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Chapter 1

The iron gate rolled back on its track, and I eased the Escalade up the long drive, killing the engine in front of the four-car garage.

For a moment, I just sat there, hands still on the wheel, watching the last bruised-purple light of a Detroit July evening settle over the roofline of a house that hadn't felt like home in a long time.

I had to steel myself. Every night it was the same drill.

I walk in, absorb whatever Susan had loaded in the chamber, and try not to let it ruin the few quiet hours I had before another day doing what I do.

What I do isn't the kind of thing you put on a business card. Officially, I'm a "consultant" for the Marchetti family's network of construction and waste-management companies.

Unofficially, I'm the man they send when contracts need enforcing and problems need to disappear. I've been in this life since I was sixteen.

It's given me everything. An estate in Bloomfield Hills, the fleet of cars, the kind of bank accounts that make private wealth managers return your calls on the first ring, and it's cost me just as much.

I was twitching to get inside and see Sammi, so as much as I loathe interacting with Susan, procrastination never served me well, so I dropped out of the Escalade and made my way through the back door with a tight band already wrapped around my chest.

Inside, Susan was perched on one of the island stools, long nails curled around a martini glass, already several drinks into her evening if the glaze in her eyes was any indication.

Across the kitchen, standing at the massive Viking range with a wooden spoon in hand, was Sammi.

Jesus, Sammi. My dick went instantly hard.

Her dark curls were piled on top of her head in a messy knot, and she was wearing an oversized Wayne State sweatshirt with the collar cut out so it hung off one shoulder while she swayed and hummed along with whatever was playing through her earbuds.

Her teen body was a temple to my depraved thoughts. Her tits had blossomed into lush D cup orbs, her ass cheeks and hips as filled out as her chest. She was sin on a fucking stick and thinking about her juicy pussy dripping all over my cock blinded me for a second before Susan’s shrill voice broke me from my lust trance.

"Oh, look who’s finally home," Susan said, her voice flat and sharp at the same time.

Sammi pulled out one earbud and shot her mother a look.

I didn't take the bait. I'd learned a long time ago that engaging Susan when she was like this only gave her ammunition for a longer fight.

Instead, I crossed the kitchen to where Sammi stood and rested my hand on her bare shoulder. Trying to ignore that even that innocent touch sent my balls into spasm. I leaned in to press a kiss to the top of her head, thinking how much I wanted to stuff my tongue into her mouth right here in front of her mother.

Instead, I whispered into the side of her head. “How’s my favorite girl today?” I could hear the music through her earbuds as I took a deep breath of her sexy, sweet scent. That bass-heavy Scandinavian rock she likes. "Whatever you're making smells incredible, angel."

She turned and grinned up at me with that wide smile that had been making the worst days bearable since she came into my life as a ten-year-old. "Braised short ribs with a red wine reduction. I know on Mondays you like a little something special to eat."

What she doesn’t know… what I could never let her know is that every fucking day since she turned eighteen, what I’ve wanted from her has grown fangs and claws and turned my heart black. I wanted to dip my fingers into her pussy. I wanted to live with her panties against my face, breathing in her scent.

The quick pecks on the cheek that she’d given me every day for years have turned into a source of such ravenous lust, holding back was nearly impossible.

"You figured right." I squeezed her shoulder, trying to ignore how my cock was pressing against the zipper on my pants, thickening to its full girth and pounding like a damn toothache. "I don't deserve you."

"Dinner in twenty," she said with a smirk, bumping her hip against me to shoo me out of her space.

"You’re being a bossy baby tonight, aren’t you?" I said, tapping her chin with my knuckle. She scrunched her nose and swatted my hand with a little giggle. “I’ll be back. I’ll leave your allowance in your room on the nightstand. Sorry it’s a day late, I got distracted with work--”

She waved off my apology. “You don’t have to apologize for not giving me money you don’t have to give me on some certain day you’ve decided it’s due. That’s silly, Daddy. But thank you anyway! I’ll make your dinner extra, extra special, I promise.”

“Good girl.”

She blew me a kiss, and I nearly lost my fucking load into my pants.

Behind us, Susan's martini glass scraped across the marble counter like fingernails on a chalkboard. Sammy winced. "The Phillip and Sammi show." Susan let out a scoff. Rolled her eyes so hard, I swear to God, I thought they were going to stay rolled back in her head.

Wishful thinking.

I made my way toward the hall that led to the staircase. My heart racing. Sweat beading on my temples.

There was nothing I could say that wouldn't start a war. So I headed for the stairs, loosening my tie.

A few minutes later, I was under the hot spray of the primary suite’s shower, hoping to drain away the tension and vision of fucking my daughter bloody. It didn’t work.

My daughter turned from a little girl into the most beautiful, erotic sex doll in what felt like the blink of an eye. Did it really matter that she was eighteen when my dick finally gave up hiding how we felt, and I gave in to beating myself raw to fantasies of Sammi ten times a fucking day?

No, but some things in life aren’t to be dissected too closely.

I grabbed my dick at the base and groaned. The shame I felt was no match for the lust as I locked my fist around myself, stroking the length, imagining she was there beside me, jerking me off under the scalding water.

“More soap, Daddy? I know how much you like my hand to move fast, fast, and the soap makes it so slippery…”

“Fuck,” I moaned as I moved my hand up and down, thinking of her face, those dimples, that smile, those lips opening as she crouched in front of me. “Open wide, baby. Daddy needs you to be a good little girl. Try to be quiet. Don’t let Mommy hear us.”

I never considered a daughter would be a part of my life until I was thirty-five, when I married Susan. She was coming off the back of a divorce, spending money her ex-husband’s alimony checks couldn’t cover. She was a couple of years younger than me, beautiful, sharp, and didn’t ask too many questions about what I did for a living.

Marrying Susan was one of the last gifts I gave my mother before she died, showing her the marriage license and the few snapshots from the overpriced Vegas wedding Susan planned in the two weeks from engagement to ceremony. It fulfilled some dream of hers to see her baby boy settled down. I do anything for my mother, apparently.

Susan’s ten-year-old girl with wide brown eyes and an attitude that could cut glass came with the package. Sammi.

Things weren’t easy at first. She tested me constantly. She’d hide my key fob, give me one-word answers, stare me down across the dinner table, stabbing her chicken nuggets like it was me taking the tongs of her fork straight into my chest.

I respected the hell out of it, honestly.

She had more spine at ten than most grown-ass men I'd worked with in my life. But she also had this contrasting cherub innocence and naivete that made me love her almost instantly.

Susan was zero help when it came to nurturing anything between us. Her interests were more in being seen at charity galas and country-club brunches. More into flashing the Cartier and our address in Bloomfield Hills than in actually sitting with her daughter and listening to what was happening in her life.

So I did it.

I showed up. Night after night, I sat on the floor of Sammi's room after washing the day’s blood off my hands and let her ignore me until she didn't. We started with card games. Then movies. Then she started telling me about her day without me having to ask.

Then, somewhere along the line, I went from Phillip to Dad. Fuck.

What was I doing now? Imagining Sammi sucking me off in the shower, palming my balls, ready to take a hot load right down her sweet, little girl throat.

“Good girl. Just like that,” I hissed into the steam as I closed my eyes and thought about her there in front of me. Her soft, stretched lips popping over the head of my cock, her tongue flicking at the underside of my shaft as she battled for her breath. I’d clog her throat with every swollen inch, my fingers knotted in her hair.

Good girl, lick and suck, and don’t you stop until you get the cream to come out. That’s what big girls do for their fathers, and I know you want to be a big girl for me.

I raked my hand up and down faster, faster. The shower spray scalding the skin between my shoulder blades.

The fantasy shifted to her little eyes, all teared up as she drooled and gagged, looking up at me for comfort, and all I gave her was more fucking cock. “Don’t blink, now, Daddy wants to see your pretty eyes while he gives you your prize for sucking him so good.”

“Fuck… Fuck…” I shot cum against the marble shower wall. The muscles in my back knotting as my balls seized, and every thought in my head was of how badly I needed to plug up my daughter’s tight little virgin cunt with every inch of my thick cock, then fill up that tight little hole with sticky baby-making cream right up against her cervix.

But unfortunately, for tonight, my wasted cum ran thickly down the tiles while I leaned my head against the glass door, my vision spotty as I gave in to the deviant thoughts about the girl I helped raise.

Sammi was my obsession. And I was a sick motherfucker.

***

Fifteen minutes later, I jogged down the stairs in sweats and a black t-shirt, and walked straight into the sound of Susan's voice at its ugliest pitch.

"—walking around this house like you’re selling something."

I stopped in the doorway, rage burning red in my chest.

"Mom, I'm literally wearing a sweatshirt and shorts. Like a plain ole nineteen-year-old girl. And anyway, we’re in the house. Even if I was walking around here in nipple tassels and a g-string, it would only be you and Dad that would see."

"Don't talk back to me, Samantha! I'm telling you how you come across. Someone needs to, since Phillip clearly won't. And that’s what he is. Phillip. Not your dad."

Susan was standing there with a fresh martini sloshing, one manicured finger jabbing toward Sammi, who stood at the stove with her shoulders drawn up, jaw tight, eyes glassy.

She wasn't crying, but she was close, and Sammi almost never cried.

"That's enough." I used the voice that made men twice my size learn quickly to sit down and shut up. Susan's head whipped my way.

In nine years, I had never once raised my voice to her. I’d stayed silent and eaten the insults because of Sammi. When she was a minor, Susan could have taken her anywhere. She could have gone across the state, across the country, across the world, and I would have had no legal right to stop it.

But Sammi was nineteen now. An adult who could choose for herself where she wanted to be and who she wanted in her life. And seeing her on the verge of tears broke the dam I'd been holding back.

"You're drunk," I barked. "And you're being fucking cruel. Put the glass down. Go sleep it off."

"Excuse me?” Susan screwed up her face, her forehead staying eerily smooth from the two thousand dollars of Botox injections she got every other month. You don't get to—"

"I wasn't asking," I roared, my chest heaving, fists at my sides.  Whatever she saw in my expression was enough. Her mouth opened, then closed. She set the martini down with a sharp clink, teetered on the toe of her Jimmy Choo pump, then snatched a throw blanket off the armchair and collapsed onto the living room sectional with a dramatic huff.

She'd be unconscious in ten minutes.

I turned to Sammi. She was gripping the wooden spoon like a weapon, blinking hard, refusing to let the tears fall. Stubborn as hell, even now.

"Hey," I said, softening everything I could about myself as I tried to ignore the image of her giving me a lap dance, grinding on my crotch, shoving her tits in my face. I was so fucking gone for her, it made me damn near cross-eyed, no matter how wrong it may be.

I crossed the kitchen and put my hand on the back of her neck with a gentle squeeze, trying like hell to be the father she needed, not the monster that couldn’t stop imagining what her nipples tasted like. "You okay?"

She exhaled and shook her head. "I'm fine. It's… whatever. She's just drunk."

"It's not whatever. And you don't have to act like it is. Drunk or not, what she was saying was wrong."

Sammi looked up at me, and the vulnerability in her dark eyes nearly undid me. She was so good at performing toughness that it was easy to forget she was still only nineteen, and the person who was supposed to love her unconditionally had just torn into her for the crime of… What, exactly? Wearing a sweatshirt and shorts?

Granted, on her, a black garbage bag would give me a boner.

"For the record," I said, keeping our eyes connected, the warmth of her neck on my palm, "there's nothing wrong with the way you look or dress. Not a single thing."

A small, wobbly smile broke through. "Thanks. But you’re contractually obligated to say that."

"Contractually obligated, huh?”

She shrugged. “You’re my dad. Parents say things that aren’t true when it will make the kid feel better. It’s okay. I’m not a slut, I know that.”

Her gaze held mine. Those same big brown eyes she’d had ever since I’d known her. She studied my reaction to her statement, watching for…

What?

The truth? The things I thought about when I was alone? The fact that I was sporting a fucking boner that was visible from space with her name written all over it?

Her tongue glanced her lip, leaving it glossy. Like forbidden fruit. Like a low-hanging cherry, ripe to be plucked.

I shook my head, pushing away the image of my cock smeared with her virgin blood. “I'm telling you because it's true, sweetheart."

She studied my face for a moment longer, still searching for something. Then the tension in her shoulders loosened, and she let out a long breath.

"Okay," she said quietly, snapping back to herself with the whiplash resilience I'd always admired in her. "Now stop hovering, Daddy, and sit down. The short ribs are done, they're incredible, and you're going to tell me I'm the world’s greatest ever cook."

I nodded. "Yes, baby."

My hand stayed where it was for just a moment longer. My pulse hammered in my chest and my cock as I played with the lock of hair at the back of her neck.

Trying to remind myself that this was my daughter. Step-daughter, the devil on my shoulder corrected me.

And I had to stop.


Chapter 2

She wasn't wrong. The short ribs were falling off the bone, and the wine reduction was rich and glossy. We ate at the kitchen island because neither of us wanted to be in the dining room near Susan's orbit, even with her passed out.

Sammi had opened a bottle of red from the cellar and poured us each a glass. She’d developed a taste for wine since I let her have sips at dinner for a few years, and I didn’t police it in the house. It was cute as fuck how, with half a glass, she started to loosen up. She’d use that little girl voice, teasing me, putting her hands on my face like she did years ago when she wanted something.

And I’d give it to her every time.

We talked about everything and nothing. She told me about her abnormal psychology class and the professor who reminded her of a character from a show I'd never watched.

I told her a carefully edited version of my day. She knew enough about what I did to understand the broad strokes, though I shielded her from the worst of it. She was perceptive enough not to push.

"You look tired," she said, swirling her wine, watching me over the rim. God, she was innocent in so many ways, but her tongue seemed to understand its power over me. “Do you want a back rub? I haven’t given you one in so long. Remember how I used to sit on your butt and trace all the lines of your muscles, and squeeze, and rub—"

Fuck, my dick was spurting cum like a damn fountain, so I cut her off, "Yeah, well. It's been a long Monday."

"It's the Fourth of July, Daddy.” She crinkled her nose. “You're legally required to relax for the next seventy-two hours." She pointed her fork at me. "I mean it. No calls. No 'meetings.' No disappearing at midnight because Tony Marchetti needs you to deal with a problem in Hamtramck."

"Legally required?"

"I'll draft the legislation myself." That mischievous grin of hers surfaced as she popped up in her chair, her little tits bouncing behind her sweatshirt. Her smile crinkled the corners of her eyes and made her look like she was perpetually getting away with something. "Eat your short ribs and accept my love."

I’ll eat your fucking pussy here in a minute, little girl, and give you every thick inch of my love…

God, I’d never been so hard in my life. The entire time we ate, I thought about her pussy, how wet it would be, how tight around my fat cock. I barely made it through without throwing her on the table and having a little girl feast of my own.

After dinner, we cleaned up together the way we had since she was a kid. Her rinsing, me drying and putting things away. It was one of those rituals that had survived every stage of her growing up, and I held onto it more than I probably should have. There was something grounding about it. The kind of domestic quiet that my professional life made impossible during the day.

She lifted her wine glass to take the last sip when Susan groaned in the living room. Sammi jumped, the glass already tipped up to her mouth, the last slosh of burgundy landed on the front of her sweatshirt.

"Oh, come on," she groaned, looking down at the spreading wine stain across her chest. She grabbed a dish towel and pressed it against the fabric, shaking her head. "This is my new favorite sweatshirt."

"It'll survive," I said, keeping my eyes firmly on the final pot I was putting on the shelf. “Go take it off, soak it in cold water.”

"It better come out.” She pouted, and I fought the urge to lean down and bite that cute as fuck bottom lip. “Okay, I'm going to change. And then we're going outside because the fireworks show starts at nine-thirty and I refuse to miss it."

The fireworks. I'd forgotten.

Every Independence Day, the communities along the lake put on a show big enough that you could see it from half the estates in Bloomfield Hills if you had the right line of sight. We did.

The backyard sloped down to the infinity pool, and beyond that, the property dropped off toward a stretch of open land that gave us an unobstructed view to the southeast. Sammi had loved watching from the yard since she was a kid. It was one of those traditions that had survived every year regardless of what else was falling apart in this house.

"Don't tell me you forgot,” she said, reading me like she always did, frowning, and the sprinkle of sadness in her eyes cut into my heart.

I cupped her cheek. "No, baby, I’m here for it, aren’t I? I love watching the fireworks with you."

She tossed the dish towel on the counter, reached up to put her arms around my neck, and planted a kiss on my cheek. "Lucky for you, because I would be really mad if you forgot and had a dumb meeting or something you had to go to. I already set up the lounger by the pool. Blankets, pillows, the whole thing. It's perfect out tonight." She paused, glancing toward the living room where Susan's muffled snoring had settled back into a rhythm, and I tried not to bend my daughter over the counter and dry hump the fuck out of her ass to relieve the tension in my balls. "She won't be joining us, I assume."

"Safe assumption." I swallowed around the filthy shame in my throat. I was so turned on, I could barely fucking breathe.

"I’m not disappointed." She flashed me a grin, released me from the hug, and turned toward the stairs. “I gotta get this stain out! I’ll be back!”

As she bolted for the stairs, I tracked her perky ass, jiggling and asking to be fucked in those yoga shorts. So damn snug they might as well be painted on.

Christ, the vision of her bent over my knee, those round little globes flushed pink from a spanking, had me grinding my teeth.

There’s no way that barely-legal beauty would ever be interested in the man twice her age who helped raise her. But there was a part of me, if I’m being honest, that didn’t care what she wanted, because the beast inside of me was ready to take and take and take.

“Shit,” I hissed, fingers already diving into my sweatpants to fist myself as soon as she was out of sight.

Risky as fuck to start jerking myself off right here in the fucking kitchen, but my cock had been throbbing like the blood was ready to burst through the skin since I pulled up in the driveway, and beating off in the shower did nothing to relieve the pent-up lust. Nine inches of steel, leaking so much pre-cum I didn’t even need spit.

My thumb dragged over the tip with every stroke, imagining that tight little cunt gripping like a fucking vice.

Not my real kid. Not legally mine. I kept that going on repeat as I fisted myself, jerking my dick violently, as if they could make what I was doing right. But fuck logic.

My palm slapped down on the granite counter while my other rifled up and down, squeezing so tight, I nearly took a layer of skin off with each stroke.

Baby, Daddy just needs to fuck you really quick before he goes to work, so just be still. You don’t even need to open your eyes. Just let him do what he needs to do. I like fucking you while you’re asleep.

My fucking balls were drawn up tight as I groaned, watching where she disappeared up the stairs, gritting my teeth as cum flooded my fist.

That’s Daddy’s big, big girl. Take it all… I’m going to put a baby in my baby. Don’t ever tell Mommy, though. It’s our secret.

***

After I cleaned myself up, I made my way out to the pool deck.

She'd outdone herself. At the far end of the pool, positioned for the best view of the southeastern sky, Sammi had dragged out the oversized double lounger and transformed it into a nest. Thick cushions, a pile of blankets, a couple of throw pillows. A citronella candle flickered on the side table next to another bottle of wine and two glasses.

Normally, I’d cut her off at one glass, but tonight I knew I needed at least two more, and maybe she did as well.

Her eyes were lingering longer than usual on me lately. I even caught her eyeing my crotch at one point after dinner.

Could my teenage daughter be thinking the same thing I was? Or was that just my lustful hope at work?

My body was on fucking fire. If her pussy gave me one little clue that she was in fucking heat for me the way I was for her, no way I’d be able to stop.

String lights she'd woven through the pergola last summer cast a glow across the stone deck.

The air was perfect. Early July in Michigan is as beautiful as it gets, warm enough to sit outside in a t-shirt but with a breeze off the distant water that carries the sweet green scent of cut grass and the faintest hint of someone's grill a few properties over. The sky was deepening from lavender to indigo, the first stars just beginning to show.

I stood at the edge of the pool deck with a fresh glass of Malbec from the open bottle and took it in, trying to talk myself down from the thoughts about her that seemed insistent on turning me into a madman.

"You're just going to stand there?" Sammi's voice came from behind me.

I turned to find her crossing the deck barefoot, changed into a loose linen tank top and a fresh pair of white yoga shorts, her dark curls down.

God, she’s fucking stunning. She’s everything, and as much as my dick wanted her, it was my fucking heart that was really in danger here.

Her tits moved in that perfect, subtle sway that told me she’d skipped the bra just to torture me.

"Come on. Show starts as dusk, and it’s dusky if you ask me."

She settled onto the lounger, scooting to one side to make room, and poured herself a half-glass of wine.

I kicked off my shoes and dropped down beside her. The lounger was wide enough that there was a good six inches of space between us. We were angled toward each other, low to the ground, surrounded by the warm dark of the yard, but being this close was fucking killing me.

"This is impressive," I said, gesturing at the setup.

"I've been planning this all week. It's the one thing I was looking forward to." She took a sip of wine and tilted her head back, looking up at the sky. "I love this time of night. Right before it goes fully dark. Everything feels possible. And I’ve been missing you, Daddy. You’ve been so busy with work, and I feel like you’ve been… I don’t know...” She was giving me a soft smile that went straight to my dick. “I feel like you’re not wanting to be around me as much.”

I looked at her profile against the fading sky. The line of her jaw, the curve of her throat, the way the string lights caught the dark waves of her hair.

It felt like a door was opening, but in my demented state, I couldn’t be sure, so I held back while thinking of pulling her onto my lap, impaling her on my cock while assuring her I didn’t just want to be around her, I wanted to be fucking inside her hot, little-girl pussy.

“I’m sorry, baby. Things are just… they’re tense at home. But it’s not you. It’s never you. Daddy loves you. You know that, right?” I leaned in, and she settled her head on my shoulder, her knees pulling up.

“I know, Daddy. I love you, too. I want to spend all my time with you, but I know I can’t. You have your own life, and I’m supposed to be having my own now, too, but… I don’t really want to.” Her suckable nipples poked out from under the fabric of her blouse, and I was damn close to my breaking point with my daughter.

She whispered that last part, and I let it go because if I said anything, it was going to be something like the only life I want is the one with my cock 9 inches deep into your pussy, baby. Do you want Daddy to do that? Show your pussy how happy it can make me? Daddy’s ready.

The first low boom sounded and interrupted the moment, and a few seconds later, a spray of gold burst across the sky, followed by a cascade of silver and red that reflected in shimmering fragments on the water.

"Here we go," Sammi wiggled excitedly, setting down her wine glass and clapping, and I could hear the smile in her voice.

All I wanted was to tear that fucking shirt off her tits and bite down on those nipples, then shove my hand between her legs to see how fucking sloppy that baby cunt of hers was, then dine on what I already knew was the sweetest fucking pussy in the Mitten State.

Sammi shifted beside me as the temperature dropped. Her shoulder came to rest against my arm as my heart pounded and my balls ached.

Something in the air felt different.

I dropped my arm around her, biting back a groan, my hand settling on her upper arm, drawing slow circles on soft, innocent skin.

A massive burst lit up the sky as my dick throbbed and my mouth watered. And in that flash of light, I looked down at my daughter’s face and found her staring at me.

Not at the sky. At me.

The fireworks reflected in her dark eyes like scattered sparks, and her expression was open in a way I'd never seen before.

The next burst was a low one, a deep, resonant boom that I felt in my chest, and neither of us looked away.

"Daddy." I saw her mouth move. I’m not really sure she said the word out loud, but I still heard it down into my soul.

"Yes, baby?"

She held my gaze in the shifting light. Red, then gold, then white, then dark. She nibbled on her thumb for a second, and I watched the decision form in her eyes a full second before she moved.

She closed the distance first. Her young body pressing on my chest, hands on my shoulder, those fucking soft lips connecting to mine.

It was barely a kiss. Just the softest, most tentative press of her mouth against the corner of mine. So careful and uncertain that it broke something inside me. Whatever armor I’d been keeping in place against just this.

Above us, the sky erupted in the finale. A relentless barrage of color and sound that shook the air and lit the whole yard in a strobing wash of light. Neither of us heard it.

I should have stopped it there. I didn't.

My hand came up to her neck, and I turned into her.

And whatever line existed between us dissolved like it had never been there at all.


Chapter 3

I drove my tongue between her lips, and she tasted like every fucking dirty dream come true.

“Good girl,” I groaned, grabbing a handful of that teasing ass and keeping her right there. “Kiss me back like a big girl. That’s what you want, isn’t it? To be my big girl?”

“Daddy,” my daughter drawled, rolling onto her back to stare up at me. Her shorts rode up her creamy thighs, baring smooth skin where a father shouldn’t be touching.

I kissed her hard and deep, my tongue baiting hers into my mouth, and fuck if it wasn’t the best kiss of my life. When I pulled back, fear stabbed at my chest, wondering what I would see in her eyes, but when I looked, it was fucking fire.

“You’re a good kisser, baby.” I used my best, praising Daddy voice. “That was nice. Did you like it? Kissing Daddy like that?”

She nodded, her hair spread out around her head as I braced myself over her. I let my eyes drift up and down her tiny body, noticing the dark patch growing at the outline of her pussy lips under those too-thin little yoga shorts.

“You changed your shorts, too, baby. Why?” I asked, running my hand down her ribs, letting my thumb rub circles wider and wider on her stomach, pushing the hem of her shirt higher. “Problems I need to know about? You didn’t spill wine down here…”

I moved my hand lower, dragging my knuckles down her belly, until I brushed on the wet spot, the heat and dampness sending my blood pressure skyrocketing.

I wanted to fuck my daughter more than I wanted to breathe. I almost felt her tight warmth on the crown of my cock as I pushed into her. I wanted to shove my face into her pussy, suck on that wet spot, and squeeze her tits until she begged me to stop.

“They get… wet like that. A lot.” She bit her lip, cheeks flaming red.

My gut tightened. This is fucking happening.

“Wet, baby?” I leaned closer, pretending curiosity. Her breath hitched, but she knew exactly what I was asking. “Right here?”

I crooked an eyebrow while tapping my fingers onto the circle of her arousal.  Her scent met my nostrils, and the urge to breed this little girl I raised grabbed onto me and wouldn’t let go.

“Yes, it gets wet, and then it makes my clothes feel funny. I think it’s just…because I’m growing up. My body just does weird things for no reason,” she whispered.

Liar.

“Hmm.” I pressed harder on the spot, then moved my hand up toward her hip bone, watching her shiver. “Maybe you need a different kind of… solution, than just always changing clothes.”

Her eyes narrowed, her breathing quickened, making her tits wobble with every intake as her lips remained parted.

“Sometimes I wake up, and it’s such a…mess,” she admitted, “and my panties are sticky, and I think something is wrong with me. Even when I’m just lying there in bed, it just happens.” Her fingers extended, then curled, her eyes searching mine for reassurance

My thumb tugged her chin upward, forcing her to meet my gaze. “Tell me everything that happens. I want to be sure there’s nothing here to worry about. You can tell Daddy everything, baby. I need to be sure you’re okay, right?”

How long since the last time I nursed her when she was home sick from school? How many years since the last time I played this kind of daddy?

Now, it had a whole different meaning.

“My breasts, they ache too, like... the same as down there,” she whispered, fingers brushing the tight peaks straining against her top. “Something is wrong with me. I’m bad, aren’t I?”

“Shhh.” I stole the rest of her doubts with my mouth on hers. My tongue claimed the sweetness inside, but I needed so much more from her. I pulled back. “You’re my good little girl. And next time you’re soaked, you let me know. I know how to fix it. You’re just growing up, and you need some help to understand it all with someone you can trust.”

“Okay, Daddy.” Her nipple protruded against the fabric, a red bud begging for my teeth.

Her automatic acceptance of whatever I said only urged me on.  I moved my fingers up her belly, grazing the hard peak underneath. “Always here to help my girl,” I said as I leaned down and kissed her there, listening to her moan.

I cursed under my breath. Susan’s snores drifted out through the open window behind us, but it was the scent of my daughter’s pussy that drove me forward. I sucked at her peak through the fabric, then moved to the other, letting my hand massage the flesh as her tiny body started to shake.

“Daddy?” Sammi’s voice faltered as my thumb circled her areola.

“Hmm,” I mumbled, pinching the hard little bead of her teenage nipple through the fabric with my teeth.

“I’m…getting more and more wet and funny feeling.” The words came out breathy, scandalized, as if she were confessing to a long-held secret. “I’m sorry. I don’t know how to stop it.”

Christ. My pulse roared in my ears.

“I need to check.” My tone dripped with authority. “I know what to do, but I need to check things first, so I’m sure.” She nodded, hips lifting without hesitation when I shifted my body into a crouch and tugged her shorts down past her knees, sliding further down the lounger to settle by her bare feet.

There it fucking was. The source of my madness and new purpose in life.

Her smooth cunt glistened beneath the dim light, a pink, swollen bloom. “I see what’s going on, baby.”

I growled at the fabric, yanking it off her legs until she was bare as sin before me.

“Daddy?” Her voice shook, eyes wide as I moved her feet wider, pressed her knees out, and swallowed around the ball lodged in my throat. “Am I okay? Down there?”

I cleared my throat. “More than okay, baby. Look how pretty you are.”

My fingers parted her, exposing the clit poking out from the little pink hood, and her head fell back on the pillow with a shiver and a little chirping sound.

A mafia man never admits he’s unraveling, but my cock strained against my sweats as I traced her slit. She was dripping for me, her channel clenching around nothing but air.

I worked my fingertips on her little button, around and around, watching the muscles in her thighs twitch as her lips opened, little gasps lighting up the night.

“How does that feel?” My question was clinical, but the spurt of cum that had my sweats stuck to my dick betrayed me.

“Like little fireworks,” she whispered, hips rising to meet my touch. “Little explosions and sparklers. Is that good? Or am I broken? Am I a bad girl?”

“Oh, baby. Well, you are a little bad, but only bad for me. I won’t tell. There’s nothing broken, your pussy is just growing up, and it needs special attention now.” I twisted her clit in circles, adding pressure as her back arched. Her breath hitched, sweet and eager, and everything a stepfather shouldn’t crave. “Pull your shirt up, I need to see if your little nipples are all tight too. It’s all connected, baby. You have to show Daddy everything, otherwise he can’t help you.”

She obeyed after a second with a nod, lifting the white fabric over the orbs that sat, full and supple, on her chest.

Jesus, she was a fucking miracle. So goddamn young and so trusting.

When her tits lifted off the lounger, nipples glistening under the moon’s glow, I braced my arms at her hips and leaned forward and down to clamp one between my teeth, holding it there, hissing, “Your little girl tits are all achy, too, aren’t they?”

“Yes.” She moaned, fingers tangling in my hair as she nodded frantically. “Everything feels achy, and my belly is all fluttery, and when you touch me, I just—” Her voice cracked. “I just want more.”

“That’s all normal, baby. I’m going to help you with all of it. Now, I have to check your tits, just to be sure. Lie still and try to be quiet so you don’t wake you know who,” I nodded toward the house, tugging her shirt off over her head, so her skin pebbled beneath my palms. My thumbs kneaded her peaks roughly, pulling until she gasped.

“Are you sure this is okay?” Her brow knitted together, her lower lip quivering.

“Have you ever thought about me touching you like this and all the achy, wet, sticky things happened?”

Her face heated, her eyes disconnected from mine.

I shook my head and hardened my voice. “Don’t look away. You tell the truth, or Daddy will not be happy with you.”

Her hips wiggled under me as her tongue slithered over her bottom lip. “I’m so bad.” Her hands flew to cover her face, and I let the sting of her shame work in my favor.

“That just means your body needs something from me. All those things that happen, they are your body wanting to be a big girl for me. You get all wet because you want a cock inside you. All that slick stickiness is just your body asking for what you need and you don’t want to admit.”

“Cock.” She whispered it like it was a revelation.

“Yes, my cock, since you think of me and get wet. That means I have to do things to you to fix you. Otherwise, you really are a bad girl. Do you agree? You want Daddy to fix you, right, baby? So you can be good again?”

“Yes,” she agreed enthusiastically. “I want to be good. Please.” Her shame made me feel like a bastard, but my skin was on fucking fire for what she was giving me, and no fucking way I was stopping this now.

“One more thing.” I eased back down her body and pinned her legs open wider, spreading her with brutal tenderness. “We’re going to fix this right.”

Her eyes met mine, wide and trusting. “How?”

“With something special. Something that only good girls get. Special girls.” I lowered my face between her legs. “Keep these legs open, otherwise Daddy can’t fix you. You need to just stay like this while I get a closer look and give you something you’ll like. I promise.”

I peel her smooth outer lips apart and press my tongue into the soft petals, taking a long, slow lap, letting her flavor brand me as she squirms and fights to be still like I told her to.

“Baby, this pussy is very, very wet. It definitely needs some attention.”

“I know, I’m sorry. I sometimes rub it on my pillow or try to massage it with my fingers, but it still feels this way.”

“Don’t cry, baby. I’ll fix it, you just do everything I say, and know you can’t tell anyone. This is what daddies do with their daughters to teach them all the special, important things, but it’s so special that it has to be private, otherwise people will be jealous of what we have and try to ruin it, okay? Do you hear me? You cannot tell anyone. Especially not—”

“Mom.” She whispered, cutting me off, then added a nod. “I’ll be good. Just make the feeling stop, I want to push it on something. It’s like I’m all wound up, and I can’t even think about anything else.”

I swiped my tongue through her folds again, and her pretty little pussy tasted like candied sin and heaven. She hissed and wiggled as I ran my hands up and down the insides of her soft thighs.

I worked my tongue into her tiny hole, listening to her muffled sounds as she slapped her hand over her mouth to keep from screaming.

“Your pussy likes that, doesn’t it?” I asked, then pinched her clit between my lips, watching her nod as color raced up her neck.

Fuck, she tasted good. I was about to blow my load just from eating out my daughter. But, I needed her ready for what was coming next.

"Ooooh, Daddy. Please. It feels so—" She whispered between her fingers, and the coil inside of me tightened.

I scraped my teeth on her sensitive flesh, then went back to devouring her soft sweetness.

“I’m going to work my tongue inside you, because all this wetness tells me you need something else from me. You’re making me get achy, too, and it’s only fair that if I help you, you’ll help me, isn’t that right?”

I caught her wide eyes while running my tongue around her entrance, then tested it with the poke of my middle finger before going back to working her clit as she threw her head back and bucked her hips into my mouth.

Tight as a damn snare drum.

I sank a finger into her, down to my second knuckle, and started to doubt how my massive cock would ever fit inside this hot little teenage hole.

When I looked back up, her hands were on her tits, squeezing and pulling at her nipples. She was horny as fuck, allowing the pleasure to take over. Pleasure she got from her father, and my cock was about to tear its way out of my sweatpants to get inside her.

“Tell Daddy you like how he licks your special parts. I want to hear you say thank you when I do this for you from now on.”

Her eyes popped wide, the realization dawned on her that this wasn’t an incident, this was a new normal, and there was no turning back now.

Her fingertips dug into the flesh of her tits as she opened her mouth. “I like how you do the licking on my special parts, Daddy. Thank you for helping me. I was so embarrassed.”

“It’s okay. I’m always here for you, don’t ever forget that. And now, we are going to be even closer than ever before.”

“What about Mom?” Her bottom lip poked out. “Will you do special things to her, too?”

Ah, sweet little jealous baby. I drew out the angst for a long moment while I licked and sucked on her pussy before answering and putting her at ease. “I haven’t touched your mother in years, baby. I stayed because of you.”

She blinked. “Because you were waiting? To do these special things with me when I got old enough?”

She was a little too on the nose for her own good, but I didn’t see the harm in admitting the truth.

“Exactly. I needed to be the one to teach you all these things, and if I left, who would help you? Do you want me to leave? Or start doing this with Mom again?”

“No!” She half shouted, starting to sit up, but I pushed her back down and went back to eating out her sloppy, delicious little cunt.

She was moaning and moving her hips as the messy, wet sounds of my mouth on her pink little paradise filled the air.

“Then you do whatever I tell you, okay?” I murmured against her pussy, making sure I had full control over the situation. “Otherwise, I won’t be able to do this with you again, and we both know this is what you’ve wanted for a long time, isn’t it?”

Shame circled her features before she nodded, and that was enough. I wanted to swallow down her orgasm fast because waiting for what my cock and soul needed was becoming impossible.

I worked her G-spot inside while working her clit with my tongue. Her walls were warm and wet, pulsing as she gasped, and I pumped my finger in and out.

“Daddy.” She yelped, and I pinched her clit with my lips. “Something’s happening. Down there—”

“Just relax, baby, this is your first orgasm. It’s the special reward Daddy gets for doing things to you your body needs. Don’t fight against it, you’ll learn to crave that feeling. Keep your legs as wide as you can. I’ll need you to do it for me a lot from now on. Now, try not to scream and wake Mommy up, or I’ll stop, do you understand?”

“I’ll be quiet, Daddy. But it feels so good—”

I went back to my sacred duty, lapping and sucking and playing. Her juice ran down my chin and my palm as I doubled down on her swollen little bud, and before long, she went perfectly still for a long moment, her little toes curling before her hips jerked and her pussy gushed all over my face.

She held in her sounds with both hands as I sucked and drew out her sweet orgasm with my mouth. Fuck, she was perfect. She squirted like a damn firehouse down my throat and all over my face.

She panted and twitched as I reached down to lower my sweatpants and let my monster out for her to see.

I pushed up. Even through her lust haze, I saw the fear crackle over her face.

Her flavor coated my tongue as I reached down to fist my shaft. It was thick and throbbing against my palm. My other hand dipped south, trailing between her legs where she was already slick and as ready as I could make her. I pressed two knuckles against that tight hole, circling slowly.

“Mmm, yeah,” I groaned. Tight, so fucking tight. “This is a tiny, fresh pussy. You’ve kept it like this for Daddy, haven’t you? You didn’t let any boys play with you before me, did you?”

“What—” she panted, hips jerking. “No! Never. I don’t… know what you mean, Daddy.”

“You haven’t touched a cock before, have you?”

She shook her head hard, her cheeks pinking. “I’ve never…”

“You can be honest with me. Never seen one? Never touched one? Never had one inside you here…” I curled my finger again, making her cry out. “Or your mouth?”

“None of those things. I wouldn’t.”

“Not even that John kid? The one you went to high school with?”

“He— wanted to, but I wouldn’t, so he broke up with me,” she whispered, back arching as I ground my knuckles on her clit.

“Good girl. Listen close, sweetheart. When your tits get tingly like this—” I squeezed her breast hard, rolling her clit in tight circles as she winced. “—and you’re dripping, that means you need Daddy… that means your body is hungry. We’re going to do all these things together from now on. Every day.”

“Okay,” she moaned, her head flying back and forth on the pillow.

I smirked, moving to the side, leaning down to get my mouth on her neck, nipping where her pulse thrummed wildly, then pulled back, dropping onto the lounge chair next to her, leaving her mouth and legs open.

“Get up here,” I barked, patting my lap. “It’s time for you to make Daddy feel good now.”


Chapter 4

She flew into my lap like a damn rocket, knees hooked over my arms so that her tight cunt brushed my dick, bare and obscenely tall under the moonlight.

“Like this? Are we going to go all the way?”

God, my little girl was a horny, eager slut for me already. Her pussy was begging for me to fill it, and damn, I was going to do just that.

“Yes, good girl. I’m going to teach you the most important thing now. What your little body was made to do. Why you have that wet little hole down there. It was created just to take a cock inside your body. And a Daddy’s cock is extra special because we already love each other, and we’re family, isn’t that right?”

She nodded, her body warm and pliant as I wrapped my arms around her waist and tugged her slit against my shaft. Sweat was gathering on my temples from holding back.

“It is… so big,” she breathed, cheeks flushing rose.

“Yes, only lucky girls have a Daddy with a fat cock like mine. Say ‘I want Daddy’s cock inside me down here where it’s achy,’ because it is, isn’t it? And don’t lie just because you’re scared.”

She rolled her lips and her hips, but nodded again. “I’m scared because I know where it’s supposed to go, but I don’t think it will fit, and then you’ll be mad at me.” Her voice cracked, and instead of comforting her, I agreed, because I’m a bastard.

“That’s right. You have to be brave, and it will hurt, but if you don’t let Daddy do it, he will have to find someone else to make him happy.”

“Don’t! I’ll do it!” A sob caught in her throat as she lifted her hips. “I’ll be a big girl, and I won’t cry.”

“Okay then, I’ll believe you. Now let’s get Daddy’s cock lined up.”  I stroked myself a few times before adjusting her hips and pushing the tip at her opening, then raising my eyebrows. “Deep breath, and remember, you can’t scream.” I nodded back toward the house.

“I promise, I just want you to make me your only special girl forever.”

“Well then, you have to always be ready to fuck and suck and be my doll to use when and how I want, otherwise, I can’t keep that promise.”

“I will.”

“Good. Now, I’m going to use your little body to make me feel good, and it will hurt, but soon, if you’re good and brave, it will feel good for you, too. I‘m putting my big cock inside my little girl now, and we will be as close as two people can ever be, baby. Then, if you do a good job for Daddy, I’m going to put all the sticky cream inside you. And you might make a baby, but that’s okay because I love you. Ready?”

My voice dropped to a growl as her hips rolled forward, pressing her slit against my hard-on.

She ground harder, eyes wide in the dark as cum beaded at my tip. Susan was still snoring, but I had a princess on my lap, begging to be broken.

"Please, Daddy... I’ll do anything," Sammi panted, those big brown eyes locked on me.

"Grab it at the bottom, right down next to the curls on Daddy, baby." I gripped her hips, guiding her onto the crown. Her opening wept on my tip, hotter than hell, already gripping like velvet around steel. "Now ride Daddy’s cock, my sweet girl."

She sank down a half-inch, moans tearing through the air. "Daddy... It’s huge! It hurts!"

"Fuck yeah," I rasped, teeth biting her collarbone while I reached down and circled her clit with two fingers.

I couldn’t wait. I drove her body down onto the first inches, swallowing her painful scream in my mouth, impaling my daughter on my cock, and knowing life would never be the same.

She shook as I held myself steady, pulling back from her mouth to see the tears gathered in her eyes.

“Daddy, I can’t, it’s too big. You’re hurting me down there.”

“You promised, baby. You promised to make Daddy happy like he made you. You can’t go back on it now.”

Her body gushed down my shaft as she tried to find her bravery.

“Jesus, you are so fucking tight.” I started thrusting upward while I worked her hips down, pausing after a moment, giving her a chance to breathe.

“Please.” She choked and gasped. “Go slower, it’s hurting too much.”

I reached around and smacked her ass hard, her body seizing up around me as I drove inside her another few inches. “I’m stuffing this tight pussy with what it needs. All that sticky, wet cum is just your body begging for me. You can’t tell me now you don’t want it. You want to be fucked by your father. Admit it. Say, I want my Daddy to fuck me.”

“I want—” She stammered as I shoved more of myself into her clenching opening. “I want my Daddy to fuck me.”

Her cum gushed warm down my balls. I pushed deeper, deeper, her virginity long gone. “You’ll get used to it. Look down and see where we’re connected. It’s so pretty seeing my cock going inside you.”

She screamed, sharp and thin as I pushed her down, then leaned her back so she could see between us.

“God, you’re making me feel so good. I’m proud of you, baby. Just a little more.”

“Thank you, Daddy. I’m trying so hard.”

She took a sharp inhale, and I used her body like a sex doll, raking her up and down until her cunt gave way and I seated myself deep into her warmth to the hilt.

She whimpered and shook, but she stayed put. “It hurts, but I like doing this for you. I want to be good.”

“Oh, you are. So, so good. Your pussy is the best I’ve ever had.”

“Really?” She tried to smile through the pain.

“Really. Does that make you feel like my special little girl?”

“Yes.”

“Good, because once I break in this pussy good and well, I’ll be using all your holes. Your little bottom, your mouth…every part of you is mine now.”

I bucked upward, rocking her body up and down. “I’m going to fuck you every day from now on. And I’ll teach you how to use your mouth to make me relax. This is Daddy’s cunt now, no one else will ever touch it unless I let them.”

“Yes, I want to be the one who makes you feel good every day.”

Fuck she was so tight and warm, I was addicted to her already. “Now, put your nipple in my mouth and ride me like a good girl.”

Her cunt clamped down, greedy for every thrust as she worked her tit in her hands to my lips.

I suckled, and she rocked, her porcelain skin covered in a sheen of sweat as she rode her father’s cock here in the moonlight, tits bouncing, tears drying on her cheeks. So pretty.

"Christ, Sammi... that cunt’s swallowing my cock whole now. It’s already needy for me." I fisted her hair, yanking her head back to bare her throat as I slammed home. Her nails raked red lines down my chest.

"More," she breathed, legs shaking around my waist. "That feeling is starting again in my pussy."

I snapped her hips down onto my next thrust, grinding her clit in rhythm with my hips. When she came hard, I yanked her by that silky hair until she faced me. "Look at me, Princess," I snarled between heaving breaths. Her eyes were wild, glazed with tears. “Tell me who owns you.”

"You, Daddy," she gasped.

"Who do you belong to, little girl?" I jackhammered my hips upward while holding her body steady.

"Daddy... I’m Daddy’s girl. Daddy’s forever."

Her words came more from her subconscious than any real thought. It meant she was giving herself to me completely, and I was never going to let her go.

My cock swelled inside her. I wasn’t going to last. "Then take it, baby. Take it harder."

I slammed into her over and over, my hand controlling her hips, picking her up until my cock barely held onto her opening, then slamming her back down, kissing away the screams, and she met me thrust for thrust.

"World’s best pussy," I growled into the night as she held on around my shoulders, already greedy for more. "Keep it tight, princess... or else."

She laughed weakly, and I grunted with effort. The little slut was mine now, in every way that counts.

I plucked her nipples with my fingers as her hips started to move on their own.

“I love you so much, baby. Now it’s your pussy’s turn to pull all the cum from my balls. You squeeze me while I’m inside you, squeeze and squeeze those little muscles down in your pussy, and I’ll give you the best prize.”

“I’m squeezing. I’m squeezing—” As her inner muscles gave me a hug, she went off again, surprising herself, I think, as her orgasm whipped through her, pulling me right along with her.

“You want my cum, baby?” I heaved, teeth gritted, jaw locked. “Daddy wants to give it to you. Pull it all inside there, deep, be a big girl and make Daddy come.”

Her hips took flight, and she creamed down my shaft as my orgasm locked down my muscles.

I came so hard, I nearly blacked out, as the stars and the moon watched me fucking my seed into my daughter like a madman.

“You’re lucky your Daddy’s the one teaching you how to take cock.” I gripped her hips, fingers digging into her soft skin as I adjusted my girth deeper inside her virgin heat, letting all my semen find its new home. “Lean back, baby girl. Let me see that perfect little cunt stretched open for me. Put your feet here on my shoulders. I’ll hold you. Lean back and trust me.”

Her hands gripped my forearms, knees trembling wide. My breath hitched at the sight of her slit split raw around my thickness, slick with her pink-tinged sweet juice. The sight alone tightened my balls. My white cream seeped out around her battered opening.

Jesus.

“You like to feel me all the way inside you like this, don’t you?”

Her cunt clenched like a vice, greedy for more.

“Daddy!” She arched, back bowing as her juices flooded over my cock again.

“Yes, baby.  Cum for me, Sammi. Take everything your Daddy gives you.” My balls seized again, another orgasm gripping me as I erupted inside her tightness. “Christ— That’s it, baby. That’s my big girl.”

She shook, and her nails clawed down my arms while I emptied myself deep within her again.

We collapsed in a panting heap, sweat-slicked bodies tangled together with the summer air swirling our combined scent through the breeze.

Her eyes met mine, dazed and flushed. “Your cum… it’s mixing with mine,” she murmured, trailing a finger down between our joined flesh. “We both have that sticky problem, I guess.”

“Yes. That’s your Daddy’s seed, fixing what only I can fix.” I smirked, trailing my palm over her backside. “You needed this cock stuffed up that greedy little cunt often from now on.”

I thrust slowly into her again, watching her face crumple into pleasure. “Still hurt?”

Her hands gripped my shoulders. “Yes… it’s different now…”

“Good girl.” I spread her thighs wider, my cock thickening as I flipped her over and shoved my dick back home in one hard thrust as she wriggled beneath me.

“Daddy—oh!” She moaned as I seated myself deep.

“Hold on.” My hands gripped her hips as I pistoned into her, knowing I could never get enough. “I’m gonna come again. Your pussy is just too good. So fucking good. You’ll be so sore, you won’t walk straight for a week.”

Her walls fluttered around my shaft, milking me harder when I reached around to tweak her clit. “There it is. Daddy loves you so much, baby, so much more than ever before,” I snarled, spurting another wave of cum deep inside her. She shook as we erupted again together, slick with sweat and cum as we both gave in to the lust and love.

***

After we came down, I let Sammi have another glass of wine to help with the soreness.

I pulled on my sweats while she got dressed, and checked that her mother was still unconscious, then made my way back outside, kissing her cheeks, her mouth, everywhere I could reach while praising her and telling her all the fun and filthy things she was going to do with her daddy from now on.

I studied her face for a long time. Searching for doubt, for regret, for any sign that what had just happened was going to fracture her. I found none.

What I did find was the same ironclad stubbornness that had made me care about the opinion of a ten-year-old kid who refused to smile at me for three months straight. Now she was the woman who'd just upended my entire understanding of my own life.

"I love you, Sammi," I told her. "You know that?"

"I love you too, Daddy." She grinned and pressed a quick, deliberate kiss to my cheek before sitting up, gathering her hair into a twist, and pulling the blanket around her shoulders. "I should go inside before Mom wakes up. I don’t want her to see us, and I don’t want to talk to her. You coming?"

"Soon." I nodded. “Give me a good night kiss. I’ll come in your room later and fuck you nice and slow like a sweet dream, and I want you to pretend you’re asleep, okay?”

She paused, looking back at me from the edge of the lounger. The pool light caught the side of her face, turning her skin luminous.

“Okay. I’ll pretend.”

I didn't have the words for what I wanted to say. That she was the only good thing in a life built on violence and compromise. That I'd burn down everything I'd built before I let anyone hurt her. That I wasn’t terrified of what we'd done, but of how right it felt, and what that said about me.

Her laugh was low and warm. "Goodnight, Daddy."

“Goodnight, sweetheart.”

I listened to her bare feet on the pool deck, the soft slide of the glass door, her footsteps fading into the house. I lay on the lounger and looked up at the sky. I let the night air cool my skin as I tried to make sense of what my life had just become.

Inside, through the glass, I could see the blue glow of the living room where Susan was still passed out on the sectional. And upstairs, a light came on in Sammi's window, warm and yellow against the dark face of the house.

I watched her silhouette move past the curtain, getting harder as the light came on in her bathroom, and I heard the faint sound of the shower.

I stayed outside for a while longer. Then I gathered the blankets and blew out the candle.

Fuck. I was a bastard. Right then, all I thought about was creeping into her room and fucking her in her sleep. Then, wrapping her up tight under her sheets and holding her through the night, listening to her breath soften as she slept in my arms.

I wanted it all. The dirty girl who called me Daddy and let me eat out her sweet little cunt, and the daughter who looked to me for security, comfort, and protection from her mother’s jealousy.

Before I knew it, my hand was gripping my shaft as I thought about her whispering my name, touching herself under the covers in the past, wondering how long she’d been thinking about me in that way.

I jerked off absently as I imagined it.  But it was no good. Anything but the real thing was never going to satisfy me again.

Her pussy had a chokehold on me already, and I knew it.

I'd stayed in this marriage for one reason. But Sammi was a grown woman now, and she’d already chosen me. With a deep breath and a new purpose in my life, I made my way back into the house.

I stood in the dark kitchen with my hands braced on the counter. My phone sat next to the marble tray where I'd dropped my keys hours ago.

I picked it up and typed a text to my attorney.

Phillip: Need to meet this week. It's time to draw up the papers.

The reply came in less than a minute, even at this hour. Tony Russo was a mafia lawyer. He kept the same hours I did.

Tony: About damn time. I'll have a draft ready by Thursday.

I set the phone down and stared out the window at the dark lawn and the cherry blossoms catching the floodlights, their petals ghostly white against the black sky.

I'd done a lot of questionable things in my life. Things that would land me in a cell if the wrong people ever decided to talk. I'd made peace with most of them.

This didn't feel like something I needed to make peace with. That was either the most honest thing I'd ever felt, or the most dangerous.

I didn't stop at my own bedroom. I walked past it. Stopped to stand in the hallway outside Sammi's room. The shower had stopped. A thin line of light glowed beneath her door.

I raised my hand to the handle, wondering if I’d given her enough time to fall asleep.

Sammi is my daughter. Mine.

And I get to do what I want with her.

Time to teach her what sweet dreams really mean.


To be continued…
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Here’s what comes next for Sammi and Daddy


Get notified of free books, bonus chapters, totally taboo

extras and new releases

GRAB THEM HERE!

Continue your taboo dreams HERE

With A DADDY WHO LIKE TAKING PICTURES OF HIS LITTLE GIRL


ABOUT THE AUTHOR

Eve Fontaine is an author of high spice

Want some romance with your kink?

You’re in the right place. Always a happily ever after!

This is where she lets all the freak flags fly

with focus on breeding, hucow, monster peens, inappropriate

relationships, lactation,

Daddy play, and just all out smut.

Get on the list here, trust me, you don’t want to miss out.
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Come along for the ride:

INSTAGRAM IS MY JAM

Eve on Facebook

Facebook Private Group

Or easy, use my LINKTREE to get to me EVERYWHERE
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