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Stepdad’s Housecall
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Chapter One

◆◆◆

The front door clicked shut behind me, and the house exhaled. Hot, still air wrapped around my bare legs like a tongue licking and caressing. Everything since Mom called to say she was done and leaving my stepdad made me feel horny, especially everything about this house.

Mom had been gone seventy-two hours, and already the place smelled different: cut grass from the mower my Dad forgot to put away, faint gasoline and garlic, but underneath it I detected the sharper, animal note of a man who hadn’t jerked off since she left.

I bet she didn’t fuck him for months either.

Poor Daddy.

I dropped my duffel in the foyer and glanced around at the home I grew up in — the safest, warmest place in my life, where I was revered by a man who took me on when I was four, and he was already thirty.

The sundress I’d worn for the drive from the airport clung to my back, sweat cooling between my shoulder blades, the hem stuck to the curve where thigh meets ass.

I wore no bra and no panties — just a thin white cotton dress and the sticky knowledge that I was already wet. I’d fingered myself at the midway point on my drive — a toilet in a dusty gas station, empty and with a loud echo, but perfect for me to get myself off and squirt down the bowl when I orgasmed, holding on to a full bladder.

I had to cum hard before I saw my Dad in case my shame overcame me and trickled down my legs when he hugged me. In a horny haze before setting off from the gas station, I’d stuffed my soaking wet panties into my bag since the gusset was soiled, saturated, and of no proper use to a girl in a mess.

Since my nipples felt so nice rubbing against my cotton dress, I ditched my bra there too and went full Commando.

I stretched myself, unwinding the cramps that set in from a long flight and a longer drive. I moaned loudly, one of those whimpers that ends as a roar, expelling much sexual frustration.

Dad suddenly appeared at the mouth of the hallway, his shirt damp at the collar, his eyes flicking down my body for half a heartbeat before he forced his gaze back to my face.

I smiled, knowing I’d captured my prey as sure as a tigress with her teeth sunk into a goat. My father’s throat moved when he swallowed, and he smiled awkwardly, like I’d ambushed his soul.

“You’re home early, Harper.”

“My flight landed three hours ago. The rental car was waiting, and I stopped once for a bathroom break.”

I sniffed the air discreetly and smelled myself. The mess leaking out of me, thinking about my Dad, was working on me, so I figured he was getting a fair share too. I stepped out of my sandals to relieve some tension and set my soles on cool tile, sighing deeply, my eyes never averting from his.

The sound of my own pulse thumped loudly in my ears.

My father smelled like fresh sweat and cedar and something darker I couldn’t name until I shuffled closer. He looked the epitome of restraint, stretched thin and ready to snap, as I remembered him since I’d gone through puberty.

Playing the endless game girls play with boys, I walked around my father into the kitchen, letting my hip brush his as I passed. The contact was lightning. His sharp inhale told me he felt it too.

I opened the fridge, bent slower and lower than necessary, and felt my dress ride high enough that the bottom curve of my ass peeked out. I knew for sure my father could see my throbbing, wet cunt that hadn’t been fucked in months, so I stretched my feet wider apart, arched my back steeply, and forced my throbbing slit high and proud, hoping my swollen, sticky lips would drag apart far enough for him to see my tight, pink hole.

Cold air kissed the wet heat between my legs, and I heard the softest groan behind me. When I straightened and turned, holding a bottle of water, Dad hadn’t moved.

“You okay there, Dad?”

“Call me Karl, honey.”

“I prefer Dad, or Daddy. I respect you, even though she never did.”

“Mom’s gone for good.”

“I know, and I’m glad.”

“Did you come home to console me?”

“Something like that.”

My Dad just stood there, his fists clenched at his sides, cock already thick against the seam of his shorts, a darker patch spreading where the head pressed hard.

I twisted the cap off the water bottle, enjoying its extended fizz. I took a long drink and smelled myself mingling with something tangy and primal coming from my Dad.

I let water spill deliberately, a thin rivulet running from the corner of my mouth, down my chin, dripping onto my chest. My cotton dress went translucent instantly, clinging to my nipples, which were stiff and aching from the sudden chill and from the way he was looking at me like he’d been starving for years.

“You busy, Karl?

I shook my head and snorted.

“See… I hate that…. I gotta do it my way… Dad, or Daddy, it is from now on.”

My voice came out husky, amused, daring. He exhaled through his teeth, his Adam’s Apple rippling as he gulped.

“You grew up a lot in the last three months, honey.”

“Yeah. I turned nineteen, too.”

“You should have come home for your birthday. I missed you.”

“Couldn’t… not while Mom sat on this nest.”

I stepped closer, close enough that my bottle sweated against his bare chest.

“I came home now, Daddy. For you.”

His fiery eyes dropped to my mouth, and his bottom lip quivered. He stared at the water still glistening there, then he looked lower, to the wet fabric plastered to my nipples, to the shadow between my thighs where the dress ended.

I leaned in until my lips almost brushed his ear.

“Mom’s gone forever. But I’ll never leave.”

I felt his cock jerk against my belly through his shorts, and my womb tightened like a boxer’s fist.

“And I’m not a little girl anymore, Daddy.”

His hands came up and hovered an inch from my hips, his fingers trembling.

I took one of Dad’s wrists, guided his palm under the hem of my dress, and pressed his fingers between my legs where my throbbing pussy was slick and swollen and ready. The smell that burst from my flower was sweet, intense, and I watched my Dad’s cheeks ripple, his brow furrowed, and his nostrils flared as he sucked in my feminine arousal.

“I’m so fucking wet right now, Daddy, and I even rubbed one out on the way, staring at your photos on my phone.”

“I can feel it… so sweet.”

“Feel inside me, please. I’m so fucking tight… no guy has fucked me for months. I waited… I knew this moment would come.”

My father groaned, low and broken the second he felt how tight I was, his fingers sliding inside my trembling hole, my eyes widening, my breath hitched, and a groan ripping out of the back of my throat.

I leaned in slowly and gently tapped my forehead against his, my eyes an inch from his, and I smiled against his jaw.

“Touch me down there, Daddy.”

I had been waiting to fuck him since I was sixteen, but Karl never took the bait, probably for the best for both our sakes. He’d never touched me inappropriately, but I felt the sexual tension between us grow as I matured.

Karl’s callused fingers slid through my folds, parting them, sinking inside me with one slow push that made my knees buckle, and my breath catch on his name like a prayer.

“Oh, daddy… this… yes, this, please.”

“Are you sure?”

“Oh fuck yes… yes… I need it… I need you.”

The bottle slipped from my hand, shattered on the tile — water, and glass, and sin spreading across the floor between us.

Neither of us looked down because we didn’t care. Something between us that started years ago for me was about to be consummated.

Karl’s fingers were still buried inside my tight cunt when I pushed him back against the kitchen island, partly because I gripped them tightly. His eyes bored into me as he cupped my ass cheeks and gripped firmly with the same hands that soothed me after reading a bedtime story. My father turned me with ease, and the marble edge bit cold into my ass through the pussy soaked dress, but I didn’t care.

“I need your cock inside me, Daddy. I’ve wanted it for years, wanted you for years. I won’t ever cheat.”

“I know.”

“You won my loyalty and love years ago, Dad.”

I hopped up on the marble counter, my thighs spreading wide apart, the dress hem rucked to my waist, my fresh, young cunt glistening under the pendant light like a dare.

“Lick me down there, Daddy. Taste what you’ve been missing.”

Karl dropped to his knees like a penitent knight finally allowed to pray. He stared at me, then at my pussy, taking everything in, breathing deeply, inhaling me before his mouth sealed over my throbbing, creamy clit, his lips clenching and sucking while humming.

My entire body erupted as pleasure wreaked joyous rapture through me. I ran my fingers through Dad’s hair, curling my tips around his earlobes before rubbing them lovingly as he gave me the best tongue any man had.

Between tightly puckered lips, my father pulled my swollen clit clear from the protective hood and dragged its slick tip from side to side with a flattened tongue as I groaned long, loud, like a she-wolf in heat, desperate to be fucked. My womb shimmered and sparkled, and I trembled uncontrollably as hormones flooded every fiber, locking me in to the only man I ever wanted to make love to.

My Dad stopped working my clit with his lips and nudged his nose against it, getting me off while his tongue dropped through my slit, parting my swollen lips until he speared inside me alongside his own fingers that were still slick with my creamy mess.

Karl’s first lick down my creamy furrow dragged a broken moan from my throat. The second made my hips jerk so hard the island rattled. Dad peeled my lips apart with fingers and thumbs, then ate me like a starving man, his puckered lips sucking my tiny, tight hole, drawing out my honeyed nectar in strings he swallowed greedily. His tongue curled inside me, his nose buried in my folds, breathing me in like oxygen he’d been denied for years.

I threaded my fingers through his hair, my nails scraping his scalp. My hips thrust forward as I ground my throbbing cunt against his face.

The stubble on my Dad’s jaw rasped my inner thighs raw. The burn was perfect, the wet sounds obscene, every lick reaching every fiber of me. His tongue speared deeper inside my throbbing hole, scooping out the slick that had been building since the drive home, swallowing it down with a growl that vibrated straight into my womb.

“Mom never let you do this, did she?”

My father groaned into my cunt, the sound muffled, desperate.

“She hated it. Said it was dirty.”

I laughed, low and filthy, rolling my hips harder.

“I’m dirty, Daddy. And I’m going to feed you every day from now on.”

Karl sucked my clit hard enough to make my vision spark white, his fingers curling deep inside me, stroking that spot that made my thighs clamp around his head.

I came hard, with a sharp cry, squirting my unicorn pee across his tongue, the hot flood coating his chin and dripping down his neck in sticky rivers.

Karl drank it all, slurping greedily, his throat working hard, eyes closed like he was taking communion. I slid off the counter, turned, and bent over the marble.

The cold stone kissed my nipples through the wet dress, shocking them into aching peaks.

“Fuck me right here, Daddy. Where she used to make us breakfast.”

“Can I cum inside you, Harper?”

“Oh fuck yes… It’s about fucking time you filled your little girl right up!”

Karl freed his cock with shaking hands. It jutted thick and flushed in his palm, the head already slick with precum, bulging blue veins pulsing under the skin. He rubbed his crown through my soaked folds once, twice, coating himself in my mess, then drove inside me to the root in one brutal thrust.

I screamed, my nails scraping the counter uselessly, the stretch inside me a raw burn that tore the air from my lungs. Dad’s cock filled me completely, his hips slamming flush against my ass, his balls pressed tight against my clit.

The island rattled after the first slam, dishes clinking in the cabinet, the marble cold and unforgiving against my breasts. The man who raised me since I was four years old fucked me as a man possessed might, each cock thrust slamming deep to my cervix, the wet slap of skin on skin echoing off the kitchen’s paneled walls.

My cream coated my stepfather’s shaft in glossy rings, matting in his pubic bush, dripping down his balls, splattering the floor in sticky strands. The sweet scent of a young girl being well fucked rose thick and heady: my sweet slick, his sweat, and precum, the faint copper tang of my arousal mixing with the lingering garlic from Dad’s lunch.

I pushed back to meet every cock stroke, my ass rippling from the impact, my moans turning into broken sobs of pleasure as my emotions and the sexual pleasure Dad drilled into me took me to heaven.

“Fuck me harder, Daddy. Ruin me on her precious counter.”

Dad growled like an animal, and he gripped my hips hard enough to bruise, pounding me until the island rocked, until my knees buckled and my cunt clenched tightly around his stiff cock like a fist — vowing never to let go.

I screamed, gripped the edges of the counter to steady myself, arching my back and obediently pointing up my ass so that Dad could fuck my slit harder. When he sank his long, thick cock balls deep inside me, I came hard again, squirting my orgasm around his cock, the hot flood soaking his balls, running down his and my thighs in creamy rivers.

Karl spun me, lifted me back onto the counter, and spread my legs until my heels dug into his ass.

The window above the sink turned us into a mirror: my Dad’s cock disappearing into my tight hole again and again, my breasts bouncing and slapping the marble, my face wrecked with pleasure.

“Look at us, Daddy. Look how perfect we fit.”

“We always have, Harper.”

“Yes… yes… now it’s our fucking turn.”

Dad bit my neck, sucked a mark into the skin, and fucked me harder until the glass in front fogged with my breath and my squirt soaked the wooden floor in a puddle that reflected the overhead light in shimmering white.

We slid to the floor together, too desperate to make it to the bedroom.

I straddled my Dad’s cock in reverse and sank my quivering pussy down his shaft until I was impaled, rocking back and forth, grinding my clit slowly into his pubic bush, letting him feel every inch of my tightness.

I reached back and gripped my father’s wrist, then leaned forward, my ass spread, and I guided his thumb into my asshole while I rode his cock.

“This hole is yours, too. You can fuck every hole, every day, where, when, and as often as you want. I am your cum dump forever, Dad.”

Karl lost it.

He flipped me, pinned my wrists above my head, and bred me on the kitchen floor, his cock drilling me, my ass pressed firmly against the wood, my heels spurring his ass cheeks to fuck me harder. I watched Dad’s cum face bloom, and his cock twitched deep inside me, his semen flooding me in thick, endless ropes until it leaked out around his cock and pooled beneath my ass in a warm, sticky lake.

“At last, Daddy. You’ve finally made me a woman.”

“I’ve always loved you, Harper.”

“I’ve always loved you too… you’re the only man for me.”

When my father finally pulled his cock out of my well fucked hole, I cupped his face, kissed him slowly and deeply, tasting myself on his tongue.

“Mom’s ghost is gone. This is my nest now.”

Karl’s voice was wrecked.

“It always was yours, Harper.”

We lay there, our sweat cooling, my stepdad’s cum leaking slowly from the throbbing hole between my thighs, the house finally quiet, satisfied, ours.

“Dad.”

“Yes, honey?”

“Will you stand up, please?”

“Of course. Why?”

“I want to suck your cock clean, then you can carry me to our bed and fuck me again… and again… and-”

“I get the message, darling.”


Chapter Two

◆◆◆

The hallway upstairs smelled of us already because heat rose fast from the kitchen: our sweat, my stepfather’s delicious cum, and the faint gasoline still clinging to his skin from the mower he never finished putting away.

My sweetness was carried on that same tawdry cloud, and I was sure my Dad could smell it, and me.

I walked naked in front of him, taking each stair slowly, making sure my father saw everything going on between my legs and the anal whorl he had thumbed open while fucking my pussy.

My thighs were sticky, where Dad’s thick seed leaked slowly, drooling in strings from my throbbing, gaping, well fucked hole. Strands of our mixed cum swung back and forth between my legs, dangling ever closer to the carpeted floor from my swollen lips, until they snapped onto the inside of my leg with every few steps.

My inner thighs looked like the sides of a lemon drizzle cake.

The carpet was soft and plush under my bare feet, the air thick with sex and the faint hint of a ghost drifting around aimlessly — It was Mom’s perfume that still haunted the walls that were now mine.

Mom shouldn’t have cheated on the finest man I ever knew — her loss, my gain.

Karl followed behind me, sniffing the air, watching the crinkled tips of my raw, swollen pussy lips. I glanced down and saw his clean cock half-hard again, swinging heavy between his thighs, his ruddy crown glistening from the polishing I gave it with my lips and tongue after we fucked.

My father didn’t speak. He didn’t need to. The hunger in his eyes said everything. My parents’ bedroom door stood open, and I pointed.

“Where did you sleep, Dad?”

“In your bedroom… sorry.”

“Why there?”

“I needed comforting. It was the only place I could find peace.”

“Did you smell me, Daddy?”

“Yes… all night.”

“Did you use my panties to wank off?”

“Yes.”

“Good.”

I led my father to the bedroom where he belonged — his. The marital bed waited, sheets still rumpled from the last time Mom slept here, but that felt like another lifetime. He looked at the bed, then at me, smiling weakly.

“Are you sure about this, Harper?”

“Is this our bedroom now?”

“If you want me, yes.”

“Oh, I want you all right, and I want your cock again right now. I want you to fuck every one of my holes in this bed. Fucking defile me until my holes are raw and aching, Daddy. Let’s christen this room. I’ll do the laundry tomorrow, and you won’t smell her again.”

I crawled onto my father’s bed slowly because this moment mattered. My knees sank into the mattress, and I sniffed deeply. The faint scent of my mother’s lavender lotion was still trapped in the pillows. I spread my knees as wide apart as they could stretch and pushed hard, squeezing out my Dad’s cum in a long string that drooled and snapped off into the sheets.

I craned my neck and stared my father in the eye.

“I’m the woman in your bed now, Dad.”

“Understood, honey.”

I turned onto my back and spread my legs wide, staring at him.

“This bed is ours now, Daddy.”

Karl’s breath caught. He climbed over me, the mattress dipping under his weight, his body heat rolling off him like a furnace.

My father’s cock nudged my entrance, still swollen and dripping his first load, the crown slick with our combined release.

He didn’t push inside me yet. He just hovered there, his confidence growing, his gorgeous body teasing me, letting me feel the promise of him, letting the anticipation build until my thighs trembled.

I reached up, cupped his face, my thumbs brushing the stubble along his jaw.

“Fuck me like you intend to own me. Like you’ve wanted to since the day I turned eighteen and you caught me touching myself through the crack in the bathroom door.”

His groan was raw, broken.

“You saw that?”

“I planned it. I left so many fucking clues, but you were too decent.”

“I hope I still am, Harper.”

“You are the finest Dad in the world, now you’re my man, and I’m your little girl to fuck and play with all day and night.”

“I feel so turned on.”

“I wasn’t joking when I said you must fuck me in every hole, Dad. I want to be claimed by you.”

“Have you done anal before?”

“Nope… have you?”

“Never. Mom wouldn’t.”

“Well, I want it, and I need you to cum in that hole too.”

My father sank his cock balls deep inside me in one slow, deliberate thrust. The stretch was exquisite, my walls fluttering around the familiar shape of him, still tender from the kitchen, but starving hungry for more.

My back arched off the bed, a soft cry tearing from my throat as my father steadied his knees, digging them into the mattress before drilling his hips forward. His cock bottomed out, his hips flush against mine, his balls pressed tight to my ass, his crown kissing my cervix in a moment of utter love.

Karl stayed buried deep inside me, unmoving, letting me feel every pulse of his cock against my tight walls as I clenched and released. He let the weight of what we’d done settle between us like a vow.

Then Dad began to move.

He fucked me in slow, deep strokes that dragged his shaft along every sensitive ridge inside me, the wet squelch of his last cum load being churned inside me loud and obscene in the quiet room.

Each thrust of my father’s cock nudged my cervix with a gentle insistence, the pressure blooming into warm, rolling waves of pleasure that built low in my belly, radiating out.

He kneaded my breasts, tweaking my nipples until they ached, my veined breasts swaying with every rock of his hips. In my mind, I saw Karl stopping his truck in the desert, taking me behind a rocky outcrop, dragging out my tampon so he could fuck and fill me halfway to wherever we were going.

I stared up at him.

“I used your razor to shave my pubic bush last time I was home.”

“I fucking knew it. Why are you telling me now, Harper?”

“Tomorrow, I want you to spank my ass so hard it turns blue. I need it, Dad. I wanted it so badly as a kid.”

He smiled, and his cock throbbed deep inside me as he mulled that over. He shook his head and laughed.

“Okay… I get it.”

I wrapped my legs around Dad’s waist, my heels digging into the small of his back, pulling him deeper inside me.

“Tell me how you feel, Daddy.”

He leaned down, his lips brushing my ear, his voice rough with possession.

“This bed is yours, Harper. This house is yours, and you are mine.”

“I always was yours.”

“Yes… You were, and tomorrow, after I fuck every one of your holes, you’ll go across my knee in the barn, and I’ll thrash you until you tell me to stop.”

“Your hand will wear out long before I ask you to stop, Daddy.”

“We’ll see.”

As my father stared at me, I came with a soft, shuddering cry, my cunt clenching around his thick, gnarly shaft, milking him. The pleasure was deep and rolling, not the violent storm of the kitchen but something slower, sweeter, and eternal.

Dad followed seconds later, his cock pulsing inside me, thick ropes of his cum flooding my womb again, mixing with the mess already inside me, the warmth spreading through me like a brand.

Karl stayed buried deep, his forehead pressed to mine, his breath ragged.

“I’ve wanted this since the day you came home from college in that little red bikini.”

I laughed, breathless, tears pricking my eyes.

“Then don’t ever stop fucking me.”

Karl kissed me slowly, deeply, tasting of salt and love and the faint metallic tang of my own arousal still coating his tongue from the kitchen floor.

We didn’t move for a long time — just lay there, his cock softening inside me, cum leaking slow and steady around him, pooling warm beneath my ass, soaking into the sheets that would never smell like Mom again.

The house creaked around us, satisfied, keeping our secret. And for the first time in years, I was exactly where I belonged.

The hallway clock ticked past three a.m. when I woke again, the house wrapped in that thick, velvet silence that only comes after a storm of fucking. My body throbbed with joy — the happiness a woman feels when she’s with the right man. My pussy had returned to size, but my lips were raw and still leaked my Dad’s cum.

He’d pleaded with me not to wear panties, saying he liked the mess dribbling from my hole, the stickiness on his leg when I rolled and flung a leg over his. Dad fingered me while I kissed him, expertly thumbing my aching clit while his fingers slid in and out of my throbbing hole. Every few strokes, I gripped his wrist, brought it to my face so I could lick, suck, and clean the mess he made inside me.

I stared at Karl, who slept on his back beside me, one arm flung above his head, his chest rising slowly and steadily. Moonlight spilled through the half-open blinds, painting silver across the ridges of his abs, the faint trail of hair that disappeared beneath the sheet.

My stepfather’s cock lay half-hard against his thigh, still glossy with the mess we’d made hours ago, the scent of us heavy in the air: cum, sweat, my slick, the faint copper tang of my own arousal dried in crusty streaks across his skin and soaked into Mom’s bed linen.

I had half a mind to wrap it as is and send it to her forwarding address, but the sheets were 1,000-thread-count Egyptian cotton, and I loved how the sheets felt against my skin.

I shifted as lightly as I could, my thighs sticking together where Dad’s seed had cooled into a tacky glaze. The ache inside my pussy was deep and delicious, but there was another ache lower, tighter, untouched.

I wanted my father to fuck me everywhere. I wanted him to own every hole until there was no part of me left unclaimed. Anal sex was something I wanted so badly. I hadn’t broken my seal, but I fingered the ridges around it with tips loaded with lube. I’d pressed a wand to my puckered hole too, and desperately wanted penetration, but I held back, always wanting to give my father one hole he could deflower.

I rolled onto my side and pressed my lips to his ear.

“Daddy.”

My father stirred, his eyes fluttering open, instantly awake the way only a man who’s been dreaming of this for years can be.

“Harper.”

His voice was rough with sleep and wonder.

“I need more cock, please.”

He smiled, slow and filthy, his cock already hardening against my thigh.

“Tell me what you want, honey.”

I reached down, wrapped my fingers around his cock, stroking him slowly, feeling him swell thick and hot in my palm.

“I want you inside my ass, Daddy.”

Karl’s breath caught, his cock jerking in my grip. I tightened my fist, giggling, staring at him devilishly.

“You’ve never been fucked in th—”

“I know. I saved it for you.”

“I thought you said it in the heat of the moment.”

“No. I want you to rip my sphincter open and spread me. I have the lube and the healing creams. I’ve wanted my back passage sawed wide open for years, and I kept it virgin clean for you.”

I pushed Dad onto his back, straddled his hips, and reached for the lube on the nightstand, the bottle cool against my fingers. I slicked his cock generously, my palm gliding over every vein, every ridge, until he was stiff as ebony, shining and throbbing.

Then I rolled back so he could watch and reached between my legs, squirting more lube on my anal whorl, working it around the tight, tiny hole, pushing some inside. I clipped a tapered end spout onto the lube tube, and watched my Dad’s face as I slid it deep inside my back passage, squirting the lube inside me, its cool drawing a gasp from me.

Then I rolled, got on all fours, and pointed my ass high, my back arched, and looked over my shoulder.

“I want to point my ass high for you any time you demand it, Daddy. From now on, I’ll be a good girl.”

“Oh, wow, Harper.”

“Take it slow at first. Then don’t.”

Karl knelt behind me, his hands spreading my ass cheeks wide, his thumbs brushing the tight ring of muscle that had never known a cock. He dripped lube directly onto my hole, the cold shock making me gasp, then Dad pressed one finger inside my back passage, slowly, deliberately, stretching my sphincter wide open.

I moaned, pushing back, taking his thumb deeper.

“Give me more, Daddy.”

A second finger joined the first, stretching me so deliciously, I could have cum right then and there, but I closed my eyes and thought about anything I could to stop my orgasm.

My father scissoring his fingers gently inside me, the burn sweet and sharp. My reshaped pussy clenched emptily, dripping more of my Dad’s semen onto the sheets in sticky strands.

When he replaced fingers with his cock, the stretch inside my back passage was brutal but perfect. Karl’s blunt cock head pressed against my elastic asshole, hot and insistent, and I bore down, breathing through the burn as he sank it inside me inch by inch.

I felt every ridge, every vein, the way my body fought and then surrendered, opening for him, taking his cock inside my rectum until his hips pressed flush against my ass cheeks, and I was impossibly full.

Karl groaned, his hands gripping my hips hard enough to bruise.

“So fucking tight, Harper. You are so fucking perfect.”

He began to move, slowly at first, fucking my ass with long strokes that dragged his cock almost all the way out before sliding back in, the wet squelch of lube and cum loud in the quiet room.

“Saw me in half, Daddy.”

“Finger yourself, baby girl.”

I reached down with one hand between my legs, my cheek flat on the sticky bedsheet, the other gripping a handful of pillow. I fingered my swollen nub, adding ripples of pleasure that numbed the pain of my tearing asshole. Each thrust of my father’s cock inside my back passage nudged deeper, the pressure in my guts blooming into a dark, rolling joy that made my toes curl, and my breath catch.

“This is what I need, Dad. Every hole fucked, all yours, every day once we train that tight hole to take it.”

“You’re a goddess, Harper.”

“Only for you.”

I reached my other hand between my legs, thumbs finding my lips, spreading them wider so the fingers already working my clit could do better. I rubbed in tight circles as my Dad fucked my ass harder, the slap of his hips against my cheeks sharp and rhythmic.

Every time my Dad plowed his hips forward, drilling my ass with his long, thick cock, my face slid forward, my cheek rubbing hard into our cum. Both my hands were between my legs, working my cunt while my anal whorl was fucked hard.

“Look at you, baby girl. Taking Daddy’s cock in your virgin ass.”

I came with a sharp cry, my body convulsing, my asshole clenching around his cock like a fist. Karl followed seconds later, his cock pulsing, thick ropes of cum flooding my back passage in hot, burning spurts that made me shudder and moan.

He stayed buried deep, his cock jerking every drop of cum inside me, while we both breathed hard, sweat dripping from his chest onto my back in warm droplets.

When Dad finally pulled his cock out, cum leaked slowly and thickly from my gaping asshole, pooling beneath me on the sheets in a warm, pink sticky lake.

“Is my asshole torn, Daddy?”

“Yes. It’s bleeding.”

“Thank fuck.”

“You wanted to tear.”

“Oh, fuck yeah.”

Karl collapsed beside me, pulling me into his arms, his cock still half-hard against my thigh.

“Every hole. Every day, Harper.”

I smiled, sore and ruined and perfect.

“Every day, Daddy.”

The house creaked around us, satisfied, keeping our secret.


Chapter Three

◆◆◆

Sunlight leaked through the half-open blinds in thin, molten gold blades, slicing across our tangled sheets. They painted warm, honeyed stripes over Karl’s bare chest, catching on the sheen of dried sweat that still clung to the hollows of his collarbones, the ridges of his ribs, the faint silvered scars I had kissed a hundred times last night.

“I love you, dear, sweet man.”

I whispered, not wishing to wake him, not yet, not until I gave him service.

I lay on my side, propped on one elbow, drinking him in, the man who had raised me since I was four, the only man I had ever truly loved with every filthy, desperate cell in my body. Every other cock that had ever been inside me had been practice — pale rehearsals; Karl was the only one who mattered, the only one who ever would.

The bedroom reeked of us, thick, heady, and obscene: layers of my stepfather’s dried cum flaking on the sheets, fresh cum still oozing slowly and warm from my ruined holes.

Sweat cooled into salty crusts across both our skins, the faint metallic tang of last night’s blood-tinged lube smeared beneath my ass and dried in dark streaks on the inside of my thighs. My thighs stuck together where his seed had cooled into a tacky glaze, the crust cracking softly, audibly, when I shifted even a fraction, releasing another slow trickle that soaked into the cotton beneath me.

Karl slept on his back, one arm flung above his head, chest rising slowly and deeply. The stress lines that had carved his face for years were finally smoothed away. His cock lay heavy against his left thigh, thick even in repose, the flushed crown glossy with the mess that leaked almost continuously. My father had washed his cock after tearing my asshole open, but the scent lingered anyway, faint copper, lube, my own pussy, all braided together with the musk of his skin.

A single bead of fresh precum trembled at his cock’s slit, fat and perfect, catching the light like liquid crystal before it rolled, languid, deliberate, down the shaft, tracing a glistening trail through the flaky streaks of last night’s dried release, pooling finally in the crease where thigh met groin.

My mouth watered so hard I had to swallow.

Everything about my Dad turned me on, always had. Even years ago, when I tried to do homework in the lounge, and he walked past, the scent of him, cedar, gasoline, honest sweat, would flood my cunt and ruin my concentration for the rest of the night.

My anus throbbed, raw, torn, a perfect bruise deep in my guts that pulsed in time with my heartbeat, every throb reminding me how completely my Dad had ruined me, how completely I had begged him to. My pussy was no better, swollen, my lips puffy and raw, the tender hole still gaping slightly, leaking slow rivulets of his cum that soaked the sheet beneath me in a warm, sticky puddle that grew with every lazy clench of my soft tissue walls.

I was wrecked, sore, and filthy, and I had never felt more beautiful.

I crawled down the bed, slow and deliberate, my knees sinking deep into the mattress, springs creaking softly under my weight. Cool morning air kissed the raw, sticky skin between my legs, and I shivered, loving the sting, loving the way my torn sphincter fluttered at the chill. Dried cum cracked along my inner thighs, flaking onto the sheets in pale flecks.

I settled between his spread thighs, the heat of his body rolling over me, the scent of his cock thick in my nose. My breath ghosted over the half-hard shaft, and it twitched, thickening instantly, rising toward my mouth like it already knew where it belonged.

My father stirred, a low rumble deep in his chest, but his eyes stayed closed.

I leaned in, my lips brushing the underside of his shaft, tasting salt, musk, the ghost of my own pussy still clinging to his skin. My tongue traced the thick vein that ran the full length of him, slow, worshipful, gathering the flaky streaks of dried cum that dissolved against my taste buds like sin made edible, like the sweetest filth imaginable.

His cock jerked, swelling fast, the head darkening as blood rushed in, veins rising proud beneath the thin skin.

I smiled against him, stifled a filthy little giggle, then took the crown into my mouth, my lips sealing tight around the sharp rim, sucking gently, coaxingly, until that fresh bead of precum burst across my tongue, burning hot, salty, and perfect.

Karl’s hand found my hair instantly, his fingers threading through the tangled, sweaty strands, gripping hard enough to make my scalp tingle, to make my pussy clench and leak another slow pulse of his cum onto the ruined sheets.

“Harper…”

His voice was gravelly, sleepy, but raw with morning hunger. I pulled my mouth off with a soft, wet pop, thick strings of spit and precum stretching from my swollen lips to his glistening crown before snapping against my chin, dripping slowly and warm down my neck.

“Yes, Daddy.”

“I love you, baby girl.”

“I know. And I love you too.”

“Is this your idea of a good morning?”

“It’s me relieving your morning wood, something I want to do every single day for the rest of my life.”

I sank my lips down his cock again, relaxing my throat, letting the fat head slide past my tonsils until my nose pressed hard into the wiry, cum-matted hair at his base. I choked, snorted, tears springing to my eyes, but the burn felt like worship, like ownership, like love. His taste flooded me, last night’s loads, my pussy, my blood, all braided together on his skin.

I swallowed around him, my throat working, milking him with every slow, deliberate bob of my head. I wanted to be perfect at this, perfect at taking every inch of my father whenever he needed his cock drained and didn’t want to bend me over and fuck me.

Karl groaned, his muscles stiffening, hips lifting off the bed in shallow, involuntary thrusts, fucking my mouth in time with his pulse. His free hand slid down his own chest, fingers pinching a nipple hard, then he reached lower, cupping his heavy balls, rolling them, tugging gently as I sucked.

I pulled back just enough to speak, lips brushing the slick, angry head.

“Cum in my mouth, Daddy. Feed me your morning load before breakfast.”

My father growled, his grip tightening in my hair, guiding me faster, deeper, using my throat exactly the way I wanted to be used, until his cock jerked hard against my tongue, swelling impossibly thicker.

Hot, thick ropes of cum flooded my throat, salty, bitter, and endless. I swallowed every pulse, my throat working frantically, milking him dry, refusing to spill a single drop until he shuddered, hips falling back to the mattress, utterly spent.

Only then did I release my Dad, his cock slipping from my lips with a soft, wet sound, glistening clean, flushed dark, and twitching.

Karl hauled me up his body like I weighed nothing, crushing me to his chest, kissing me deep and filthy, tongue sweeping my mouth, tasting himself without hesitation, claiming the taste of his own cum from my tongue.

“Will you do this every morning, Harper?”

“Every morning, I promise, Daddy. And every night. And every time you look at me like that.”

He laughed, the sound rumbling through his chest into mine, his hands sliding down to cup my sore, sticky ass, his fingers brushing the torn, throbbing ring of my asshole and making me whimper into his mouth.

“Then we’re never leaving this bed.”

I grinned, shifting so his thigh pressed between my legs, smearing his fresh cum and my slick across both of us in a fresh, filthy glaze.

“Good. Because the house already knows its new mistress.”

Outside, birds began to sing. Inside, the sheets were ruined beyond saving, the air thick with sex, blood, cum, and love, and the man who raised me held me as if he would never, ever let go.

This wasn’t the end.

This was the first morning of forever.

And I couldn’t fucking wait for the rest.
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