daddy."

“And I’m always here when you need me,” I say, yanking her onto my lap. “Nowhere in the world I’d rather be.” My thumb grazes her cheek, and her smile widens.

Her gaze snaps to mine, those dark brown eyes flickering with all the newfound sensations I’ve given her to process since yesterday.

She reaches down between us and strokes her fingers over my hard-on, and I moan at the contact. My tented boxers are doing nothing to hide what she does to me. “I didn’t mean to… make you so uncomfortable, Daddy.”

She draws a shoulder to her ear, so sweet and shy, while she tickles my shaft like a little tease.

“It is uncomfortable, baby,” I murmur, jaw tightening as I cup her neck, thinking of just last night when I took her virginity, pushing and pushing until I got my entire length inside her, then just holding myself there, memorizing what it felt like to be inside my daughter’s tight young cunt, my dick leaking cum right against her womb. My voice shakes when I finish my thought, “There’s only one thing that will help me right now.”

Susan would have my balls if she walked in right now and found us like this. That danger is, honestly, a bit of a turn on. The thought of her finding me with my daughter. I wonder for a moment if it’s part of the appeal for Sammi.

I don’t mind. Seriously, I don’t give a fuck if all this is for her is a way of getting back at her mother for all the snide comments and the lack of mothering over the years. I still get to have this, and if she thinks I’m letting her go, she’s wrong. I reach up and pinch her nipple through the fabric of her nightgown, and her cheeks blush pink as her soft little ass wiggles on my lap.

“You’re achy down in your special parts, aren’t you?” I chuckle when she nods shyly, but I keep pinching her nipple and rubbing that nub through her panties. I can’t keep my hands off her. I can’t wait until we have our own house, and she can run around naked all day. I’ll take my fill of her whenever I want. “Did you know that once your pussy got a good taste of your father’s cum, it would want more and more?”

Her blush deepens as she shakes her head. “It just feels like it misses you down there. I don’t care that it hurts a little, I just need more.”

“Well, that’s natural.” I shift up against the headboard and drag her body up with me, watching her lick her lips. “Daddy has a big cock, and it needs a tight pussy like yours. You like that Daddy is so big, and he has to hold you down so he can get inside you, don’t you?”

She nods, blinking, still stroking my length through my boxers.  “I know you have to do things like that sometimes. I try to be brave.”

“Yes, you are brave. You have to just breathe and hold your hands over your mouth while I hurt you down there, but then after it will feel good. You have to always trust Daddy to take care of you, but you need to do things for me, too. That’s only fair, right?” I brush my fingers over the growing wet spot in her panties and try to steady my breath.

“What do you need, Daddy?” she asks, fingers squeezing around my shaft as she shifts closer. Her hips tilt instinctively, and she starts rocking, her hand leaving my erection to rest over my heart as the wet heat of her slit covers my rock-hard length. “Tell me how to be a good girl for you.”

I put my hands on her thighs as she starts to rock, fingertips digging into her flesh, making her wince. “Don’t worry, baby, I’ll teach you all about it. You see, sometimes Daddy’s balls get all full, and when that happens, he needs to empty them. So you’re going to need to help me empty them, Sammi.”

She hesitates, tracing invisible circles on my chest. “How… How can I do that?”

She rocks back, then forward, grinding her cunt against me. Little tease.

“Well, baby, Daddy’s cock needs to go inside you like before.” I lean in to her ear, lowering to a salacious whisper. “But Mommy would be very angry if she found out. So we have to play the secrets game again, do you understand?”

“She—” Sammi groans. My cock is seeping cum, remembering her sweet noises when she climaxed. “She doesn’t need to know. I can keep a secret.”

“Good girl.” I pull her in to my chest, giving her a moment of calm salvation in her father’s safe arms, savoring this stolen moment with my little girl. Before the world reminds me I’m not supposed to want her like this. But right now, Sammi’s mine to touch, taste, and break apart piece by fucking piece. “I need to see how wet you are. Lift up. We don’t have much time, because you have to get ready for school, and I want to fuck you before we go. I’ll want to fuck you every morning before school from now on, so you need to be ready for that every day.”

Her hitched breath spirals between us when I rock upward, tugging her panties aside as she lifts her lower body.

“Good girl.” I enter her soaking heat with my middle finger, watching her eyes roll back. She shivers and moans, and I almost blow my load right there. “Your pussy is telling me it needs attention.” I pump my finger in and out. “But you are still so tight. Your juices are running down my fingers already. Your body knows it needs to be ready for playtime.”

“I do need attention. I feel so good when you play with me, Daddy. It just makes me want to have you close. Close and pushing into me like before. I know I’m bad, but I can’t help it.” She whimpers as I curl a finger and toy with her G-spot. “Please, please, I want you to do it to me again. I want it, even if it hurts.”

I can’t wait any longer.

“Okay, but just remember to be quiet and don’t tell Mommy, no matter what,” I demand, then draw my finger out of her sloppy little hole and shove it between her lips. “Now, suck my finger and lift up a little bit more. Daddy needs to take off your panties so he can make sure all the achy feelings go away.”

She arches and presses onto her knees as I pull my finger from her lips, using both hands to wiggle the fabric down her hips. She lifts one leg, her hands resting on my shoulders as I pull the elastic and get it off one leg, then repeat it on the other, then press the damp cotton into my face.

“They’re so wet.” She pouts as I draw in her aroma, her tits pressing out on the front of the white nightgown. “I can’t stop getting tingly and wet. It’s only getting worse since you helped me by the pool. It’s like my body only wants more and more and more—”

Her features screw up, and I squeeze her tit in my other hand, then set her panties on the nightstand and lean down to suckle her nipple through the fabric, making her back bow as her little fingers dig into my shoulders.

“Daddy, that only makes the aching get worse and worse.”

“I know, baby,” I mumble around a mouthful of nightgown and forbidden flesh as she moans, moving my mouth to the other side as she lowers her body back down to ride the hard length of my dick under my boxers. “Did you try to touch the ache away before you came to my room?”

“Yes. I’m sorry.”

“You are so horny. All wet and needy. But only Daddy knows how to take care of you down here, right?” I rumble against the shell of her ear while I trail her juices up over her belly, grab her tit, and rub my thumb over her hardened nipple.

“Yes, Daddy...” Her eyes flutter closed. She’s a mess of tousled curls and flushed skin, and those damn peaks under that thin night dress, begging to be free.

“Baby?”

“Yes, Daddy?”

“Your little cunt is going to be stretched a lot by Daddy’s cock,” I rasp, thumbing the swell of her breast before circling her taut nipple through the fabric. “And I am going to put my mouth on you everywhere, and you’re going to have to put your mouth on Daddy too, whenever I want. You’re going to get my cream in all your holes, even your little asshole, soon, and you can’t say no.”

“I won’t say no.” She nods frantically, so I yank the nightdress up and over her head, leaving her tits bare for my mouth to claim. Her gasp turns into a moan when my teeth graze a peak, and I bite down a little, enjoying the hiss of pain.

“Oh! Oh—”

“You know sometimes Daddy is going to hurt you, and you need to be brave?” I tease, rolling the bud between thumb and forefinger while my other hand slips beneath her to sink into her pussy. “Tell me what you need, princess.”

“Daddy’s cock,” she whispers, back bowing as I pinch and release her clit. I press the lips together on either side, and she squirms. “Daddy! That feels so good. So, so good.”

“Lean forward, baby, I want to suck on your perfect little tits before I fuck you. Then you’ll go to school feeling all my sticky cream leaking out of you all day,” I order, tugging her toward me until my tongue can swirl around her left nipple while my palm cups the right. She rocks against my cock, hips restless, and I smirk against her skin.

Her fingers weave into my hair as I switch sides, nipping the other bud before kissing up to her lips. When she parts them for me, her tongue flicks out, hot and sweet, and I groan into her mouth.

Christ, the way she fucks my tongue like it’s my cock already.

I shift back against the headboard, her straddling my lap with only thin cotton between us. Her heat burns through the fabric and I need to lose my boxers and get inside that teenage snatch before I blow my load and lose an opportunity to breed my little daughter like a bitch.

“Sit back,” I rasp, guiding her hips upward so her clit rides my bulge. My hands splay over slick thighs before sliding up to graze the V where she’s already glistening for me.

“Look at that little girl cunt,” I groan against her neck as a finger traces her slit. “You were ready before you even knocked, weren’t you, baby?”

“I—I didn’t know, Daddy.” She sways against my hand when I circle her clit, eyes widening as I flick the swollen nub, rubbing it over the head of my cock trapped inside my underwear. My thumb drags downward, smearing her cream across swollen lips.

“Yes, you did, baby. Don’t lie to me.”

“I’m sorry, Daddy,” she purrs, leaning back to watch me lick my fingers clean. Her cunt clenches at the sight, more cream dripping down onto my boxers. “Does that make me a bad girl?” Her cheeks flush crimson, and the color alone is enough to make my balls draw up tight.

I shake my head. “No. It just means you’re desperate to milk Daddy’s balls. Your cunt is excited to get Daddy’s cum, isn’t it?”

She nods. “Yes, Daddy.”

“That greedy little cunt’s never satisfied, is it?”

She shakes her head. “It’s always desperate, Daddy. Whenever I think about you, it gets…”

“Wet?”

“Mmm hmm.” She grinds down, and the pain shoots through me as I take hold of her hips to guide her up and back.

Her tits sway above me as I spread her open with my thumbs, taking in the glistening slit and swollen clit.

“I want to see Daddy’s cock,” she sighs, eyes glazed. “I need it inside me, so I can help you.”

My cock throbs as her hands go to my boxer briefs. She lowers them, and a growl rumbles from my chest as my dick pops up from the waistband.

“Daddy’s big cock.” She licks her lips, then spits into her palm before putting it on me. She spreads her spit over my head, then down the shaft, wriggling forward until her cunt is against me, lined up with the rigid steel of my cock. “I don’t know if it will fit, though,” she whispers, but I grab her hips and shift her forward and up. “I’m still sore.”

“It will, princess. Let Daddy’s cock inside this tight little pussy.”

Her pout is worth it. “I want to.”

“Good girl,” I rasp as I buck my hips to press my length just a little inside her.

“You’re so hard this morning, Daddy. Did you dream about me?” she asks, her voice syrupy sweet and curious.

“I did, Sammi. Dreamed of the way you made a mess of your sheets, and how you tasted. Woke up needing your warm, tight cunt just like this,” I groan. “Daddies dream of their little girls because only a daddy would know all the best ways to make his daughter feel this good, isn’t that right?”

She nods as I press her little body down onto the head, her face screwing up with effort to take me, and I growl, leaning forward to lick one of her nipples.

“I’m the only one allowed to do this. No one else touches you like me.”

I buck my hips upward and drive her downward in unison, the pounding in my balls and my heart meeting somewhere in the center of me as she pushes on my chest and starts to scream.

I slap my hand over her mouth and start to fuck upward while holding her around the waist with my other arm, forcing her little body to take more, more, more.

“Open your legs wider,” I order, and she complies, making it easier for me to angle her body so her clit is rubbing on the flesh just above my dick. “I’ll be done soon. You feel too good. Daddy’s not going to last long.”

I lean in and suckle on her nipples, back and forth, while our bodies move together until I’m balls deep in her tight little hole.

Her wide eyes plead with mine as I pull my face from her chest. “I’ll take my hand away, but you have to be quiet. Only whisper, and if you are going to come, you have to hold in your sounds so Mommy won’t come and interrupt our time together.” She nods, and I drop my hand, flexing my hips as hers start to move on their own, her head falling back as I reach down and slip my index and middle finger between our bodies, find that hard little nub and apply pressure in tight circles.

“It feels good, Daddy.” Her eyes widen when I go deeper inside. “Oh... oh...”

Her hips move, and I hiss through clenched teeth. “Good girl,” I mutter, jaw ticking as she rides me. The room’s dim light catches the sheen of sweat on her tits.

“Are your balls still full, Daddy?” She moans and giggles, but doesn’t stop bouncing on my dick.

“Yes, baby. But it’ll spurt hot and sticky inside you soon,” I reply, leaning forward to sink deeper. “You want that?”

“It’s like… magic cream from your thick cock?” she asks, brow furrowed in concentration as she holds tight to my shoulders, rocking forward and back, forward and back.

“Cum, baby. That’s what men shoot when it feels so, so good. It’s a pussy prize only good girls get,” I explain, smirking at her earnest nod. “Now ride me hard. You need to milk it all out of Daddy’s balls. Make me feel so good. That’s what you’re here for. You understand that, don’t you? Your job now is to make Daddy feel good, anytime he wants.”

Wetness flows out around her opening, and I look down to watch my dick sliding in and out of her opening, moving my hand away so I can watch where we are connected.

“Does it feel good, Daddy? Am I doing it right?”

“God, yes. You’re doing it so good, but don’t stop. Don’t you fucking stop.” I growl and pump my hips up, up, up. “I’m going to cum, baby. Daddy’s coming inside you.”

Her pussy squeezes as my balls draw tight, and my vision starts to flicker around the edges. “Come with Daddy. Milk all the cream out of me and into you. You made this happen, baby, now you have to take what’s coming to you.”

Her cheeks flush crimson as she bounces faster, greedy for more.

“Christ,” I choke out, gripping her hips to steady us both. “That’s my girl. You know how to make your father so proud of you. Such a big girl.”

“If I do good and make the cream come out, you’ll fill me again later, right? I don’t want to stop, I want so much more, and more, and more...” She pants and moves in a frenzy, the slap, slap, slap of flesh against flesh enough to tighten the knot in my balls.

“Every damn chance I get,” I snap back, thrusting up as she comes down on me, sinking deep in her tight little cunt. Her arms loop around my neck, her little body trembling with effort.

“Daddy’s got a special treat just for me…” she mumbles, eyes rolling back, neck exposed as she pants toward the ceiling, tits bouncing as I run my hands down her back and grab her ass.

I groan, nails scoring her ass as the need threatens to overwhelm me.

“Daddy!” she moans, stomach sucked in as she moves up and back, tits bouncing with every springing motion. “I feel like I’m going to explode…”

“That’s good, baby girl. That means you’re getting close to an orgasm. This tight little body of yours wants to find it. It’s chasing it, and when it tips over the edge, you’ll feel like the whole world just exploded around you. You want that, baby?”

“I don’t know, Daddy… It sounds scary.”

“It won’t be,” I tell her, gripping her hips, stroking the soft flesh as I watch my daughter’s naked, trembling body taking every inch of my thick, fat cock. “Daddy’s right here with you. I’d never let anything bad happen to you, Sammi. I love you too much. You’re Daddy’s best girl. My big girl, and I love you. Never forget that. Only big girls get all those special feelings, so if it happens, it means you’re a big girl. My big girl.”

She nods. “Daddy’s best girl. Daddy’s big girl,” she repeats as she bounces faster, faster, getting closer to the end. “Will it hurt, Daddy?”

“No, baby. Just let it build up. You feel it growing, growing inside you?”

She nods again, reaching up, grabbing her tits, pinching her nipples as her dark hair flails around her head. Her low moan builds in her chest and comes out as half sob, half scream.

“I feel it, Daddy,” she says. “I feel it right there. It’s coming, I’m coming like a big girl—”

“Good girl. Now, baby, now, show Daddy he’s made you his special big girl and taught you how to come.” I groan, unable to hold back my own orgasm any longer. I feel her undulate and shudder, and she cries out as her squirt and slick cum leaks out around my cock.

It’s all I can take.

I shoot off inside my daughter, filling her up as I roar my need into the dark. If Susan is awake, she’ll know exactly what’s going on in here, and I don’t give a flying fuck. Let her walk in and see me being fucked by our daughter.

I can imagine the look on her face right now.

But the door doesn’t open. There’s no light from the hall. All that’s here is Sammi, still riding me through the explosion of pleasure as my orgasm begins to subside.

“Look at you,” I rasp, staring at her slick pussy, glistening in the now golden morning light. “So fucking perfect… and all mine.”

She giggles and pants as she starts to slow, palms flat on my chest, her little fingers weaving into the dark hair there as she bites her bottom lip. She pulls herself up against me, and I’m dragged free of her warmth. It’s a loss, but I know I’ll be back inside her before the day is out.

I have to be. I can’t last an hour without fucking my stepdaughter all over again.

“Look what you did,” I pant, reaching down between us to slide my fingers through the combination of her juices and my cum. I know that the thick mixture leaking out is my seed, and I growl as I push as much as I can back up inside, fingering my load back into her tight opening. The thought of her round with our child drives me crazy.

“I can’t believe you came inside me, Daddy!” she squeals, wiggling against me as she settles on the mattress, held tight in my arms. “Like my science experiment with the vinegar when we made the volcano…but we might make a baby like this…”

I laugh low. “Yes, we will, and you’ll get used to taking your father’s big load, baby girl. You make it grow in my balls, and I have to put it inside you. That’s how it works.”

“Only with you,” she purrs back, tracing circles on my bicep. “But I’ve gotta clean up before I go to school.” Her nose wrinkles at the sight of dried jizz between us.

I roll off the bed and slap her ass as she scrambles up, her naked body bouncing toward the bathroom with a squeal. “It’s getting late, and I have to make some work calls before I drive you to school. And if we have time, I’m going to need you to suck more of my cum out of my balls with your mouth. I’m already thinking about it. Now scoot, before I put you on your knees.”

She closes the door behind her, but if she thinks that’s going to stop me, she’s wrong.

There’s nowhere in this house that she can go to get away from Daddy.


Chapter 2

By the time Susan's door opens and closes down the hall—the heavy, slow movements of a hangover working through her body—Sammi is back in her own room, and I am in my en suite shower with the water running cold, getting my head straight.

I stand there for a long minute with my hands braced against the tile, water hitting the back of my neck, thinking about the specific kind of man I am and the specific kind of situation I have made. I am not, by any measure, a good man. I have been employed for the better part of twenty years to do things that good men don't do, and I have been effective at my work. I have learned to live with that in the particular way that people learn to live with things they cannot undo. You keep moving, you don't look directly at it, you find the places in your life that feel clean, and you protect them.

Sammi is one of those places. Which is either very tender or very compromised, and I've stopped pretending I know which.

I dress carefully. Charcoal shirt, dark slacks. When I come downstairs, Susan is already in the kitchen in her bathrobe, working through a large glass of water and squinting at the brightness coming through the sliding door. She doesn't look at me. I don't offer her conversation. This is our established morning choreography.

Instead, I make coffee while she recovers from last night, and we perform the pantomime of a household functioning normally.

"There are eggs," I say, because filling silence with the practical has become a habit.

"I'm not hungry." She picks up her water and moves toward the living room, dragging the hem of her robe. "I'm going to lie down."

She does. I hear the sectional accept her weight in the next room, and then the television comes on with one of those horrible housewives shows she watches over and over.

I don’t give a shit. She’ll find out soon enough what’s happening, and I won’t stir that pot until my lawyer decides it’s time.

For now, the house is, for all practical purposes, mine.

I get out the eggs.

Sammi appears in the kitchen doorway about ten minutes later, dressed for her day at Exavior University. It’s Tuesday, and they have assembly today, so her official schoolgirl uniform is a requirement today, but it feels like it was picked out for me more than for uniform day.

Plaid, pleated skirt, a white button-up shirt pulled tight over her soft tits, white thigh-highs that make my fucking dick weep. The fact that she obviously isn’t wearing a bra has me hardening again as I break eggs into a glass jug, remembering I told her no panties today, but I forgot she’d have that short fucking skirt on all day with all those horny college dicks wagging around her.

Her dark curls are still damp from her shower. She stops in the doorway and leans against the frame as she takes in the scene, her curves accentuated by the angle of her hips as she watches me.

"Sit down," I say. “Time to eat before we have to leave, baby.”

“Okay, Daddy.” She crosses to the island and takes a stool. Watches me work for a moment. "Are we having omelets?"

"You need a decent breakfast, after all the exercise you’ve been getting last night and this morning." I fold the first one over, check the edges. "Mushroom and gruyere. Tell me if you want something different."

She glances behind her at the couch. Susan’s got the TV on low, no doubt because her head is pounding, but I’m grateful for the quiet nonetheless.

“She’s not interested,” I tell her, and Sammi’s head whips around to meet my eyes. Her concern that her mother might guess what’s going on between us if we’re too obvious clearly bothers her. “You just worry about keeping your strength up. You’re going to need it.”

"Yes, Daddy," she whispers, blushing as her eyelashes flutter. Fuck, I want to see her like this every morning.

She wraps both hands around the coffee mug I've slid toward her and doesn't say anything else while I plate the first omelet and start the second.

We eat at the island, close enough that our arms almost touch. From the living room, the faint murmur of the television provides a backdrop, but that’s all it is. I think I could fuck Sammi right here, over the counter, and her mother would just tell us to keep the noise down.

Outside the kitchen window, it’s a clear summer morning, the kind of day that looks uncomplicated from the inside.

"I texted Tony Russo last night," I say, not caring if Susan hears, and maybe even hoping she does, except I don’t want Sammi caught in the middle of that mess when it starts.

Sammi sets her fork down. "Your lawyer?"

"My lawyer," I confirm in a low growl, then take a gulp of coffee. "I asked him to start the divorce from your mom."

She's quiet for a moment. Her eyes flick to the family room, where the sound of Susan snoring tells me she’s not hearing any of this.

I watch Sammi absorb the information. She’s processing, but she’s not upset.

She must have known this was coming for some time. Her mother and I haven’t exactly made much of a secret of the fact we can’t stand the sight of each other.

"Last night?" she asks.

"After we came back inside. You'd gone upstairs, and I was trying not to think about you in the shower, all slippery, naked, and glistening." I look at her to find her blushing, shoulders raised. I reach out and run my fingers over her cheek, letting her nuzzle against me. The TV drones on. "I should have done it years ago, Sammi. But I was scared of losing you..."

“You were scared? I didn’t think you were scared of anything.”

“I was never scared of losing my life, or of pain, or of violence. But ever since you came into my life, I had something worth keeping.”

“And now?”

I pause, choosing the words. "Now I’m confident that divorcing your mother won’t mean losing you.”

“Because of what we did?”

I nod. “Does that bother you?"

"Being a homewrecker?"

I let out a soft chuckle. “You can’t wreck what was never there in the first place, Sammi. The only home that matters is the one I’ve made with you. The one I’m going to make with you. You trust me?”

She picks her fork back up, moves it once around her plate, sets it down again. Then she nods. "Yes, Daddy. What happens now?"

"Tony will handle things. He won’t make a move until he’s sure he can protect what’s mine, and protect the family’s interests.” She knows I don’t mean our family. I mean my family. The mafia family. Tony’s loyal to me, but he’s also loyal to the Marchettis. “I’ll make sure your mom is treated fairly, and she'll take the settlement, and you won’t be involved in any of that.” I pause. "She'll move out if I give her the money to get a place of her own."

Sammi absorbs this, too. Then she nods. "And me?"

"What about you?"

"Do you want me to..." She meets my eyes, so open and honest, so sweet and innocent. Only, not so innocent either... “Move?”

"No," I say. Flat and certain. "You’re mine, Sammi, and this is your home. It will be for the rest of your life. What I want is for you to eat your omelet so I can get you to school on time."

She looks at me for a long moment, that probing look she has, the one that's checking whether I mean what I'm saying or whether I'm managing her, and then something in her face relaxes, and she picks her fork back up, and I fight the urge to put my hand down my pants and rub one out for relief.

"It's good," she says as she chews around a bite of omelet.

"Breakfast of champions." I lean next to her ear. “But, you should be swallowing Daddy’s cum to have the real breakfast of champions. Tomorrow morning I’ll feed you my dick, and you can suck out your breakfast.”

We eat the rest of it in a comfortable quiet, the morning sun moving across the kitchen floor. Susan's television murmurs in the next room, while two people silently plan a future they never thought they could have.


Chapter 3

Sammi's first class is at nine.

She can drive, but I've been driving her to campus most days since February, when her car needed a transmission repair. That took three weeks, but neither of us mentioned me not driving her even after it was fixed, and it just became part of our routine.

I pull the Escalade out of the garage at eight-fifteen. Sammi comes down the front steps with her bag over one shoulder and her sunglasses already on, moving with that sweet, sexy sway of hers.

I lean over and open the door, extending my hand to help her into her seat.

“Buckle up, baby,” I remind her as she settles in with a smile. “Safety first for my girl.”

The suburbs of Bloomfield Hills give way to Oakland Avenue and then to Woodward, the city opening up gradually around us. I know this drive cold. Twelve miles, roughly twenty minutes without traffic, a route I could navigate without attention.

We don't talk for the first few minutes.

It's Sammi who breaks it, eventually.

"Can I ask you something?"

"You never usually ask if you can ask."

She turns her head to look at me, and I think of how much I’d like to be kissing her right now. "Daddy."

"Ask."

She's quiet for a beat. "What happens with us? When Mom is gone." She's not asking with fear, I can tell.

In fact, I almost detect excitement. Like we’re on the cusp of something new.

"What do you want to happen, baby?"

"I asked you first."

I merge onto I-75, settle in behind a bread truck going ten under the speed limit, and think about the question honestly. Not in the way I've been thinking about it since last night, which is to say restlessly and in fragments, but straight on.

"I want you to finish school." I pause. "And I want—" I stop, recalibrate, say the true thing. "I want to find out how good we can be together when things aren’t so complicated."

"Is it going to stop being complicated? You’re still my stepfather, that’s not going to change. At least, I hope not. But, that makes it…complicated?"

"That will never change. But the complications won’t go away completely, you’re right about that. For a start, the Marchetti family might have something to say about it."

"Will they accept us?"

I shrug. "You think that would stop me? Baby, I’m all in. What we are is all that’s important to me, and Roberto Marchetti is going to have to get on board with that, or we’re going to have a falling out."

She laughs lightly. “And nobody wants to fall out with my Daddy.”

“You got that right.” I nod to her lap. “Put your fingers inside your panties and play with your little pussy the rest of the ride. I like to watch you finger yourself.”

She does as I say without question, and my dick thickens watching her hand disappear under the plaid hem of her skirt, then her lips fall open, and she turns to me.

“Can I still call you Daddy?” She shrugs with a thoughtful look in her eyes. “You know, when you and Mom are not married anymore?”

Oh, my sweet girl. “Can you?” I start. “That’s a rule. You always call me Daddy, especially when I’m fucking you.”

She squeals. “And, when we have our house just for us, I can sleep in your room with you?” She looks so hopeful, my heart nearly cracks through my chest.

“Yes, baby. I want that. You’ll go to sleep next to me and wake up next to me. I won’t have it any other way.”

I reach over and brush my knuckles over her protruding nipple.

“Then I can reach over, and if your cock is hard, I can just hop on top or put my lips on it and make you sooooooo happy, even if you’re asleep!” She moves her hand faster under the fabric of her skirt, bobbing her head side to side.

“Sure, and I’ll fuck you when you’re asleep, or eat out your little pussy, and you’ll think it was all just a sweet dream.”

“That sounds so fun.” She glows as the bread truck in front of us turns off, and the road opens up ahead, and I'm not thinking about Roberto Marchetti, Tony Russo, or even Susan, or the particular violence of the work I'll walk into this morning after I drop her off. I'm thinking about the little girl in the passenger seat, who is watching the city pass with her chin tilted up and her dark curls catching the light through the window.

"Daddy."

Her voice has changed. That's the only way I can describe it. The tone has shifted, dropped into something lower, something with an edge to it, the particular register she uses when she's deciding to make something happen. I know it well enough by now.

"Sammi."

"Pull over."

I glance at her. She's still looking straight ahead, but there's the faintest curve at the corner of her mouth.

"You getting bossy, baby girl?"

“What if I am?” She turns to look at me, her chin lifting just a fraction, defiance in her eyes behind the sunglasses. “I want something, and if I don’t get it, I’ll pout.”

I try to hide the grin. “Little girls who pout get spanked.”

"Next exit, Daddy." She huffs, then licks her lips. “Pretty please?”

I take the next exit.


Chapter 4

I pull off the freeway and take a service road that runs alongside a commercial lot. The buildings around here are part of the family business, and there’s nothing occupying any of them right now, so I know we will not be interrupted.

I put the Escalade in park and cut the engine, and we sit for a moment, the ticking of cooling metal the only sound.

"You're going to be late for school, naughty girl, because you’re such a slut for your daddy," I say.

"I know." She's already unclipping her seatbelt. Her knee finds my thigh, skirt hitching when she bends forward.

And I already know she’s not wearing panties, because I told her I wanted her to feel me dripping out of her little breeding hole all day, getting her thighs all sticky so she would remember who she belongs to now.

I groan low in my throat, fingers already sliding beneath the hem of her skirt. “Looking for trouble this morning, Sammi?”

She fans her legs wider, offering me a view only I’m allowed. “Just studying, Daddy. I need to brush up on my biology.”

My thumb finds her slit, slick and hot. “You’re dripping like a virgin bride,” I groan against her ear, biting the lobe hard enough to make her wince.

She gasps but doesn’t stop spreading for me. “Teach me something new then?”

“You’re a greedy little thing,” I groan, thumbing her clit in tight circles.

She nods, cheeks flushed rose, and damn if she doesn’t arch just right when I fist my length beneath the fabric of my slacks.

Every dollar I’ve made, everybody I’ve put in the ground, it’s all lead up to this. Her. The thing I never wanted and didn’t think I needed.

Love. God, I love her so fucking much. The idea that someone could have gotten to her before me claws at my chest.

Would I have killed any little fucker that touched her? Probably. There’s nothing like your daughter’s teenage pussy.

Her hands drift to my hips, and I reach down and unzip my slacks, my hard-on finding its freedom through the opening, already seeking her out.

“You want to kiss Daddy like he kisses you, in that special way?”

She nods, her nose crinkling. “Yes. I want to suck you, because I know it makes you happy.”

“That’s my girl.”

I fist her hair and drag her down so she’s on the floor, easing the seat back with the controls on the door until she can fit between my spread knees and the steering wheel.

“Like this?” She sticks out her tongue, jaw unhinged, and starts licking around the swollen ridge as my dick pulses and cum drips from the tip.

“Just like that.”

Her tongue flicks out and licks, then I guide her mouth and shove my girth through her lips as she gurgles, hands locking around the base of my dick like she’s holding onto a port in a storm.

“Now, suck. Not too hard, but not too soft. I’m going to be down your throat, and it will be hard to breathe, but you have to keep sucking, or Daddy will be disappointed, and you don’t want that, do you, princess?”

She shakes her head as much as I will allow, then I close my eyes and move her by the hair, up and down, her soft mouth like heaven.

As I enjoy my daughter’s mouth on my cock, I get an idea. Reaching forward, I flick a switch on the console. The dashboard camera flickers on with a touch. I don’t think she hears it beep as it starts, but I don’t give a shit either. I need the proof. Need to record this.

“All the way down,” I bark, gripping her hair tight. Her sounds of struggle fill the car, raw and desperate as she gags and does her best to take me down her throat.

“Get your hand back under your skirt and finger your pussy, baby.” My other hand smacks her cheek softly, and she sucks so hard white sparks flash behind my eyes.

Knowing she’s never had, and never will, have another dick in her mouth but mine makes my balls throb. “I’m close, baby. You’re going to get your prize.”

She goes faster, eager to please me as her hand works under her skirt.

“Swallow it all down, baby. I want you to come with me. Rub that little tickle spot hard and flick your tongue three times when you’re close, and we will come together.”

She must like that idea because she sucks me down beyond her tonsils as a black car turns down the road. I get a rush of adrenaline thinking someone will see me getting a blow job from my little girl before school.

“Daddy needs you to come, baby. Your mouth feels so good, I’m not going to last.”

I start using her face like a fuck doll, and that does it for her. Her tongue flicks at my dick three times, and there’s the fast, wet sounds of her fingers in her sloppy pussy that tell me we are ready to go off together.

“So good. Soon, I’ll eat out your little asshole and teach you how to take my cock in your bottom, baby. God, Daddy’s coming, baby. Come with me, come—”

She garbles and trembles and goes over the edge, and I fill her mouth and throat with a burst of sticky seed.

I roar at the ceiling of the car, the camera on the dash catching all the details I can’t wait to watch again later with her while I fuck her bent over my desk, our first car adventure playing on my computer monitor.

She’s shaking when I spill inside her, warm cum leaking out the corners of her lips.

“That’s right,” I rasp, still buried deep in her throat as her shoulders slump. “Take it all. You’re gonna taste me all day at school. I want you to smell like me every day from now on, Sammi.”

The black car comes back for another drive by, and my eyes connect with the driver’s.

It’s Luciano. Another enforcer I’ve known for years. He tips his head at me just as Sammi pushes up from the floor and wiggles into her seat, swiping the back of her hand across her lips.

I see Luciano smile, and I nod back, the idea of having someone watch me fuck my pretty teenage daughter such a fucking turn on.

“Will you put more of your cum in my pussy when I get done with class today?” The gleam in her eyes is almost more than I can take.

“Of course. I’ll fuck you as soon as you get out of class, in the back of the car. I’ll grab some blankets and things, and we can go to a big field, put out the blankets, and fuck under the sky.”

“What if someone sees?” I don’t miss how her nipples get hard under her shirt.

“Would you like that? To have someone watch us?”

She squirms a bit in the seat as I reach down and force-feed my still-hard cock into my pants.

“Maybe,” she says shyly, but I can see by the look on her face she’d be down with an audience, and the idea sparks some thoughts of my own.

“Such a slut. Daddy loves you very much. I’m going to get you on some new vitamins and supplements, and there will be things I want you to do for me. No questions. There will be new rules, too. I want my little girl the best she can be, and following my rules will be mandatory. If you don’t do as you are told, there will be punishments going forward.”

I put the SUV in drive and let that sink in as we head back toward school.

She doesn’t say much the rest of the drive to school. Her cheeks stay pink, and her eyes glint with mischief. At the school gates, she turns my way. “I love you, too, Daddy. So much it hurts sometimes. Promise you’ll never leave me.”

“Oh, baby.”

Tears glisten in her eyes, and I realize what I would do for her.

Fucking anything.

Kill? Yep.

Burn down buildings? Sure.

Cities? I wouldn’t even blink.

Memorize all her dreams and wishes and make them come true? Yep, yep.

“Don’t cry, baby girl. I don’t want to see you cry ever.”

“What about happy tears?” She sniffles as I park in front of the main building, as I dead-eye droves of young men in blue slacks, white shirts, and plaid ties, ignoring the other young women dressed like my daughter.

“No tears.” I snap. “Sorry, baby. I just think if you cry, I’ll hurt someone, and that will complicate things more. So let’s promise, if you even get the tiniest bit sad about anything, you come and tell me right away. Wayyyyy before it’s time for tears. And if anyone makes you want to cry, you call me and tell me, no matter where you are or what time it is, got it?”

She nods with a poke of her tongue between her lips. “Got it.”

“Good girl. Now, give me a kiss and get going. You’re already late.”

She leans in, and I run my tongue along her lips, pushing it inside for one more taste of my little girl before she hops out the door, flips her skirt with a wink, just enough to flash me, before dashing inside.

I download the video footage from the dashcam to my phone before pulling out of the parking lot and title it, “Lesson One: Daddy’s Pupil”.

Work is waiting. It always is. The particular kind of men I answer to don't accommodate sentiment, and there are things to be handled today that require the version of me that I lock the other version away from. The one who doesn't think about dark eyes and kitchen mornings, or the smell of his stepdaughter’s hair, sweat, or pussy. I'm good at compartmentalizing. I've had years of practice.

But as I turn south on Woodward, back toward work and the weight of the life I've chosen, I catch myself thinking about Sammi's voice in the dark of my bedroom.

I’m always a good girl, Daddy.

The city opens up around me, Detroit in the summer, all contradiction and persistence. Somewhere behind me, Sammi is walking into a lecture hall. Somewhere ahead, the work is waiting in a room with men I have complicated loyalties to. Things will happen today that I won't tell her about, and she will not ask.

This is the life. The trade-offs I've made and the ones I'm still making.

But for the first time in a long time, the morning has felt like something I wanted to be inside of, instead of something I was simply moving through. That's Sammi's doing, and I know it, and I don't look at it directly because it's one of those things you might ruin by examining too closely.

I merge onto the expressway and let the city carry me south.

Some things, you just drive toward.

And Sammi and I, we’re going forward, no matter what.

To be continued…Sammi and Daddy continue HERE
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