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      CHAPTER 1 * HALEY *

    


    


    The smell of musk was the first thing I became aware of. The second was that I couldn’t move my hands or legs—they felt heavy. Wait, no, I think I’m bound. I shifted around, seeing if I could free myself, but the soft, ribbon-like material held tight. “Where am I?” I whisper to myself. I shift harder, trying to free myself from the blindfold.


    BAM! A door slams maybe a few rooms away.


    I still.


    Should I call out? A chill runs up my spine and I suddenly become very aware that I’m naked. Except for what feels like something drying on my chest. As my breathing picks up, the musky smell seems to grow. What is that sound? Steps. Someone is coming. I hear the footsteps shuffling closer. Maybe, just maybe, if I’m quiet enough they’ll just pass. The steps grow louder and louder, then stop. I hold my breath for what feels like forever. They start up again, this time moving away from me. Releasing the breath I was holding, I lay my head back down on the mattress. Think, Haley, how did I get here? What do I remember last?


    William.


    


    -The night before-


    “I’d like to thank everyone for coming here tonight to celebrate my little Haley graduating.”


    I don’t think I’ve ever seen my father so happy before. He keeps talking about how I’m a big girl now. It’s time for me to grow up, he says. “Enough living in that head of yours, Haley.” He even went as far as cleaning out my room last week, removing all my stuffed animals, my baby dolls that I’ve had since before I can remember, hiring William’s construction company to paint over my beautiful pink walls. Now the room is an ugly blue that makes me stomp my feet every time I enter it.


    “She’s not my little girl anymore. She’s a young woman ready to enter the world, and I’m sure she will do great things. I love you, Haley. You’ve made me a very proud father. I wish your mother was here to see you now.” Cheers break out and I rush to hug my father.


    I know he means well, but the thought of growing up and being a woman terrifies me to the core. I need to get some air. It’s too hot in this house and I’m starting to feel like I can’t breathe.


    As I make my way down the hall I see William leaning against the backdoor. William, the man that makes me tingle all over at just the sight of him. He has the broadest shoulders and the most thickly muscled thighs. He’s all man. I’ve had a crush on him for what seems like forever. Though for the past year he’s avoided me like I developed leprosy.


    He used to come around all the time, he was, after all, my father’s best friend. Picking me up from school when Father had to work late, or staying over and putting me to bed when Father couldn’t make it home. I remember curling up in his lap while he read me bedtime stories; I could always talk him into reading a second.


    “Please, Daddy William, just one more.”


    “One more, sweetheart, and that’s it. Do you understand me? I don’t want to have to turn that little bottom of yours cherry red.”


    Back then, that threat just made me giggle, thinking about it now made my panties grow wet.


    William stood up from his position against the door as I grew closer. His dark black hair was starting to become peppered with gray, and it only added to his appeal. Could men tell when a girl got wet? Just the thought of William knowing this about me made my face heat.


    “God, Haley, you have the sweetest blush I’ve ever seen,” he says, running his finger down my cheek, and I can’t help but blush harder. He quickly drops his hand, as if remembering the leprosy. Looking at me with that same gaze he’s been giving me lately. I can’t quite figure out what it is. I missed his touches. He never touches me anymore. In fact, he hardly even looks at me, and when he does his face is hard—no longer the Daddy William I used to know. He’s also made it very clear that I am to stop calling him that, correcting me every time I use the name.


    “Daddy William, do you want to play checkers with me?” I had asked one night.


    “It’s William, Haley. Now say it.” I just stared at him. I didn’t want it to just be William. He was my Daddy William. “Say it, Haley,” he pushed.


    “Forget it, Williammm!” I said, drawing out his name in hopes of pushing him a little. “I don’t want to play checkers with you anyway.”


    I’ll never forget him grabbing me by the arms and pulling me close, flush against his broad chest, dipping his head right down next to my ear, his stubble brushing against my soft skin.


    “That’s good, little Haley. It’s best you don’t play with me at all.” His nose pressed to my neck and it felt like he was breathing me in. Then he was gone. That was the last time William touched me… A year without his touch. Until this very moment.


    “Good evening, William.” I can’t stop the sarcastic way I say his name now. It’s like a little paper cut each time I say it, and I want him to know this. Or maybe I just want a reaction from him. Something. Anything to get a little bit of his attention. I see the tic in his jaw and I can’t help but smirk at my little victory.


    “So glad you could pull yourself away from whatever it is you’re up to these days to come to my little graduation party. God knows you don’t come around to see us anymore.” Cheese and crackers! That came out way whinier than I intended it to. I’ve never actually seen William with another woman, but I can’t help the thought that that’s what’s been keeping him away from us… From me. It slices through my heart.


    “We all have lives, Haley. Like your father keeps saying, you’re a big girl now and it’s time you started acting like it.”


    My shoulders drop at his words. There it is again, I’m a big girl now.


    Softly I whisper, “Maybe I don’t want to be a big girl.”


    He mumbles something I don’t quite catch, and the temperature in the room seems to rise.


    “Fuck, Haley, I can’t deal with this right now. Get your little ass wherever you were going.”


    I feel the lump rise in my throat; I can’t let him see how he’s affected me.


    “Then why don’t you move your stupid face away from the door!” I scream at him.


    Hopefully the anger will keep the tears at bay for a few moments longer until I can make my escape.


    “Now, now, Haley, don’t you go thinking you’re too old to be bent over and have your panties pulled down for me to spank that sweet little ass of yours.”


    I can’t control the gasp that leaves my lips. How dare he!


    That helped push those tears back and I feel my anger grow. He ignores me the past year then thinks he can just come in here and boss me around? I don’t think so, Daddy William. I straighten my back, trying to make myself somewhat taller but he’s got a whole foot on me, so I’m not sure it’s working


    “I’d like to see you try…Daddy William.” No sooner have the words left my lips than he grabs me by the waist, turns me around and pushes me against the door he was leaning on moments before.


    I snap my face up to look at him through the veil of my lashes; this is a look I’ve never seen before. His eyes seem to change in the light to the deepest green I’ve ever seen. He slides one of his legs between mine, bracing his left hand next to my face and his right onto my hip, making it so I have no escape. I’m totally trapped. He wouldn’t hurt me, would he? The hand he has on my hip tightens, causing a sharp pain that seems to go right to my core. Oh god, the tingling between my legs is back in a way that I’ve never felt before. I swear I can feel my pulse down there, and I feel liquid leak from my girly parts. I’ve never had a boy—no, a man—on me like this before.


    The only experience I have is the one time my best friend Molly talked me into going to her brother’s basketball game. Molly is boy crazy, and being as we went to a private all-girls’ Catholic school we never got to be around boys. After the game, her brother Tim caught me by the bleachers and tried sticking his slimy tongue down my throat, which was completely gross. When I came home and told my father about it he hit the roof and started making me get birth control shots from the doctor. I tried to explain, but he was too freaked out to listen. Luckily I didn’t tell him it was Molly’s brother, or he probably wouldn’t have let me hang out at her house anymore.


    This moment, however, wasn’t gross at all. What would he do if I moved so my girly parts sat right on his thigh? Would he feel the wetness? Would he notice it if I just moved back and forth a little? Why did I want to move back and forth? What good would it do? But I want to. I have to.


    I see his eyes drop to my lips. I bet William’s kiss would be nothing like Tim’s. I lick my lips, wondering if he’ll do it. Kiss me, I beg with my eyes, knowing there’s no way I can say the words.


    William starts to lean toward me and I freeze. He’s going to kiss me, but right before he gets to my lips his face turns and he buries it in my neck. I feel something warm and slick slide up my neck and a moan slips from my lips. He licked me. Oh my god, he totally licked me.


    “You taste like pure innocence,” he tells me. At his words I let my girl parts slide down onto his thigh. The pressure feels so good. It feels like something is building. Something is going to happen…


    “Haley!” I hear my father yell.


    The next thing I know I’m standing and William is across the room, leaning against the wall like nothing happened. Is he that unaffected by me? The very idea crushes me, but who am I kidding, I haven’t the first idea how to attract a man like William.


    Maybe my fantasies are starting to make me go crazy and I imagined everything that just happened. It wouldn’t be the first time I’ve had vivid thoughts about William, and I’m sure it wouldn’t be the last. I just can’t seem to shake him from my head. He dominates my every thought, and maybe even owns them. What would it be like to be owned by William? The thought should scare me, but it only excites me.


    “Haley, there you are,” my father says, breaking me from my thoughts.


    “Molly and her brother Tim just got here. You should go and greet your guests.”


    I take one last look at William before rushing from the room to find Molly, hearing my father yell after me, “No running in the house, Haley!”


    After that, I try my best to avoid William for the rest of the night. If he can pretend like nothing happened, so can I.


    I spend most of the evening hanging with Molly and her brother Tim. I was surprised to see Tim here with Molly. Since he kissed me a few months back he’s pretty much stayed away from me. Tonight, however, he seems overly attentive. He keeps asking me about my plans this summer and making sure my drink stays topped off. It’s actually kind of sweet, but some of his lingering touches make me feel uncomfortable.


    I know I should try to move past this stupid crush I have on William, maybe even go on a date. No way would William ever want to be with some chubby girl like me who can’t even kiss a boy without wanting to run away. My father would probably kill us both, to be honest. Going to an all-girls’ school the whole “going out with boys” conversation never really happened.


    As the evening progresses, the more I try to avoid William the more he seems to be watching me. He keeps giving me disapproving looks. I also can’t help but notice that Jane—an employee from my father’s office—is hanging all over him. The sight of them together makes it feel like I have a weight on my chest. I’ve heard my father say she’s a gold-digger that will sleep with anyone, whatever that means. I can’t stand to watch them, but I swear anytime I walk into another room, William is there two seconds later, followed by Jane.


    I really need a moment alone to get myself together. I’m feeling a little dizzy and really, really tired. I also need to change out the soaked undies I still have on from earlier.


    Slipping up to my room I inwardly cringe at the stupid blue walls. I head to my dresser, digging to find a new pair of underwear—I would be so embarrassed if anyone knew what I had done in them. Just the thought of what had taken place with William earlier had me soaking them further. Maybe I should see a doctor. This can’t be normal.


    As I’m slipping the panties down my legs, my door suddenly swings open and I tumble back with the underwear wrapped around my legs. Tim catches me.


    “From the state of those panties it looks like you’re starting without me, sugar,” Tim drawls.


    I pale. What does he mean, starting without him? Starting what?


    “Tim, you shouldn’t be in here. My father will hit the roof.”


    “You know you want me, sugar. You’re a big girl now and you can’t hold on to that cherry forever. I’ll make it good for you.”


    The dizziness is hitting me harder and the room starts to spin.


    “No, Tim, please stop. I’m just going to go to lie down for a minute. I’m just so tired,” I slur.


    Tim slowly helps me over to the bed. I can’t seem to get my legs to work.


    “You think I didn’t notice the way you were looking at that William guy? Is that the problem? Only want to spread those thighs for older men? How about you let me break you in for him? Besides, I saw that woman all over him downstairs. Why would he want a little, inexperienced, chunky thing like you?”


    His words cut deep and I feel him tugging at my dress, causing my breasts to spill out.


    “These are a little big for my taste, but I’ll make do. Since I’ll be the first to slide into this tight little cunt of yours, I’ll overlook it. You really should be thanking me. Maybe I can show you a thing or two about how to please a man,” Tim says with a smirk on his face.


    I try to cover myself, to tell him to stop, tell him this isn’t right, but my hands are so heavy. I can’t lift them. I start to close my eyes, then I hear a loud crash, and William is standing over me.


    “Someone has been a very bad little girl tonight, haven’t they, little Haley. It seems you can’t take care of yourself after all. Rest now, Daddy’s got you.”


    

  


  
    


    
      CHAPTER 2 * DADDY *

    


    


    As I sit here in my leather chair, I can’t help but wonder how the fuck I got in this situation.


    Years. I’ve tried for years to stop these feelings. I’ve gone through the guilt, depression, self-hatred, and disgust to come back to one feeling I can’t shake…need. What I need most in the entire world is in the next room, tied to my bed, covered in my cum.


    Haley.


    Tonight was her party to celebrate her graduation, her turning into a woman, but those big blue eyes looking up at me with all the need and want of a young girl tells me she isn’t as inclined to grow up as her father would like to think. No, Haley is innocent, pure, untouched, and everything inside me wants to own her. My 20 year friendship to Roger, be damned.


    In one night I’ve cast aside all my morals, along with the trust of her father, to bathe in my own darkest desires. I went to her party to watch over her, to celebrate the passage into her adult life. A life that doesn’t include playing board games and late night bedtime stories. But what I witnessed was her total ignorance to the danger right in front of her.


    I keep patting myself on the back for saving her from the piece of shit kid that drugged and almost raped her. Watching him follower her around all night had me on edge, but her seeming to like the attention made me livid. I wanted to pick her up and throw her over my shoulder like a Neanderthal. Every time I tried to get close to her, just to hear what they were talking about, that Jane bitch would only cackle in my ear, adding to the headache her perfume had already given me.


    I cheer myself on for beating his punk ass within an inch of his life and having him hauled off to jail. Hell, Roger actually did pat me on the back for that one. In fact, convincing myself that Haley needed to come home with me to be watched over was harder than convincing Roger. He trusts me with his little girl. Probably because she has always been my little girl too. Only Roger and I have very different views of how we want to treat our little girl.


    I made my deal with the devil the moment I brought her back to my home.


    


    I stripped her naked and tied her to my bed. What the fuck did I think was going to happen? I said goodbye to all my morals the moment I saw her bare for the first time. Juicy. Her whole body was just so juicy. Wide hips and thick thighs that led to the most perfect cunt I’d ever seen. Barely any hair and totally natural.


    I knew she was a virgin, and it took all the power in my body not to spread those delicious thighs and look at her hymen. I needed to see the evidence of her innocence, but I wanted her to be the one to show me.


    Instead, my eyes went back to her huge breasts that overfilled any top and bra she’d ever worn. Rosy nipples taunting me, making me angry that after all these years I couldn’t cum without thinking of them. I’d seen them once two summers ago when her too-small bathing suit top came off after she jumped into the pool. For two goddamn years I couldn’t so much as let loose a single drop of cum without seeing those perfect nipples in my mind.


    Today I completed the fantasy and marked what was mine. I unbuckled my belt and unzipped my pants. I pulled down my boxer briefs just enough to let the monster out of the cage. This beast was too wild to let loose on her just yet.


    I straddled her stomach and knelt up, positioning myself above those perfect tits. I licked my palm and stroked myself hard in a punishing rhythm. I looked into her sweet face and at that moment she licked her fucking lips. It was like she was sending me a sign and telling me to mark her as mine. To claim her virgin pussy for whatever my dick desired.


    I beat my cock harder as pre-cum wept onto her chest. This was no gentle jerkoff session, this was an angry stroking for all those years I couldn’t touch her. I looked at her sweet lips and I swear I could hear her say Daddy in that shy voice. I could almost see that pink tongue licking out, begging for a drop of what only Daddy’s dick could give her.


    I came with a heavy grunt all over her nipples while my hips kept thrusting like a rutting animal trying to mate. I even ran the tip of my dick around her areola, rubbing out the last of my orgasm against her skin, not wanting her to miss a drop.


    My pact with the devil was complete. I climbed off my beautiful little girl and stuffed my still rock-hard cock back in my pants. I smiled as I tied the blindfold on Haley and left the room. She was finally mine.


    


    Setting my tumbler on the low table beside me, I knew it was time to wake Haley. I’d been checking on her every hour since I brought her to my home. Now it was time to explain our new relationship. Daddy William needs his little girl.


    I opened the door to my bedroom and I can feel right away that Haley is awake. She is lying on my bed, tied and completely naked. I can practically see her heart beating from across the room. I can see that her breathing is rapid and she’s trying to keep calm. My sweet little girl is so brave.


    “Haley.”


    She stiffens for just a moment before responding.


    “Da…W-William. Is that you?”


    It breaks my fucking heart that I made her stop calling me Daddy William, but it was for her own good. For both of us, really.


    “Yes, Haley. It’s Daddy William.”


    I can see her cum-covered nipples tighten when she hears my voice. Her huge tits don’t belong on an 18-year-old and they always had nipples that pointed straight at me any time I spoke to her. They were like beacons of sin and sex, taunting me. Now, laid out before me with my jizz covering those sweet mounds, I can’t help but put my hand over my pants-covered dick and feel how hard it still is.


    “Daddy William, I’m scared. Why am I tied up, and blindfolded…and…and naked.”


    I walk closer to the bed and sit down beside her. I reach down and stroke her arm lightly.


    “Shhh. It’s okay, little Haley. I tied you up so you wouldn’t hurt yourself, and I blindfolded you so that you would get some sleep. Stay calm, and I’ll untie you. Okay?”


    She nodded her head and I began to loosen the soft ribbons around her wrists and ankles. I rubbed her arms and legs lightly as I went, to ease some circulation and blood flow back into her limbs. Her arms went directly to her breasts to try to cover up. Her gorgeous tits were impossible to corral and I smiled at her efforts.


    “Now be a good girl for Daddy William and I’ll remove the blindfold.”


    I slipped the blindfold off and saw her scared little eyes blink at the lamp light.


    “Where am I, Daddy William? What’s going on?”


    “Here, Haley. Drink some water and I’ll explain.”


    I handed her the glass of water I’d set on the bedside table along with some ibuprofen that she took without question. I pet her soft brown hair, wrapping one of her curls around my fingers, then releasing it to watch it bounce. God, I loved her fucking hair. I always wanted to bury my hands in it.


    Watching her drink the water, I could smell her skin and how sweet it was. Hours ago, at the party, when I had her caged like an animal, I couldn’t help but take a taste of her. She smelled like cinnamon and tasted like innocence. I’m never going to be able to eat French toast without getting a fucking hard-on.


    “You’ve always been Daddy’s good girl, Haley,” I said as I placed the glass back on the table.


    “Last night that little shit Tim slipped you a roofie—that’s a drug—and he intended to use it to knock you out and rape you.”


    I see her eyes get big as tears start to form at the corners.


    “Shh. Everything is okay, little Haley. I was there in time. Tim is taken care of. I talked to Roger afterward and told him that I would bring you to my house and take care of you while the drugs wore off. While you were still drugged you struggled and tried to fight me. I decided you needed to be stripped of your clothes and restrained for your own safety. I put a blindfold on you so that you could sleep and hopefully stave off the worst of the drug-induced hangover.”


    Haley looked at me with wide eyes. Still trying to cover up those massive tits and turn her body so that she could shield everything I wanted to look at.


    “Oh, and while you were sleeping I jerked off on top of you and came all over your beautiful nipples.”


    The red blush started at those rosy nipples and worked its way up her neck and to her cheeks. I hadn’t meant to be so straightforward, but the look on her innocent face was worth it.


    “Now tell me, little Haley. Would you like Daddy to return the favor and let you rub your kitty all over me?”


    

  


  
    


    
      CHAPTER 3 * HALEY *

    


    


    “Daddy William, I don’t understand.” Shifting so my back rests against the headboard, I look for something to cover my very naked body.


    “It’s just Daddy now, Haley.” His voice sounds deeper than it normally does and I can’t help the smile that breaks across my face. I like the idea of just calling him Daddy. It feels so…right. “You want to call me Daddy don’t you, my precious little girl?” he asks.


    A shiver runs though me. “Of course I do. I just don’t understand why.” Reaching for the sheet I see lying next to me I pull it up to cover myself, causing him to frown.


    “I know there’s a lot we need to talk about. But right now Daddy wants to play with you. Do you want me to play with you, Haley? Do you want me to show you how good I can make you feel?”


    I’m confused by his words. He isn’t making any sense to me. “Daddy, what did you mean when you said you wanted me to rub my kitty on you? I don’t have a kitty. I’ve alwa—” He cuts me off with a laugh that sounds so deep It must have come all the way from his tummy, and I can’t help but giggle in response.


    “God, Haley, your innocence is going to be the death of me.” He grips the corner of the sheet I used to cover myself and slowly starts pulling it from me. I snap my hand out in response to stop him, but the hard look he shoots me has me instantly letting go. “You trust me, don’t you?” he asks.


    My response is instant because it’s the truth. “More than anything.”


    He seems to like my quick answer because his shoulders drop, making him seem more relaxed. “Then let Daddy show you. Let me give you what you need and, god fucking knows, what I need.”


    “Daddy! You just said a very bad word.” I giggle.


    “Daddy can say and do whatever he wants, little one. It’s best you learn that now. It will save you from some spankings that will make it hard for you to sit for a few days.”


    Pouting I scrunch my nose up and giving him the sweetest look I can muster up. “You wouldn’t really do that to me, now would you?”


    He licks his lips causing my eyes to focus on them as he responds. “Haley, you have no idea what the thought of turning you over my lap and spanking that full, lush ass of yours does to me. In fact, my palm is twitching just thinking about it. “


    My eyes grow wide at the idea. The pulse I felt the previous day down in my girl parts was back in full force. But this was nothing like before—this was way worse. It’s like a second heartbeat right between my legs.


    “I can tell by you wiggling all around that you like the idea of that too, little Haley. You want your Daddy to help you with the ache that’s building in your sweet, tight cunt?”


    His words shock me but all I can do is nod.


    “That’s good, Haley, real good.” He slides the sheet the rest of the way off, baring me to him.


    “Perfect…so fucking perfect,” he whispers so softly I barely hear him. I reach to cover my breasts but he grabs both my wrists, halting my movement. “You don’t hide from your Daddy. You let me enjoy your body, and it just so happens I love looking at you.” Slowly moving my hands and placing them beside me, he leans closer and says, “Will you give your Daddy a kiss?”


    I lean into him and place a quick kiss on his lips. Before I can lean back against the headboard his hands grab on to the back of my hair, pulling it tight in his fists. Tilting my head back, he whispers against my lips. “I think you can give me a better kiss than that, don’t you?”


    I lick my lips and my tongue brushes his bottom lip. I can taste a hint of what I think is scotch.


    “Now I think you’re just teasing me. Are you a cock tease, little girl? Do you like the idea of making your Daddy cum in his pants? Wouldn’t you rather I cum all over those beautiful tits of yours again?”


    Before I can respond his mouth is on mine, causing me to gasp in shock. He took advantage of the opening to slide his tongue into my mouth, and this was nothing like the kiss I had with Tim. This was rough and desperate, making it hard to catch my breath. Then I was kissing him back with just as much vigor. This kiss was doing all kinds of crazy things to me. My nipples were growing harder and they started to ache.


    Suddenly Daddy pulled away and I lunged for him. Grabbing onto his shoulders, trying to bring him back into my body, but he was quicker, flipping me so I landed on my back in the middle of the bed. “Seems someone is a little greedy.”


    “Daddy, please, I don’t know what’s wrong with me. I ache all over,” I pled to him.


    “Don’t worry, my little one, I’m going to take care of that for you. Be still and let me take care of you. I want to get a real nice look at your kitty.”


    “My kitty?” I question.


    Sliding his hands to the inside on my thighs he slowly spreads my legs open, adjusting himself so he’s right between them. “Yes, your kitty.” Taking his middle finger, he runs it along my lower lips, causing me to moan. “Jesus, you’re so fucking wet, its everywhere. Looks like Daddy is going to have to clean up this mess you made. Take your ache away.”


    Oh fudge, this is just too much. I can’t handle this. I feel like my whole body is on fire.


    “You want that, don’t you? You want Daddy to take care of your kitty?” he asks.


    I close my eyes, trying to get a handle on what’s happening to me…to my body. I feel like something inside of me is trying to get out. I’ve never felt like this before. This can’t be normal.


    I feel Daddy move and slide his body up mine. His hard chest presses against my stiff nipples and I can’t help but remember how naked I am and how fully dressed he is. The feeling is causing me to squeeze me eyes shut even tighter. “Haley, closing your eyes won’t make this go away. Maybe I should just leave…”


    My eyes spring open at the thought of him leaving. “No, Daddy, please don’t go anywhere,” I rush to say.


    “Then say it, Haley. I need to hear you to say it for me.”


    Releasing the breath I didn’t realize I was holding at the thought of him leaving the room, I respond. “What do you want me to say? I’ll say anything for you.”


    At my words he rocks against me, releasing a little grunt.


    “Ask me to clean that greedy kitty for you. “


    Taking a deep breath, I say, “Daddy, will you clean my kitty for me?”


    A smirk plays across his lips. “Manners, Haley.”


    Glaring up at him, I give him my sweetest voice. “Daddy, will you pretty please, with a cherry on top, clean my kitty for me?”


    He rocks harder against me and I feel something poking into my tummy.


    “Daddy, you’re poking me with something.”


    “I can’t help that, sweetheart. You smell like my cum and you’re just so fucking beautiful I can’t stand it. Let Daddy show you.” Leaning back so he’s on his knees between my legs, he pulls out his button-down shirt from his jeans and starts to unbutton it. Next he goes for his belt, sliding it free and pulling it off. I notice a giant bulge inside his pants. That’s the thing that must have been poking me. He slowly pulls his pants down his hips. “Unzip me and find out what you do to me,” he commands.


    When I lean forward I notice my hands are shaky, but I do as Daddy asked. Sliding the zipper down, I gasp.


    “That’s Daddy’s cock. Go on, wrap your little hand around it. You liked when Daddy touched you down there, didn’t you?”


    God, yes, I liked it—a little too much. “I loved it. No one has ever touched me there before.”


    “That’s what I like to hear. It’s better that you let Daddy do it. Those boys don’t know what they’re doing. You understand me, Haley? Only Daddy touches you here. This tight little virgin pussy belongs to me and me alone. I’ll teach you how to cum with a man inside you.”


    Nodding, I reach for Daddy’s cock and I can’t help but slide one of my fingers across the wetness at the tip. I want to lick it off. Where this thought comes from, I have no idea. I bring the finger to my lips and taste it. “I like the way you taste. Its salty-sweet.”


    Growling, he pushes me back down on the bed so I’m lying flat once again.


    “It that so? I’ll just have to take your word for that.” He pauses for a moment as if contemplating something. “Or maybe I don’t have to take your word for it.”


    Holding the head of his cock he slides it between my kitty’s lips, using one hand to guide it back and forth. “That’s your clit, baby girl,” he informs me.


    “So you like the way your Daddy tastes? Do you want more of my cum? Do you think your kitty wants some too?”


    God, it feels so good. My only response is a moan. I can’t believe the sounds I am making.


    “That’s good,” he grunts. “Let Daddy hear that you like what he’s doing to your little pussy.”


    At that, my body locks up and I feel my back come off the bed. Overwhelming sensations shoot down to my toes. The ache that had been haunting my body leaves and I feel like I’m floating. With one last flick of Daddy’s cock against my clit my whole body jerks and I hear Daddy grunt my name. I feel warm liquid coating me, and it makes me shiver with excitement.


    I open my eyes to see Daddy smiling down at me. “We’ve really made a mess of your little kitty, now haven’t we?”


    I feel the blush hit my face once again and use my hands to try and cover it. “Oh, no.” He moves, gripping my hands and pulling them away from my face. “There isn’t going to be any hiding from me, my little Haley,” he says, placing a kiss on the end of my nose.


    “Now, about this mess. I guess I get to see what I taste like, after all. Your sweetness dripping with my cum. I bet it’s going to be the best thing I’ve ever feasted on.”


    Slowly moving down my body, he gives a quick pull to my nipples causing me to squirm. Daddy’s face moves lower so he is hovering over my kitty. I lean up on my arms to try to see what he is doing. Taking two fingers he rubs his cum all over my clit, giving it a light coating. He leans in further. He isn’t going to put his mouth there is he? No! People don’t do that…do they?


    Then I feel his breath on me.


    “You can’t mean—” Before I can finish Daddy takes one long lick between my lips, making me drop back down on the bed. His hands slide under my butt, lifting me into his mouth. It’s like he can’t get enough of me. “Daddy, please. I can’t take it.” I thrash around, trying to break free from his mouth, but he only seems to lock on harder. I hear him growl something I can’t understand into my clit, only making me thrash more. “Fuck!” I scream.


    Slap! One of the hands that was gripping my butt lets loose to smack the side of my thigh, causing me to scream from the shock of the pain.


    “Watch that dirty fucking mouth. That’s not how little girls talk. You’ll pay for that later. Now be still and let me enjoy this delicious dinner I made.”


    “I’m sorry. I just can’t. It-It’s just…” I ramble, not seeming to be able to find words or even make a complete sentence.


    “I know, baby. Daddy’s got you. Lay back and spread your thighs wider for me and let me finish taking care of you. I’ve never had virgin pussy before, and I’m going to enjoy every drop of juice that leaks out of this little cunt.”


    Shamelessly, I open them as wide as I can, and Daddy starts his assault on me again. This time he’s slowly dragging his tongue back and forth. I’m not sure which way I like more, but this one is going to cause me to go mad. “Please. Please, I can’t take much more,” I beg.


    When I feel him lift his mouth from me, I look down at him. “Now how can I say no to a sweet little plea like that?” Latching onto my clit, he sucks hard. Instantly my lower body clenches up and I feel the explosion blow through me.


    I feel him shift, then he slides up beside me on the bed. A little fear rises in my chest that he might be leaving. I can’t go back to the way things were before. If he starts acting like he has these past few years, I don’t think I’ll survive it. I roll to my side when I feel him lift off the bed and watch him retreat from the room. A lump lodges itself in my throat and my eyes start to water.


    Suddenly, I hear the sound of running water in the distance. Moments later, he’s back and lifting me into his arms, and the lump lessens a bit.


    “I tried to clean you the best I could, but it looks like you’re going to have to have a bath.”


    Carrying me into the bathroom, he sits me down in a giant bathtub already filled with water. I look around the bathroom, searching for any trace that another woman has been here. I can’t seem to help myself. Luckily, I don’t see anything.


    Daddy moves his hands between my legs and gives my pubic hair a little tug. “I need to shave your kitty. I want her nice and bare so she can feel every touch.”


    Lying back against the tub he brushes some of my hair out of my face, studying me for a moment. “What’s wrong, baby? You don’t like what we did? You didn’t like letting me play with your pretty little pussy?”


    I drop my gaze, not wanting him to see that I’m about to cry, but I sniffle anyways. “It’s just… I can’t go back to the way things were.”


    “Shh, Haley. You’re not going anywhere.” Taking a deep breath, he says, “I’m glad to hear you say you want this, because I wasn’t planning on letting you go. Your agreement will make things a lot easier. I really didn’t want to have to put bars on the windows. But I don’t want to think about all this right now. We have an uphill battle coming and I think you’ve been through enough today.”


    His words make me relax and give me some reassurance.


    Grabbing the body wash and a soft cloth, he starts soaping up my body and washing away the bubbles. Then he gets the shampoo and starts to lather my hair. “Lean your head back. I don’t want to get soap in your eyes.” Sitting up, I tilt my head back, letting him take care of me. I can’t remember the last time I felt this loved—almost cherished.


    When all of the soap is out of my hair he picks me up, placing me on the bathroom counter next to the sink. “I want you to lean back on the mirror, scoot your ass to the edge, and spread those legs for me.” Doing as Daddy says, I position myself for him. Stepping in between my legs he lowers himself to his knees so his face is level with my kitty.


    “Hand me that razor and cream next to you, sweetheart,” he says.


    Looking to my left I grab them both, handing them to him.


    Daddy slides his finger across my lower lips and my hips rise, trying to get his touch to go deeper.


    “Now’s not the time for you to be getting greedy, little girl. You get what Daddy gives you. If you’re good and hold still, maybe I won’t give you that spanking you have coming after you shouted ‘fuck’ earlier.”


    Pouting I retort, “Son of a biscuit. I was hoping you forgot. I thought old people forgot stuff,” I tease.


    He raised an eyebrow and had a playful look on his face.


    “Is that so, little brat?”


    Grabbing my sides, he starts tickling me until I think I might pee. I scream, “I’m sorry, Daddy! I’ll be good, I promise. Please stop!”


    “All right, little one, hold still this time. And it’s probably best you keep those lips sealed for now.”


    

  


  
    


    
      CHAPTER 4 * DADDY *

    


    


    I spread Haley’s legs wide, opening her sweet pussy to me. I licked my lips and grunted, still tasting our shared orgasms on my mouth. I took a breath and concentrated on the task in front of me. Putting the shaving cream all over her young, tight cunt made my hard cock throb a few beats. Haley let out a little giggle that was so innocent and sweet it made pre-cum seep out of the tip of my dick.


    Never in my life had I been this affected by someone. Sure, every man has had the occasional woman call him “daddy” in the heat of the moment, but never had I wanted to embrace that role fulltime. Haley’s purity wasn’t just sexual, it’s her whole sheltered existence. She wasn’t just naive about sex and her body, but about life. I didn’t want Haley to be my child, I wanted to be the man who showed her the world. I wanted her to grow into a woman with me. My own selfish needs are what drove me. I wanted to do everything to her. Give everything to her. Make her need only me. My sexual desires were dark and I should feel guilty about how long I’ve wanted her—but I didn’t. I wanted to be the one to raise Haley now that she was of age. I wanted to be the one she begged for cock from. I wanted her to beg me for cum, for release, for breath, for life. The power was so thick in the air I could feel it.


    I shaved Haley meticulously, enjoying her little tremors. Being extra delicate when I shaved back towards her tiny pink asshole. She didn’t have much hair anywhere down there, but I planned on being in this pussy more than she planned on blinking. Might as well make my passage a little faster.


    “Slide over a bit, baby girl, and I’ll rise you off.”


    I stood up and rinsed her, I looked at her whole body, loving every inch of it.


    “My god, Haley, you are so beautiful.”


    She lowered her head and I can see her blush creep over her cheeks. I lifted her chin and made her look at me.


    “I want you to look in my eyes when I tell you this. I will never lie to you. I won’t ever tell you something I don’t mean. You are the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen in my life. I’m a lucky man to be allowed to touch you. Your body is perfect. Every curve, every inch, I want to consume.”


    She smiled at me like I was her personal god and it built my ego even higher.


    I finished rinsing her pussy in the sink and played a little with her clit before pulling her off the counter. She was standing before me completely bare, with little drops of water clinging to her pussy lips. I was only so strong.


    I dropped to my knees and pushed her bottom back against the counter.


    “Daddy,” Haley whispered and I knew she was blushing. My shy little girl was back and it made me feel 10 feet tall. I felt like a beast, and that lack of control had my cock continuing to weep in my pants. I glanced up at her and gave her a half smile.


    “Daddy needs one more taste. I need my little girl’s kitty juice on my face while we relax.”


    “Okay,” she whispered. Again with that goddamn whisper.


    I pushed her thighs apart and she thrusted her hips forward just an inch. She knew what was about to happen was going to feel good, but she was embarrassed by how much she wanted it.


    “Push that kitty into Daddy’s mouth, Haley. Let me see how much you want it.”


    With a little moan she spread her legs a bit farther and arched her back to get that sweet cunt closer to my face. I died at the sight of her horny pussy dripping with cream.


    I ran my hands up her thick thighs and round stomach. Haley is round everywhere and I couldn’t get enough. She had a little roll at the bottom of her belly and I bit it as my hands made their way to her tits. They overflowed in my large palms and I kept tonguing her belly while I rolled her nipples in my fingers. Her hips began to thrust in the air rhythmically, trying to get off without anything touching her down there. My little girl was so greedy.


    I lowered my head and began to suck on her puffy pink pussy lips. I drew the whole of one side into my mouth and let it out with a pop. I did the same to the other side, and fuck me, I saw the cream running down her legs. Her virgin pussy was just flowing with juices that I couldn’t wait to lick up.


    I continued to squeeze her huge tits and pulled on her nipples while I moved to her clit to suckle for a bit. I wanted so badly to sink my fingers into her pussy just to see how tight she was, but I’ve already decided the first thing going in her tight virgin cunt was my cock. I wanted my dick to break her hymen and I wanted her pussy curved to the shape of it, because it’ll be the first thing it ever knew.


    I was losing control as I began to devour her, drinking in her juices and licking where they’d spilled down her leg. I ate her like she was my last meal and got her pussy all over my face. I ran my nose up her center and rolled my cheeks up her cunt lips. I loved the excited little gasps she gave when my stubble grazed her clit.


    Once my face was covered in her scent I quit playing around and attacked her pussy like it was my job. I grabbed her leg and put it on my shoulder, my hands going to her ass, spreading her cheeks. I pushed her hips forward and my tongue found her sweet, perfect, untouched rosebud. I licked her asshole with purpose. I wanted her to come with my tongue in her ass. I brought one hand around and strummed on her clit.


    “Daddy!” she shouted when my tongue first hit her dark place. I didn’t say anything because this wasn’t a discussion. “Daddy,” she said again, this time on a moan. I didn’t need her permission to eat her ass, but it was nice to know she was on board.


    The sounds she made, the feeling of running my tongue just barely inside her ass, the smell of her pussy juices coating my face and the feel of her hard clit on my fingers had me at the edge of my control.


    “Daddy, please, make my kitty purr.”


    That was all it took and I came in my pants. I was thrusting in the air like a goddamn animal, releasing my jizz all over myself, and I couldn’t seem to stop. It just came and came, and I couldn’t break away from her ass while I felt her pussy clench against my face, felt her juices spray me, and her cries of release echoed in the bathroom. Her snatch was sucking me against her and I realized her hands had gone to the back of my head to hold me to her—like I would ever dream of leaving this warm, perfect place.


    After all her tremors have passed and I stopped coming on myself, I lowered her leg and rocked back on my heels.


    “Let me get cleaned up and then we’ll get something substantial to eat.”


    I loved the shy smile she gave me when she saw the front of my pants soaked. I leaned down and gave her a quick kiss on the lips.


    “Yes, little Haley, that sweet bottom of yours made me cum in my pants.”


    “Is that bad?”


    “No, it just means I lost control, but it felt amazing. You were such a good girl.”


    She nodded her head gently and still had that smile on her face as I took her hand and pulled her back into the bedroom. I sat her on the edge of the bed while I walked to the closet to grab a change of clothes. I tossed the clean clothes on the bed and pulled my shirt off. Haley watched me and I could see her hungry gaze as it ran over my torso and that fucking pink tongue came out to lick at her lips.


    “Look all you want, little girl, but no touching tonight.”


    “Don’t I get to touch you, Daddy?”


    “Not tonight. Tonight we’ll eat some dinner, talk a little, and then get some sleep.”


    She nodded her acknowledgement of what I just said and I liked that she didn’t question me. I planned to explain how our new lives would be, but it would work out for the better if she was always this amenable.


    I undid my belt and unzipped my ruined jeans. I kept my eyes on her as she watched my every movement. I pushed down my jeans and boxer briefs at the same time and her eyes widened when my hard cock bounced free. I used my ruined underwear to wipe away the excess cum from around my dick, and she watched the whole time.


    “Is it always hard?” she asks quietly.


    My dick bobbed up and down in a resounding “yes.”


    “No, not always. It’s just this hard right now because I haven’t gotten inside you yet. Once Daddy puts his big dick in your tight pink pussy it will relax for a little bit. But until then it will stay this way.”


    “Will you put your…your…”


    “If you’re going to ask for it, say it, little girl. Say cock.”


    “Daddy, will your put your cock in my kitty?”


    Her shy blushes would be the death of me. It took every ounce of control I had not to impale her pussy right that second.


    “Not tonight. But yes, I’ll bury it in you deep tomorrow.”


    I saw her hips move a little as I said this to her. I knew she was wet, and I could still smell her pussy all over my face. I left off my underwear and just put on some loose shorts. I wanted her to see my erection while I walk around. I wanted her to know how hard I was for her. How much I wanted her. Only her. I also left off my shirt so that I could feel her tits against me.


    I took her hand and pulled her from the bed. When she stood I noticed the wet spot she’d left on the covers. I pulled her to me and turned her around so she could look at it.


    “Look at that wet spot, little Haley. Look what you left on the bed. Your dripping kitty left a mark telling me how greedy it is for Daddy’s cock.”


    I could feel the heat rise to her cheeks while I told her this. I wanted to embarrass her, to make her shy. The feeling it gave me was so goddamn powerful I could have lifted a car.


    “Oh no! I’m so sorry. Oh god!”


    “Shhh. It’s okay. I just want you to look at what you left for me. See how bad you want me to fuck you?”


    She nodded her head while I ran my hand down her stomach to her dripping core. I rubbed my hard dick against her ass and she pushed back into it. I petted her clit a few times, just enough to keep her on edge. I was smiling when I pulled back and lead her down the hall and into the kitchen.


    I sat her up on the counter and spread her legs. She made a little protest, and I assumed the granite was cold. I turned to open the refrigerator and she started to close her legs.


    I made a tsking noise as I pushed her legs open again. “I want to see that kitty while I feed you. A little girl’s pussy should always be open to her Daddy.”


    I made something easy, because fuck if I cared about food right now. I threw together some omelets while she watched me the whole time. She hadn’t said much, but I saw there were questions running through her mind.


    When I finished making our simple dinner I took her over to the dining room and put both plates at the head of the table. I sat down and then I put Haley sideways on my lap. I reached through her legs and pulled out my cock, adjusting it so it was jutting up between her thighs and pressed against her cunt. I didn’t have any intentions of doing more than that, I just wanted my dick against that sweet, creamy heat.


    “Now, Haley, let’s have a real conversation.”


    She nodded as I fed her bites of the omelet, humming her enjoyment. She was subtly rubbing her pussy lips against my dick, trying to gain friction. I smiled at her efforts but made no move to encourage it. That hungry snatch was begging me for it, and I leaked pre-cum, loving the way she felt against me.


    “Pay attention, Haley, or I’ll take your cock toy away.”


    She did this cute little pout thing with her bottom lip that made me laugh.


    “Yes, Daddy.”


    “Haley, do you know why I’ve brought you here and done these things to you?”


    “Because I was in danger at the party and you were protecting me?”


    “Yes, that’s part of the reason you ended up here. But my decision to take you physically and finally make you mine has been something I’ve struggled with for years.”


    I sighed heavily as I fed her more of her dinner and tried to explain without sounding like a creep.


    “Haley, I have loved you as my own daughter since the day you were born. I’ve watched you grow into a young lady and then into a young woman. I’ve never in my life felt this way about anyone. I haven’t been able to look at another woman for years. I haven’t touched another woman for years. At your Sweet Sixteen pool party I saw your top fall off, and I wasn’t able to stop my feelings from turning from paternal to sexual for you.”


    I took another deep breath and gave her the full disclosure of my depravity.


    “I only want you, Haley. I know how you’ve always watched me. I know you’ve always fantasized about me. I saw all those looks you gave me for years. But I never allowed myself to see you in that way. Until then. Once I lowered that wall and saw you sexually, there was no turning back. I want to own you. I want to be the man in your life. I want to be the one to ripen you sexually, and also the one who helps you grow up. I want you go to college and choose a career, if that’s what you want to do. I want to be there for every milestone in your life. I want to be the man that awaits you at the end of the aisle and not the one that gives you away. I want to be the one to give you babies when you’re ready and I want your life to be entwined with mine.”


    Her eyes are so big at my confession I didn’t know what she was thinking.


    “Haley, I don’t want to scare you, but because you’re so young and I’m so much older, and this will be a problem for a lot of people. This may potentially ruin any friendship I have with your father and any relationship you have with him. You don’t have to decide right this moment what you want to do, but I need you to know my intentions are not pure. I want your decisions to be made by me. I want to be your Daddy forever. This isn’t something I do lightly, and I think it’s only fair to let you decide how much of this is just a fantasy of yours, and how much you want to come true.”


    I paused and looked deep into her eyes, holding her face so she didn’t mistake anything I was about to say.


    “I am going to take your body like a man takes a woman. I am going to fuck you to death and then back to life. I will forever own you physically, but I’m also asking for your heart. Nothing you say will change what happens tomorrow. That sweet cherry of yours will be mine. But the decision to leave or stay afterward is up to you.”


    Even though I told her that I would let her leave tomorrow, if she chooses to, I know I won’t let her. I would do anything and everything to try to get her to stay of her own free will. But if push comes to shove, I had no problem tying her ass to my bed and making sure she craves what only I could give her.


    She started to speak, but I placed a finger over her lips.


    “Shh. Don’t answer now, my sweet little Haley. We’ve had a big day and it’s time for bed.”


    I opened her thighs a little and moved my hard cock that was now covered in her pussy cream away from her heat. She made a small sound of protest and I just smiled. I loved how much her body craved me. I stood her up and lead her to the bedroom, leaving the dirty plates on the table. My housekeeper would get them in the morning.


    When we got to the bedroom, I pulled back the covers and she slid in. I took off my shorts and spooned in behind her. I reached back and turned off the lamp, sending the room into darkness. When I pulled her to me, her lush ass pushed back and my dick slid right between her folds, and I could feel the head of my cock against her clit. My whole length was nestled against her and I smiled. I palmed her tits as I closed my eyes, completely content.


    “I love you, Daddy,” she whispers softly as I felt her fall asleep in my arms.


    Finally. I finally had everything I had ever wanted in my arms. I just needed to figure out how to hold on to it.


    

  


  
    


    
      CHAPTER 5 * HALEY *

    


    


    I wake up on top of Daddy William, making the previous day flash though my mind. Sliding to the side, I rest my chin on my hand to better study him. He looks so relaxed. Much more at ease than I can recall him looking in a very long time. After what he told me last night, I know I was the cause of his tension when he was around me. As much as it broke my heart to hear that he had been pining for me even though he thought he couldn’t have me, it also filled me with joy. William wanted to be mine. Not only that, but he wanted me to be his in every way. I wanted that too. Part of me thinks he didn’t want me to tell him how I felt last night because he was scared of what I might say. I don’t want to let him think for one more second that I don’t want everything he wants.


    Lowering my gaze, I can see he is hard. I haven’t gotten to play with his body much yet. I don’t have the first clue what to do, but I know I want more than anything to show him I need him just as much as he needs me. Reaching for the sheet, I slowly pull it from his body. I run my hands down his firm stomach, loving the feel of his soft hair on my palms. Tentatively I grab hold of his cock and glide my hand up and down.


    “Haley.” He says my name in a shaky, rough voice that has me raising my eyes to meet his. He is so hard, but he seems to like what I’m doing. Giving him a few more strokes, he lets out a soft moan.


    “You’re going to have to squeeze that little hand tighter around my cock if you want to work Daddy’s cum out. “


    “Show me,” I whisper. While my words may sound sure, I am anything but. I have to show him this is what I want. What I need. I have no doubts about what I want. I’m just inexperienced in how to physically show him. We both have these cravings and I’m ready to give in to them. His need to own me and take care of me matches my need to be cared for and worshiped by him.


    Reaching for my hand, he wraps his around mine and squeezes hard. It makes my previous strokes seem so much more fragile and shy compared to his. His are strong and sure, while mine were soft and tentative.


    As I continue to squeeze and stroke, his breathing speeds up. He starts to moan louder. His back arches off the bed and I know he likes it. All I can hear are his moans. Letting go of me, allowing me to pump him on my own, he moves his hand to my breast. I’m still naked from the night before and completely open to him. He starts to play with my nipple, giving it a nice little tug that shoots straight to my clit. I am so turned on by his reaction to me. I love having the power to make him feel as good as he makes me feel.


    “That’s it, work Daddy’s cock,” he encourages.


    Quickening my movements, I see a drop leak from the top of his cock. Like yesterday, the draw to lick it is there. What would he think if I took a quick lick? I loved when he did it to me. Would it give him the same pleasure? Leaning forward, I take one swift lick of his moist tip, bringing the saltiness into my mouth.


    “Go on,” he says. “Go on.”


    I open my mouth, taking him further, circling my tongue around the top over and over.


    “Take it all the way in,” he grunts. “I want to feel those lips stretch down my cock.”


    I sink further down, taking him until I feel the tip of his cock hit the back of my throat.


    “Fucking hell! You don’t have a gag reflex? Fuck. I knew you were perfect. Too fucking perfect.”


    He words only encourage me, making me suck harder and faster. The harder I suck, the louder he seems to moan, making my own need rise. I can feel the wetness dripping between my legs and sliding down my thighs.


    “Are you ready for the cum you worked so hard for? You’re going to drink every last drop of it. Don’t let even one drop slip from those lips. Do you hear me? I’ll spank that little pussy of yours if you do.”


    The thought of Daddy spanking my pussy makes me moan around his cock. Shaking my head so he knows I understand his command, I continue to I suck as hard as I can. Daddy quickly grips my head, holding it in place. “Fuuuuuuck,” he roars. I feel hot liquid hit my tongue, as I swallow it down as fast as I can to please him. As the last of his release ends, I lick him clean. I look up at him and I can’t help the heat that rushes to my face. Pushing past it, I start to climb up his body. I slide so I’m straddling his thigh.


    “You know you just sealed your fate, little one, right? No way am I letting you go after that. I’ll be waking up to you wrapped around my cock every fucking morning.”


    A small giggle escapes me. “Good, because I’m not going anywhere. I’m exactly where I want to be…Daddy.”


    Lifting his head he catches my lips, slipping his tongue into my mouth with long, slow strokes. I’m still so needy I can’t help but rub myself on his thigh.


    “Does someone’s kitty need attention?” he asks.


    Rubbing myself up and down his thigh, I bite my lip, giving him the saddest face I can. “Please, I need you so bad. It’s starting to hurt.” I pout.


    “Sit up for a moment; I want to make sure I get your sweet cream all over my thigh.”


    Rising up I sit back and he puts his hand between my legs, softly stroking my clit, causing me to almost fall forward.


    “Hold still so I can take care of you,” he demands in a firmer voice than he used moments ago.


    This time he pulls my kitty lips apart. “Now sit. I want to feel that little clit right on my thigh.”


    I lower myself back down so my swollen center is flush against his thigh, with my clit feeling every part of it.


    “Now you’re going to ride me while I watch those beautiful lush breasts of yours bounce.” Feeling a little self-conscious I slowly start to rock back and forth. Reaching up, Daddy plucks at my nipples, causing me to moan out loud.


    “That’s it. Ride me. God, you’re so fucking beautiful. I can’t wait to see you riding me with my cock deep inside your tight pussy. I’ll be lucky if I last one fucking minute,” he grunts.


    Moving faster, I feel my release coming. “So close, so, so close, Daddy.” He rises up, wrapping one arm around me and the other hand goes into my hair, pulling my mouth to his. That’s all it takes as I scream into his mouth, riding out my pleasure.


    “All right, little one, it’s time to get a move on,” Williams says as he slides out from under me, leaving me feeling boneless but completely satisfied in the center of the bed.


    “But I don’t think I can even move,” I whine, pulling the discarded sheet over my body.


    “I don’t think so. We have to get a move on. Maybe a little sunshine will do you some good,” he says over his shoulder as he goes to the windows to pull the curtains back. The room is flooded with so much light it hurts my eyes.


    “You’re such a meanie!” I tease, throwing a pillow at him as hard as I can, then hiding myself under the sheets. I’m only protected by the sheets for mere moments before he rips them from me, pulling me from the bed.


    “I’d give you a nice little spanking for that, but I think we’ve burned Maria’s ears enough for one day, and your father will be here soon.”


    “Who’s Maria?” I ask. I glare at him to show my unhappiness at hearing another woman’s name come from his lips. Especially a name I’ve never heard before.


    “Damn, you’re fucking cute when you try to look serious. No worries, sweetheart. Maria’s the housekeeper and I’m sure she’s wondering what the hell is going on. So get that sweet little ass in the shower and meet me in the kitchen.”


    “So there’s no way I can talk Daddy into helping me get clean?” For some reason I can’t get enough of him. I don’t even want to shower alone.


    Growling, he grabs my hips, pulling me close. “I love that some of your shyness is starting to slip. Trust me, I would love nothing more than to go into the shower with you and have you wash my cock clean, but I sure as hell don’t want your father showing up while I have his daughter on her knees deep-throating me.”


    Giving my butt one last grab, Daddy pushes me toward the bath.


    I rush to get done as quickly as possible, just pulling my hair up while I shower because there’s no need to wash it again after Daddy did it last night. Oddly, the idea of washing it myself makes me a little sad. I’m falling fast into the habit of depending on him, but it feels so natural, so right.


    Using Daddy’s toothbrush I brush my teeth, then rush to the bedroom to find clothes. Luckily, sitting on a chair, I find a bag someone must have packed for me. I dress quickly in a pink sundress with a pair of white cotton panties and head towards the kitchen, leaving my feet bare.


    When I enter the kitchen William is sitting at the breakfast bar typing away at his laptop and an older woman is at the stove cooking. “Morning, little one,” William says, looking up from his laptop. Before I can respond, the woman comes squealing at me.


    “You must be Haley! The reason Mr. Darkling can’t get that smile off his face!”


    I can’t help but blush. “Yes, I’m Haley, but I’m sure he smiles all the time.”


    Releasing me and giving a little laugh, Maria walks back to the stove to flip the bacon.


    “Well, I’ll let you and Maria get acquainted. I’m going to take a quick shower before your father gets here.” Leaning down next to my ear he whispers, “I hate to wash off those pussy juices you coated my leg with this morning, but I can’t sit down to a meal with your father knowing I smell like your cum.”


    “Da—um—William! I can’t believe you said that!” I push back from him.


    His face suddenly turns deadly serious, causing my stomach to knot. “Haley, you listen now and you listen good. If we’re going to do this, then we’re going to do this. I understand if you don’t want to call me Daddy in public. Or if we’re in front of your father and you don’t want to because it makes you feel awkward, that’s fine too. We’ll come up with something for when those times arise, but here in our home you will call me Daddy and feel no shame or embarrassment about it. If someone doesn’t like the way we live, then they can get the fuck out of our home.”


    “Amen!” I hear Maria say from over at the stove.


    “Our home, Daddy?” I question.


    “Fuck yes, our home. Did I not make myself clear before? You’re mine and I’m keeping you.”


    “What if my father tries to make me leave with him?” I whisper, scared at the thought.


    “I dare anyone to try to keep you from me. I tried to stay away from you, little one, but I’ve never wanted a woman the way I want you. I will own every part of you. I’ll fight anyone to keep you and destroy anyone who stands in my way of having you. You. Are. Mine.” Leaning down, he gives me a deep, wet kiss, sliding his hands under my sundress to stroke my clit through my white cotton panties. I forget someone else is in the room until I hear Maria clear her throat.


    “I’ll be back in ten. Try to keep her out of trouble, Maria. Don’t let that sweet face fool you,” he says as he strolls down the hallway toward his bedroom. Our bedroom. Wonder if he’ll let me paint it pink? I don’t think it will take much to wrap him around my finger. I bet I can have that room pink by the end of the week.


    “What has put that smile on your face, Haley? Was Mr. Darkling right? Are you already up to no good?” Maria asks as she starts pulling food from the stove and filling plates.


    “Maybe a few ideas. A girl has to keep her Daddy on his toes.” I steal a piece of bacon off the counter, popping it into my mouth.


    “Well, I think you’re exactly what Mr. Darkling needs. I haven’t seen him this happy in—well, I can’t even recall. It’s nice to see someone filling this house with laughter. I thought I entered the wrong home this morning.”


    Realizing I have a few moments to maybe do some fishing about my Daddy I seize the opportunity. “You mean no one else is ever here?” I try to make myself seem like I’m making general conversation, but the look Maria shoots me tells me she’s on to my game.


    Taking a deep breath, Maria sets the pan down on the stove, turning to look directly at me. “I’ve been with Mr. Darkling for three years now and aside from his weekly poker game or football on Sunday, no one is ever here. In fact, you’re the only woman I’ve ever seen in this house. Period. Well, besides myself. Get me?”


    Nodding, I sit down at the breakfast bar. “Thank you. I don’t know why I’m panicking. I’m guess I’m just a little scared and a tad jealous at the idea of some other woman having maybe been here,” I finish.


    “Normally, I wouldn’t share what I just shared with you, but I did because I see the way you look at him and he looks at you. Mr. Darkling has been moping around this house for the past few years, and then today I walk in here and it’s like he finally woke up. I’m guessing you were the one to wake him.”


    I can’t help but think of how I really did wake him up this morning and I burst out laughing. “I guess I did.”


    Giving me a knowing smile, Maria hands me two plates. “Go put these on the table. Your father is going to be here any minute and I’m guessing you guys are going to want to get right to it. No sense in dragging it out.”


    Maria’s words bring me back to reality, causing my stomach to knot once again. Sitting at the table I hear a knock at the door and William greeting my father. Moments later, they’re in the dining room and my father is pulling me into a hug. I hold him a few seconds longer than I normally would in case it might be the last time for a while. The idea of not talking to or seeing my father is unsettling and heartbreaking, but I will not allow him to rip us apart.


    “Haley, I’m glad to see you’re doing better. I was so worried about you. I was so angry about what happened. I knew it wasn’t your fault, but I just couldn’t think straight and I didn’t want you waking up in the house you were just attacked in. William has been treating you well, right?”


    “Of course, Father. He’s always doing what he thinks best for me.” I move to take a seat at the table. William slides into the one next to mine and my father sits across from us. It’s like we’re already gearing up for battle.


    “It seems like it’s been forever since the three of us sat down to a meal together. With Haley going off to college, I guess there won’t be that many for a while,” my father says.


    Well, fudge, I figure it’s now or never. “Father, about that. The thi—”


    Cutting me off, William slides his hand onto mine. “Let me, sweetheart. I really should be the one to tell him.”


    Glancing down at our locked hands, my father’s eyes go hard and I can see his jaw clench. “What the fuck is going on with you two?”


    “Before I start, I want to make it clear I never touched her before yesterday.”


    My father is on his feet and I follow suit.


    “Are you fucking shitting me right now? My daughter? My fucking daughter?” My father yells.


    William has remained seated. “Roger, please let me say what I have to say before you go off the rails. You know I love this girl. There’s no denying that.”


    Taking a step back, my father lets him continue.


    “I know I haven’t been around much lately. The reason for that is because my feelings for Haley started to change. I thought with some space and time they would pass. They haven’t. They don’t seem to be lessening, but growing stronger.”


    William runs his hand across the stubble on his chin, as if he’s trying to put together what he wants to say.


    “I’ve felt like I’ve been going insane and, well, I just can’t fight it anymore, and I’m not going to. You really have two options here, Roger. I want you to bear in mind that I love this girl more than anything in this world, and I will do anything to make her happy. Option one, you can lose your shit, we have a full out fight and you walk out the door without her. Option two, which I hope you pick, you get on board and you walk out the door without her. Either option you choose, her ass is staying right here.”


    Williams’s words make my stomach flutter, and I’m so happy that he isn’t letting me out of his grasp. But my attention is focused on my father. It feels like forever before he slowly sits himself back down in his vacated chair. Releasing a breath that I didn’t even know I was holding, I sit back down as well.


    “What about her future and college?” my father asks. “Have you forgotten about that, or is this all about you, Will? Tell me that.”


    “I’ll be honest, I’m not too keen on the idea of her going away to school, so that won’t be happening. There are plenty of schools around here, but if she’s dead set on a different location I’m sure we could move. I’ve actually—”


    Are they really planning out my life for me as if I’m not even here? “Hello! I’m sitting right here. Freaking son of biscuit, doesn’t anyone want to know what I think? The person everyone is making plans about? You, Father, have been driving me nuts telling me that I’m a grown woman and it’s time to go out into the world!”


    Shocked by my outburst, they just stare at me as if I’ve grown two heads so I continue. “Father, like you said, it’s time for me to go out into the world. It just so happens that the world I’ll be going into is William’s. It’s my decision and that’s the one I’ve made. As for you, William, I understand what you laid out for me last night about how you want this to be between us. I also understand that in doing things your way, it’s really you just doing what you think is best for me.”


    “Haley…”


    “Little one…”


    They both start to speak.


    Holding my finger up to stop both of them, I finish.


    “I don’t want to go into all the details of that with my father sitting right here, but you both need to get that I’m going to be where I want to be. Father, you need to understand that William fills a part of me that I knew was missing. A part of me that I knew was different and craved a different life than most. You should be happy that I found someone who can give me what I need without taking advantage of me. I’m smart enough to know I’m naive about a lot of things, and I know William will guide me. Everyone knows William loves me, he has forever. Our love for each other has just changed. As for you, William, you’re lucky because it just so happens that this is where I want to be. So I don’t see much of a point for you two to talk out my future. That being said, I think I’ll take my now-cold breakfast and go eat it in the kitchen.”


    

  


  
    


    
      CHAPTER 6 * DADDY *

    


    


    I took a deep breath and allowed Haley to leave the room without incident. I needed to speak to Roger alone anyway. I just wasn’t excited about it.


    “Rog—”


    He holds up his hand and interrupts me. I know that this is an important moment in our friendship and I need to stand down.


    “How long has this been going on?” he asks through gritted teeth.


    “I never touched her until after her 18th birthday. Yesterday, to be exact.”


    “But you wanted to touch her before then.”


    It wasn’t a question. He was stating something we both knew, but he needed to hear me say it.


    “Roger, I’ve loved Haley from the first moment I saw her as a baby. When Susan passed away I knew I would always be there for you both. You’re a brother to me. I would never take advantage of your trust, or take advantage of her. Come on, man, you know me better than that.”


    “I thought I knew you. I walk into…into… I don’t know what the fuck this is! But I’m blindsided. Imagine being in my position. I love you like my own family, but that’s my daughter. She’s a child!”


    I take another deep breath because I need him to accept this.


    “I know this is all hard to take, but you know me. You know the life I live. I’m not some predator looking for a child bride. I love Haley. The feelings I’ve had for her have changed as we’ve both grown. You of all people should know I don’t take love lightly. I don’t do relationships. Think about it, when was the last time you saw me with a woman? When was the last time you even heard me talk about a woman? I’ve waited my whole life for her. Even if this is the end of our friendshipdpg I want you to know that it won’t be the end of Haley and me. I will always love and protect her. She will always be my priority. I want you in our lives, and I want us to be okay.”


    He stared at me as if he were trying to make a decision.


    “Roger, you want her to grow up and be an adult, but I know she’ll always be your daughter. She’s young, and she’s naive, but I would never take advantage of her. I want for her what you want for her. Only, I want to be the one she depends on for the rest of her life. I think we both know Haley well enough to know that she’s wanted this far longer than I have.”


    He gives me another glare across the table.


    “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” he huffs.


    “You know exactly what I mean. She’s made it perfectly clear to anyone who would listen how she felt about me. For years.”


    “It was a joke.”


    “Roger. Search your heart. You know her. You know me. This isn’t changing. I just want your blessing. I want to know that when she’s ready and I ask her to marry me that you won’t step in. I’m bound to her in my heart for the rest of my life, and I want you to be a part of our lives. “


    He continued to glare at me, but slowly started to nod his head. I could see the moment when he accepted what he heard as the truth. He may not have liked the way things were, but he seemed to make a decision.


    “This will take time to get used to. But I trust you, and I trust Haley.”


    I nodded my head in agreement and he moved to go to the kitchen. Just before he walked out of the room he turned and looked back at me. For some unknown reason his eyes were full of sadness.


    “Susan always loved you like a brother. I can’t help but think if she were still alive she would be honored to have you take care of our daughter.”


    With those words he headed to the kitchen. From where I stood, I could see him hugging Haley goodbye. They embraced for a few moments and I could see he was speaking in her ear. When they stepped back Haley was wiping her eyes and Roger gave me a curt nod on his way out the door.


    Haley came running to me and wrapped her arms around my waist. I understood what she needed and held her to me. She sniffled a few times as I made shushing noises and rubbed circles on her back. I didn’t ask her what her father said because it was for her ears only. I could imagine she must have been emotionally overwhelmed from this morning.


    “You okay, little one?”


    I put my hands on either side of her face and tilted her head back to see her watery eyes.


    “Yes, Daddy. I’m just so happy.”


    That brought a smile to my face. Sweet, innocent Haley.


    “I’m so happy too. What you said before you left the room made me so happy. I will guide you, and I will always be here for you. There’s no one else for me. You’re more precious to me than anything in the world.”


    She smiled so brightly at me. The look on her face at that moment was one I intended to keep there.


    “Did you finish eating, little one?”


    She nodded her head yes and I kissed her sweet, tear-swollen lips.


    “That’s good, sweet Haley. Because it’s time to go to bed.”


    “But I’m not tired, Daddy,” she said as she leaned her plump body into mine.


    “That’s not why, baby. I’m ready to make you mine completely. It’s time for my cock to get in your kitty. Daddy wants your cherry, little one.”


    A red blush bloomed across her neck and cheeks. It made my dick pulse with need, seeing the innocence branded on her skin.


    I looked behind Haley for a second and saw Maria’s retreating back heading out the front door with her bag on her shoulder. I wasn’t sure what she heard, but I was fucking glad she’d be gone while this happened. I took Haley’s hand to lead her back to the bedroom and I felt her fingers tremble. I wanted her to be a little on edge. The adrenaline it gave my inner animal was strong. I was ready to claim her body as well as her heart.


    Once we entered the bedroom I could see Maria already made quick work of changing the sheets and making the bed. I kicked the door shut behind us and Haley jumped a little, turning to look at me with huge eyes. I was breathing heavy and my nostrils flared thinking about how I was about to fuck her. I had never, ever been this turned on, and there’s no way I would be able to be gentle.


    “Daddy?” Haley asked shyly. I could see that she was nervous, but it did nothing to calm my body. The only thing on my mind was the word FUCK.


    “Take off your dress, baby girl,” I said as I palmed my cock through my pants. “Daddy needs it bad. I can’t wait much longer.”


    She ran her small trembling fingers to the end of her dress and pulled it over her head. There she stood in only a pair of white cotton panties. Huge tits overflowing, lush waist and thick thighs. Instantly my hand went to my chest and I couldn’t breathe. She was the most perfect thing I had ever seen in my life. I would stroke my dick to this image until the day I died.


    “Leave the panties on, little girl, and lay back on the bed. It’s time.”


    She pulled back the covers and positioned herself in the middle of the bed. I began tearing at my clothes to get naked as fast as possible. I saw a small smile play across her lips and I was sure I looked ridiculous in my impatience. I was stripped in seconds and climbing onto the bed. I parted her legs as I was crawling up and buried my face in her sweet pussy. I could smell her juices through her panties and run my nose against her fabric-covered clit. She started to moan and I did it harder, using my teeth to nibble on her lower lips as well. I would love to get her off like this, but I couldn’t wait any longer.


    I continued to move up her body until I was nose to nose with her beautiful face. My dick was pushing against her panty-covered pussy and she was grinding against it, trying to find release. I ran my hands over her cheeks and tucked my elbows to the side, keeping my extra weight off her body. I had her arms trapped under me and her fingers try to find purchase on my hips.


    “This is going to hurt the first time, baby girl. But I need it, and I need you to be brave for me.”


    Haley’s eyes are so big, but I know she was turned on, just nervous.


    “It’s so big, Daddy. Will it even fit?”


    I smiled down at her while I swept her hair from her face. I was trying to go slow but I was at my breaking point. Her innocence was testing my strength.


    “Daddy will make it fit. Will you be a good girl for me and let me fuck your pretty kitty now?”


    She took a deep breath and I knew she wanted this just as much as I did.


    “Yes, Daddy. I’ll be good. I’ll take whatever you give me.”


    “I’m so proud of you, baby girl. You’re being so brave.”


    I gave her a quick kiss on the lips and leaned up to move her panties to the side. She looked down with a bit of confusion on her face.


    “Daddy, aren’t you going to take my panties off?”


    “No, baby, I’m going to leave them on so when I finish and all your kitty juice is on them I can keep them as a trophy of the first time I got my cock in you. Your father told me once that he put you on the shot for birth control, right?”


    “Yes. He freaked out about one stupid kiss and made me go on it.”


    “As much as I don’t want to know about you kissing someone else, I’m glad that little issue is taken care of.”


    I finished pushing her panties to the side and lined up the head of my cock to her tight opening. I knew this would hurt her, but some things are worth a bit of pain. And I needed to be inside her more than I needed to live.


    I focused on where the tip of my cock was barely penetrating her pussy. I knew if I looked up and saw the pain on her face I might stop, and that wasn’t in our best interest at this point. Wetting the end of my dick with just a few tiny strokes, I thrust in balls-deep.


    “God. Damn,” I wheezed out. I had lost all the breath in my lungs. She was the absolute tightest thing I’d ever had my dick in. I struggled to draw in air and not cum all at once. Somewhere in the back of my mind I heard her cry out, but I couldn’t take my eyes off the site of my cock buried in her pussy. I pulled back a few inches and saw the smear of blood shining on my dick. It was the hottest fucking thing I had ever seen. I thrust back in, this time expecting the death grip her cunt was giving me. I let out a moan and started a steady rhythm. My eyes rolled in the back of my head—she was too fucking tight. Trying not to lose my shit, but needing to bathe her pussy in cum was the best and worst feeling of my life. The struggle between not cumming and wanting to fill her up was a perfect torture. My body had taken over on instinct as these thoughts consumed me, and I kept thrusting.


    I finally looked up and met her eyes. She had tears running down the side of her face. I laid most of my weight on top of her, but didn’t pause my rhythm.


    “You doing okay, baby girl? How’s your kitty feel?”


    She nodded her head, but I could tell she was struggling.


    “Daddy needs this, little one. You need to be a big girl for a little bit longer. I’ll take care of you. Just let me in.”


    Haley mewled at my words of encouragement. I could tell the pain was lessening and she was finally getting what she wanted. What we both wanted. Her hips were getting frantic and she started to moan louder and louder. My little girl was getting close.


    “It feels so good in my kitty. I want to cum, Daddy. Can I?”


    I leaned down and sucked a nipple in my mouth while reaching lower to stroke her hard nub. I could feel her tight pussy milking me at the start of her orgasm. I began to thrust without care. I plowed into her like this would be the last fuck I ever got. She started to scream her release and I leaned back, grabbing her hips and fucking for myself only. Her cunt gripped my cock and I watched as her pussy lips clenched around my dick, never slowing down my thrusts. A layer of sweat covered my body and I couldn’t catch my breath. I looked down at Haley and saw how perfect she was. Naked except for her ruined cotton panties, her nipples nice and red, body covered in a flush, stuffed full of my cock, eyes on me like I was her fucking king.


    At that look I lost it. I came with a shout that echoed through the room. I thrust while I filled up her pussy with every drop of cum I had. I couldn’t stop cumming. It was like her very pulse was milking every drop I had into her.


    Finally, with one last groan I pushed in as far as I could go and fell on top of her. I kissed her like I had never kissed her before. She kissed me back just as strong. Like we couldn’t get enough of our mouths on one another.


    “I love you, Hayley,” I whispered.


    “I love you too, Daddy William,” she whispered back.


    I tried not to crush her with my weight, but she seemed to pull me closer to her. Not wanting me off her as much as I didn’t want to move.


    Finally after a few minutes of kissing and holding her, I leaned back on my heels to look at our connection. I was semi-hard and still inside her. It was the most amazing feeling. The most intimate moment. I’d just had the greatest orgasm of my life and it was heady, knowing that we could do that again and again.


    “You’re completely mine now, little one. I’m the only one who’s ever been deep inside your pretty little pussy.”


    I pulled out slowly, watching our mingled juices slip from her body. I moved her panties back over her pussy to catch some of it. After a minute, I reached up and pulled her panties down her legs. When I saw our cum in her panties along with small traces of her virginity, I put them to my face and inhaled. It was the power of that aroma that made me hard all over again. I looked down at my straining cock and back to her freshly broken-in pussy. I could feel myself smile and looked up to see Haley doing the same.


    My little innocent girl liked to get dirty.


    “So, Haley. What do we do now?”


    “Whatever you want, Daddy.”


    


    THE END


    

  


  
    


    
      Coming Soon

    


    Beauty Owned the Beast


    By Alexa Riley


    


    Annabella


    Alive. I don’t think I’ve felt this alive since my father passed away two weeks ago. While I’m scared of what’s to come, I welcome the feeling. It’s better than the numbness I’ve been living in. Anxiety was a constant knot in my stomach these days. The fear of not knowing what was to come was the hardest part. My heart is beating so hard I’m almost sure the driver can hear it.


    Tearing my eyes away from the lush green hills, I focus back on Logan. When he picked me up from the agency in Seattle he said his boss, Mr. Stone, had sent him to retrieve me. I know I haven’t met my future husband yet, but I’m saddened that he didn’t choose to retrieve me himself.


    I dressed my part the best I could. A yellow sundress with white polka dots that stopped at my knees with simple white flats. One of the women at the agency even curled my usually straight black hair, tying it up in a white bow to match my dress. I was starting to second-guess my choice of wardrobe because of the look the driver had given me. Mumbling something about, you didn’t look like what the boss normally ordered.


    The one thing I can assume from my driver is that my husband-to-be must be a very rich man. From the fact that this is one of the nicest cars I’ve ever seen, to hearing John at the agency say I fetched a higher fee because my virginity was still intact. I wasn’t trying to hold on to it, really, I just never got a chance to have a life outside of my family. Growing up in Mexico City, my father and mother barely let me out of their sight. Which is understandable, from some of the horror stories I’ve heard. My father did his best at hiding me away, even having my mother homeschool me.


    After my mother was killed by Mexican drug cartel when I was fifteen, I took on part of her role. My father loved her dearly and crumbled at her loss. He merely existed afterward, and I often felt like he only lived to keep me safe. Until two weeks ago, when he had a massive heart attack and my small little world came crashing down.


    Alone.


    I was totally and utterly alone. The loneliness was probably the main reason I was in this car to begin with.


    I’d sat at his bedside for three days until he finally slipped away from me. I had no idea what I would do without him. I’d never been so scared in my life. The thought of returning to my home without him, without protection, just wasn’t going to happen. I would die, or worse. While my father may not have let me out of the house much, I still heard the screams, the gunfire and police sirens outside my windows every day. Father said they left us alone because he paid his dues, whatever that meant. I have no money, my Spanish is broken, and my bright blue eyes give away the fact that I’m not one hundred percent Mexican.


    When I shared these fears to my father’s nurse, she gave me a man’s card. A man that could get me out of Mexico and give me a whole new life in America. My mother was American and often spoke about her county. I actually grew up speaking English, using Spanish as my second language. Mom always said we would move to America one day, but that dream died the same day she did.


    Then I was faced with this choice. I keep asking myself if it makes me a whore. While I may not be selling myself to different men each day, I am selling myself to one. I wonder what he’ll be like. My parents’ marriage was beautiful. They loved each other dearly and I long to have that with someone else. To make a home, to fill it with children, and to love without living in fear each day. While we may not have had much, my father and I had love. Now I have no one. I should just be thankful I made it out alive. I’m never going back.


    Father always said I was the most stubborn person he ever met. That I drove him crazy with my constant chatter and need to have things done a certain way, but that this would make me a wonderful wife one day. I tried to make it my goal after my mother died to make my father smile. Nothing made me happier than when I could get a laugh from him. I’m still not sure I ever truly did though. Maybe if my mother were still alive he would have fought harder to stay, had the will to live.


    I’m determined not to lose the battle this time. I will be a wonderful wife—that’s the plan, anyway. I talked to some of the girls at the agency before I got picked up. I asked a lot of questions about what I should do and what American husbands like from their wives. Most of the things they told me were sex related but I took all the notes I could. After all, most of the woman were call girls. If anyone should know how to make a man happy, it would be them. The agency not only did mail-order brides, they also housed women men could rent by the hour. Some of the women tried to talk me into staying. Saying that I would be freer there, rather than trapped inside a marriage. I had my U.S. citizenship because of my mother, but I wanted protection. And love. They laughed at the idea of a happy ever after, saying I was naïve, and that if a man had to get a mail-order bride then there must be something wrong with him.


    I figure maybe he’s just lonely. But what if he’s a cruel man? my mind keeps asking me. Logan, the driver, seems nice enough. We may have only spoken a few words to each other, but he put me at ease. Would such a nice man take me to someone who would cause me harm? Maybe I am naïve just having these thoughts.


    Drawing my eyes up to the rear view mirror, I see Logan looking at me. Embarrassed at being caught staring at him, I go back to looking out the window. The sun is almost fully down now and instead of green fields as far as the eye could see, now there are hundreds of trees that block everything else out.


    “We’re almost there, sugar,” Logan says in a slow drawl, pulling my eyes back to him once again. “You sure you wanna do this? You look like you’re about to bolt from this car. You must be new. I’ve never seen you before.”


    I’m unsure what he means. Has my future husband been married through the agency before?


    “Has Mr. Stone been married before?” I ask, curiosity getting the best of me.


    Logan releases a bark of laughter along with his forceful no.


    I guess that means he’s been using call girls then. I’m not sure which is more unsettling, the thought of my husband using call girls, or that his driver thinks the idea of him getting married is laughable. These thoughts do not help the pounding of my heart.


    “We’re here. Welcome to Creston Falls.”


    Logan slowly pulls the car up to a big black gate that looks to be about fifteen feet tall. Rolling down the window, he punches in a code and the gate opens. As we pull up the long, rocky drive I take in the house. It almost looked like a castle out in the middle of nowhere. I have no idea how I’ll ever keep this place clean if it’s to be my home.


    Stepping out of the car, I try to take it all in. In one of the windows something moves and catches my eye. Stepping forward, trying to get a better look, I see the shadow of a man back away from the window.


    Turning to Logan, I ask, “Was that Mr. Stone?”


    “He’s the only one home right now, so I reckon it was. Go on in, I’m sure he’s waiting for you. I’ll park the car in the garage over there,” he says, pointing to a large building to the left of the house. “When you’re done, have Mr. Stone call me or walk on over and I’ll take you back to the city if you like.”


    Before I can ask what he means he jumps in the car, leaving me to my fate. Taking a deep breath, I take the final ten steps to the door and slowly open it.


    


    Griffin


    I hate the waiting more than anything else. The anticipation of someone new seeing my face for the first time. I use whores because even though I shouldn’t care what women think, I do. I pace back and forth in my bedroom, constantly checking the windows. I keep looking to see if Logan is back with the latest one. It’s been months since I last called the agency, and I am on edge. I hate this part of myself. This need for release I can’t seems to take care of myself. Sure, jerking off can get me by for a few months, but it’s just so goddamn empty. Even fucking a whore who could give a shit about me is better than fucking my own sorry, scarred-up hand.


    Looking down at my hands and seeing the mangled scars does nothing to ease my anxiety. I know the looks this new whore will give me. Pity, disgust, revulsion… At least until she remembers what I paid to have her here for a few hours. Most of the time they just focus on the dollar signs. I’m not an idiot. I know what I look like. A monster.


    I pace through the room again and check the window. It’s raining and getting dark outside.


    I run my hand down the right side of my face, feeling the familiar jagged lines. I try to block the memories from my mind and focus on the present. I have enough to worry about without adding to my stress.


    Light floods across the room and I look down in time to see Logan pull up to the manor. I watch carefully to see if it’s the same blonde from last time. At least a familiar girl wouldn’t take half the time I paid for pretending not to stare. I move the curtain to the side so I can get a better look. The car door opens and I see a dark-haired woman step out of the car.


    My chest tightens and I am momentarily stunned. As her head lifts to look up toward where I’m standing, I’m shaken out of my daze. I step away from the window and clutch my chest.


    “Fucking hell.”


    She’s the most beautiful and innocent thing I have ever seen in my life. I barely caught a glimpse of her, and I somehow feel like I can’t breathe. Beauty. So pure and perfect.


    Who sent that woman to me? Is this some kind of sick joke? The agency is pissed at me for going so many months without placing an order. This has to be their idea of a good fucking laugh. Send the scarred-up freak a new girl. Well, fuck them. I’ll send this girl back ruined. I’ll show them the monster they’re laughing at.


    I burst through the double doors of my bedroom suite. I stomp down the hall and make my way down the stairs with a roar. When I get to the main entrance I am breathing hard and angry as hell. I go to the front door and jerk it open so hard it slams against the wall. The dark-haired angel standing outside my front door lets out a small sound of shock. I guess nobody let her in on the scarred monster joke.


    “Get inside,” I shout. I’m livid that she’s so perfect and this is all some game. I intend to get my money’s worth and show the agency Griffin Stone isn’t a man to fuck with.


    She walks past me on shaky legs, trying to stay as far away from me as possible. She makes her way into the foyer and just stands there with big blue eyes looking at me as if I’m about to explode. She’s not far off the mark.


    I slam the front door closed and start prowling toward her. She begins to walk backwards into my home, and I stalk her, step for step. I lower my head and I can feel the menacing smile on my face.


    “They didn’t warn you about the freak at Creston Falls, did they?” I say.


    She doesn’t answer me. She just continues to back up slowly and cautiously. Like she’s trying not to make any sudden movements. I look her up and down in that innocent yellow dress she’s wearing. I know she’s a paid whore, but she pulls off the virginal look well. Her black hair is so long and looks so soft. If I wasn’t so angry I would want to pet it. I would want to nuzzle it. But all I can see is her beauty mocking me, and it makes my blood boil.


    “What’s your name?” I growl.


    “Annabella,” she says, barely above a whisper.


    “Well, Annabella, it looks like you’ve been sent here as a statement. But I intend to make a statement of my own tonight.”


    My anger is flowing through me, but I can’t help but feel this incredible pull toward her. I know I’m livid, but I also feel like I should be protecting her from myself. It feels like she’s mine to watch over and not just a paid whore.


    As she continues to walk backward she hits the end of the staircase. I have successfully steered her where I want her to go. Now it’s time to quit the cat and mouse game and get down to why she’s here. She stops when her feet can go no farther and looks at me with wide eyes.


    “Turn around and go up the steps, Annabella. You’re about to get what you came here for.”


    I can see her chin start to tremble, but she takes a deep breath and squares her shoulders. I can see that she makes a decision to be tough and do as I say. A small bit of pride makes its way into my chest when I see there’s still some fight left in her. She turns around and walks up the steps with her head held high. I can’t help but wonder if she’ll still be holding her head up high when I’m finished with her.


    I follow her closely up the stairs and at the top I grab the upper part of her arm. When my hand touches her skin for the first time I can feel a current flow through me. It’s the strangest feeling of my life. A hand so scarred touches her perfect skin and all of a sudden I can feel my soul shaking with need. I ignore the feeling of her eyes on me. I know she’s staring at the scars on my face. Everyone always does. Why should she be any different?


    Without pausing to think about it, I pull her by her arm to the wing my bedroom is located in. I always take the whores to a guest room because I don’t like to mix what I pay them to do with my private life. Something about Annabella makes we want her in my space. I’ll have plenty of time to think about the repercussions of this decision after she leaves. But at this moment I’m determined to have her in my bed.


    The double doors are still wide open from when I burst through them earlier. I stalk through the room, practically dragging her behind me. I pull her to stand in front of the bed and release her arm. She jerks her arm away from me and raises her chin again. I’m ready for a fight. I’m ready to shout at the world over the injustice of someone so beautiful and perfect sent to me as a goddamn joke.


    “Don’t you ever put your hands on me in anger again!” she shouts.


    I’m a little shocked that she spoke at all. Normally the whores don’t say anything. They do their job and leave. I can see Annabella is different. I can feel how different she is. I’m also so fucking hard I can barely walk. I love the challenging look in her eyes. This night might not be so bad after all.


    “You can drop the innocent act. I plan on getting what I paid for. Now.”


    Her eyes widen.


    “Take off your clothes and get on the bed, Annabella. I’m tired of this bullshit act and I need to fuck. It’s been months since I’ve had any pussy and I’m about to fuck you through the floor with that attitude of yours.”


    She looks shocked at what I’ve just said to her. Like she hasn’t been talked to that way before. I can see the tears start to form in her eyes, but they don’t fall.


    “That’s how this is going to be, then?” she says softly. “This is what you want from me?” she barely whispers, and I can see she is fighting the tears.


    “I said drop the act, Annabella! This isn’t some fantasy I requested. The agency clearly sent you as a joke. They’ll know better than to fuck with me once I’m finished.”


    Finally, one lonely tear falls down her cheek. But she nods her head and begins to remove her dress. Part of my heart breaks as I see that she’s upset by what I’ve said. But I know this is all some elaborate scam and I need to remember she is being paid well for this dramatic act.


    She removes her dress and stands before me in a white lace strapless bra and white lace panties. She looks like absolute perfection. Her skin is tanned and flawless. Not one small tiny mark on her gorgeous body. She’s thin at the waist but curvy everywhere else. Full breasts and wide hips. I’ve never seen a body more beautiful in my entire miserable life.


    “Take off the underwear too,” I say in a raspy voice. I didn’t realize I was choked up just from looking at her.


    Annabella unhooks her bra and lets it hit the floor. Her breasts are high and ripe and her dark pink nipples are hard. My mouth begins to water. I’m going to enjoy this more than anything I could imagine. She bends over and removes her underwear awkwardly, and I can’t help but wonder if her unpracticed skill is yet another act. When she straightens back up I look my fill at her pussy. It’s free of hair and I can’t wait to get inside it. It’s been a while since my dick has been inside the warm sheath of a woman, but something about this perfect beauty has me aching like never before.


    I pull my eyes away from between her legs as she turns to get on the bed. I let out a groan at her round ass. It’s curvy like her hips and has that unbelievable sexy cup where her ass meets her legs. An ass like that belongs on a goddamn shrine. I’ll definitely be fucking her doggy-style tonight. If we’ve got time before she takes off, I might even try and get inside her ass. I haven’t done that with anyone from the agency before, but surely it’s on the menu?


    She climbs on the bed and lays down in the middle. I can’t take my eyes off her as I remove my clothes. I quickly pull off my dress shirt and slacks, throwing them haphazardly behind me. I walk to the side of the bed and remove my boxer briefs. Annabella is staring at me and I know she only sees my scars. They start on the right side of my face and continue down my right arm and torso. I see her gaze land on my dick.


    “Looks like the girls forgot to tell you about something other than my scars.”


    My dick is big. I know it is. I’ve scared away enough of them before to know that not all women believe in the “bigger is better” mantra.


    “Please, Mr. Stone. I’m…I’m… I don’t have experience, and you look angry and so big.”


    I smirk at her. If this is the role she wants to use tonight, I’m more than willing to play along.


    “So you’re the innocent virgin and I’m the big, bad wolf come to take you? Is that scene we’re acting out tonight? This works well, because I can’t wait to eat you, my dear. And you can cut the ‘Mr. Stone’ shit. It makes me sound like my grandfather.”


    I climb on the bed and make way between her legs. I grab her ankles and jerk them apart roughly. I need to see all of her.


    I never, ever go down on any of the women from the agency. I feel that’s fair because I don’t ask them to go down on me either. Normally I get in a quick fuck before they run out as fast as they can.


    I don’t like people touching me. It’s been years since I had a woman outside of a paid professional, and I can’t remember the last time I put my mouth on a cunt. But this delicate beauty—this angel who’s laid out before me has the most perfect pussy I’ve ever seen. I run the tip of my index finger along her soft, slightly swollen lips. They’re covered in a shiny dew that is making my mouth water. Her scent is intoxicating. She smells like a delicious drug I can’t stop trying to breathe in. I stretch out on the bed and shoulder my way between her legs. My hard cock is pressed into the mattress and I begin to thrust my hips into it as I lower my nose to her pussy.


    I fill my lungs with her scent and I feel my eyes roll to the back of my head.


    “Fuck. You smell good.”


    I can feel her legs tense and try to close, but my wide shoulders force her thighs to stay open for me.


    “Relax, Bella. I need this. I promise I’ll make it good for you, but if I don’t bury my face in your cunt right this second, I might die.”


    The second her slick petals touch my mouth, I eat it like I stole it. I feel as though I can’t get in close enough, fast enough. I wrap my arms under her ass and pull her hips down closer to me. I need her entire pussy covering my face. I lick, suck, nuzzle, and devour every single inch of her. I have this overwhelming panic that she’s going to take away my treat, so I do everything I can to attach her pussy to me.


    I hear her moans, and feel her hips trying to undulate with my chaotic rhythm. She runs her fingers in my hair and I smile thinking her previous hesitancy is now out the window. This is a woman driven by her pleasure. She’s letting her body follow where I lead.


    Her cries are growing louder and I pull her tighter to my mouth. I focus on her clit, sucking it into my mouth and finally biting down on it just a little.


    That does the trick.


    I can feel it when her orgasm seizes her body and her pussy pulses on my face. I thrust my rock-hard dick into the bed while she grinds out her pleasure against me.


    I leave her sticky-sweet honey covering my face as I slide up her body, preparing to fuck her. I want to kiss her, but I know this is a line I can’t cross. The girls from the agency have a strict no lips to the face rule, and I have to abide by it. Instead, I lay my body on top of hers and lean down to her ear. I’m consumed with the need to be inside her as fast as possible, but I need the intimacy, the closeness, more. I can feel the energy pulse between us like a current. I reach down and position my dick at her entrance.


    “Be sure and shout out Griffin next time, baby. As a matter of fact...feel free to scream it.”


    With that, I slam into her with all the force I have. In a split second I am buried balls-deep and I realize two things at once.


    One: she was a virgin.


    Two: I am so fucked.
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    Mom, wife, and business woman by day and smut writer by night. I specialize in the Dirty Date Night reading. I wrote my first book, Owning Her Innocence, because well, I just couldn’t find any daddy books to my liking. So I sat down and just started writing, bringing the fantasies I find myself often dancing to in the dark of night to life, one page at a time.


    Alexa Riley is my alter ego. I can’t let the other soccer moms know what I’m up to or the guys at work for that matter. Little do they know that they’ve got nothing on my dirty talk.


    I’m here to give you a quick fix of filthy dirty smut. Got a few hours to kill? Then I’m what you’re looking for.


    Find more about upcoming releases at: http://alexariley.com/
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