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“Are you okay?” Sam, my best friend asks as she collapses next to me on a couch that we're sitting on in some dirty frat room.

“Yeah,” I lie even though that's far from the truth.

My dumbass took a drink from one of the frat boys and they probably spiked it because I'm feeling all light and tingly all over.

To be honest, I don't really mind feeling this way. My mother. My fucking mother died a two weeks ago and I don't really know how to feel about it. Considering that she abused me for most of my life. And Daddy dearest who is the dean at this school only took me in because of obligation. Not that I needed him. I'm a twenty-two year old senior and I'm sure I could have made a plan to stay somewhere. But here I am. I never got along with my father, but now he's all I have and I'm not sure how to feel about that either. I mean right now I'm feeling a whole lot of things. Angry, sad and drugged. Yep— definitely drugged. My skin is hot and when Sam presses her palm against my forehead, I smack it away and stand up.

“What are you doing?” she asks in a slur. She's also too drunk to stop me as she attempts to grab my hand, but I yank it away and push the thick body of people as I make my way out of the frat house.

Maybe I'm losing my mind, but I feel like I need to confront him. My father. I need to give him a piece of my mind before I get sober again and I can't face his grumpy asshole face.

I make my way through the quad, cold air blasting into my face as I'm stumbling and barely stable on my feet. Fuck. My gaze is a little blurry and right as I climb the first step to the administration office building, I almost fall flat on my face, but strong arms grab me and I gasp as I'm pulled against the person's hard, warm chest.

“Piper?”

Speaking of the devil, I glance up to see my father standing there with his arms tightly wrapped around me and I try to ignore the way his fingers feel on the exposed skin of my back.

“Shit,” I mutter and I watch as his mouth twitches. Was that a small smile? God forbid if he ever smiled. He's always such a grumpy freaking asshole.

“Are you okay?” he asks and then his mouth presses into a thin, hard line. “You're drunk.”

“No shit, Sherlock,” I say.

“Watch your mouth.” His tone is dark and commanding.

“Or what? You're going to teach me a lesson, Daddy?”

He looks away and tightens his hold on my arm.

“Ow,” I try to pull away, but he doesn't loosen his hold on me. “You're hurting me.”

“Good. Now where is your room? I'm taking you back.”

“Oh, so chivalrous of you,” I say sardonically. “Where was that when I actually needed you?”

“Piper—”

“I can go back on my own.” I attempt to pull my arm away again, but he just grips me tighter and lowers his voice with his next command.

“Take me there or I'll spank you so hard you'll be begging me to stop, Piper.”

A shiver runs through me and I know he means it, but I don't want that from him. I've been hurt so much before by my mother, I don't want to think about him using his hands on me too.

Tears burn the back of my eyes as I try to navigate my way with him back to my room. I will not cry. I will not cry. I will not cry.

I tell myself this all the way back to my silent dorm room and when he unlocks it, he takes me inside and shuts the door behind us, before locking it again.

“You're so fucking stubborn,” he says. “And by the looks of it, you're drugged too.”

I sit down on my bed and glance down at my lap, trying to keep myself from passing out and from crying at the same time. My head feels like it's going to explode from all the pressure.

And then Mother's voice enters my head, about how I'm just a filthy little whore. She's dead. Deep down I know it's not real, but it feels so fucking real because the whispers get louder and louder.

“I'm not!” I scream and then I cover my face as the tears roll down my cheeks. “I'm not. I'm not. I'm not.”

“Piper.” My father drops to his knees in front of me and grabs my hands and pries them away from my face.

But I shut my eyes because I don't want him to see. I don't want him to think that I'm a whore too. I'm a good girl. I always have been.

“Piper,” he says again softly.

“Daddy,” I whisper and open my eyes. “Don't spank me ever. Or even threaten too.”

His face is a mix of anguish. “Okay. I-I didn't mean it, Piper.”

“She used to hit me all the time. Even now. I'm a fucking adult and she would do it,” I say. And then I glance down at my leg and pull back my skirt a little to show him the big, fading bruise underneath, high up on my thigh.

“That was the last one.” My voice is a whisper now.

He glances down at the bruise and his fingers travel over my skin lightly. So lightly that a shiver runs down my spine. Before I can even anticipate anything else, he leans down and presses his lips to the bruise and that immediately sends tingles right to a spot that I don't want to think off. It's wrong. So, so fucking wrong.

Daddy glanced up at me like he knows it's wrong too and I watch as the guilt quickly fills his expression, but when he moves to get up, I quickly grab his arm.

“I want you to kiss me,” I whisper. “Everywhere.”

“But it's wrong. There's no coming back from it,” he says. “I don't think I could live with that, Piper.”

“I just need to feel something else,” I whisper and then I lean forward and grab his face before kissing him.

My lips press against his and I kiss him softly, but he's the one that eases his tongue into my mouth, eliciting a soft moan from deep within me.

My head is still all hazy, but I don't care. I want to feel everything.

“Wait,” I whisper and hold him back. “I need to go and pee first.”

Tomorrow, I can be embarrassed with this admission of my needing to pee in front of him, but right now I don't care.

“I have a better idea,” he says. “I want you to pee in my mouth.”

I'm taken aback for a second. “What?”

His eyes darken. “Watersports. Ride my face and then let go.”

“Are you sure?” My face is hot with embarrassment.

He slips his hands underneath my skirt and pulls my panties down and discards it, while grabbing me before I can say anything else and then I'm suddenly on top and he's underneath.

I try to straddle him as steadily as possible. It's so fucking hot.

“I wanna taste your come and pussy. Don't stop riding my face until I ask you too,” he commands.
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The second his mouth comes against my pussy, I have the urge to scream. I steady myself by grabbing the bed post and holding on as if my life depends on it. I start to move back and forth, the intense need to pee with his tongue moving up and down my cunt is sending me spiralling. His tongue moves in slow torturous circles around my clit. I can't think or breathe.

I just need him and his fucking mouth to make me forget and it's doing just that.

I fuck his face, rubbing my pussy all over him, desperate to feel his tongue deep inside of me. I just want—no need...I just need him.

“Yes,” I whisper harshly. “You're going to make me come.”

I reach down and grab his hair, letting my fingernails scrape through his scalp.

I can feel myself on the edge, but just before I let myself go, Daddy opens his mouth and I glance down and finally release. I pee into his mouth and Daddy drinks every single drop that I have to give, which is not that much, but when I'm down, he brings his mouth back against my pussy and he eats me out. Lapping up all that he can. He's driving me crazy with that mouth of his. It. Feels. So. Fucking. Good.

He grabs my thighs and I rock back and forth against his hot tongue and that's when I come. Like rough waves, my orgasm hits me and I come and jerk against his mouth. And he doesn't stop licking me until I stop jerking against him.

But he doesn't let me catch my breath for a second, because he grabs me by my ass and then flips me over so that now I'm underneath him. He quickly unzips his pants and my pulse quickens when I see his thick, pulsing cock.

“My turn,” he says and then he grabs my throat, but it's not so hard. “Open your mouth for me.”

“Yes, Sir,” I say teasingly and open my mouth.

Before I know what he's about to do, Daddy spits into my mouth and then again, before bringing his mouth down to mine.

His tongue moves against mine and he bites down on my bottom lip. “That’s right. Take everything that I have to give you, like a good girl.”

Daddy grips my throat a little more tightly and then he enters me. Slowly and gently. He slips his cock in and then he goes all the way. My throat closes up as I try to adjust to him.

“Fuck,” he says. “You feel so fucking tight around my cock.”

He is steady with his heart pounding hard against mine and I'm grateful that he takes his time with me, even though I know it's torturing him to go so slow. I need him too. I need all of him.

But as my body slowly relaxes and my pussy becomes soft and wet around him, Daddy starts to fuck me. He thrusts deep inside of my pussy and I spread my legs wider so that I can accommodate his large body. Fuck. He feels so good. It feels too good.

He fills me and then pulls out, but not all the way. Holy, shit. I felt hot before, but that is nothing compared to this. 

He fucks me until tears are streaming down my cheeks. He fucks me until the only sounds that fill the room are our hungry moans and our bodies moving together in the darkness and I can't feel anything, but him and his cock thrusting into me. Moving my hands up his neck, I let my fingers curl around the soft, damp strands of his hair. He's so fucking sexy.

I feel him slide his hands around my throat and he applies so much pressure that I'm soon gasping for air.

"Come for me, baby," Daddy commands and I let go. I let go for him.

When I come, I dig my heels into the bed and arch my back, feeling his cock slide all the way inside of me. I'm screaming out his name when my pussy contracts around his cock, but Daddy quickly clamps his palm over my mouth, drowning out my moans. Over and over, I scream against his palm as desire takes control of my body and mind. He removes his hands from around my throat and I suck in a deep breath as he comes inside of me seconds later, filling my pussy with his come.

“I love you,” he whispers against my lips, as I take everything has to give me.

“I love you too, Daddy.”
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