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  BLURB



I know my Daddy better than anyone else and there’s only so much he can take before he finally gives in and gets what he really wants: Me.
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The late afternoon sun dips low in the dark blue Montana skies, casting a warm golden hue over the sprawling fields of my Daddy’s farm. The air is heavy with the scent of freshly cut grass and the promise of a well-earned rest. My daddy, a seasoned farmer with tanned skin from spending hours out in the fields and a sturdy build, wiped the sweat from his brow as he stood back to admire the day’s work. I watched him closely. Even at fifty-nine, he barely looked a day older than he did when he was thirty-seven. No, in fact, Daddy aged liked the finest wine you could find in the deepest valleys of Tuscany. He had been working since dawn, mending fences and tending to crops, and his muscles ached with the satisfying fatigue of the hard labor. I saw it in his face every evening even though he never complained. Mama is out of town and visiting with her sister in Wyoming and I could have gone with her, but I knew Daddy needed me here the most.

Their relationship is strained and has been especially rocky these past few years and with Mama always threatening to walk out on him, I knew I had to be the stable presence in his life. Someone for him to rely on during all his troubles.

I’m only eighteen and I know Daddy would prefer me having my own life, but I quite like the country life. There’s nothing like waking up in the morning and going to get my breasts pumped for the day. There’s a few natural milking farms popping up all across the state of Texas and it wasn’t long before Daddy and I decided to try it. I had only recently started working on the farm, and I quickly noticed that my presence had become a source of both assistance and distraction for Daddy. I once caught him secretly watching me when I was getting my breasts pumped. I saw the sinful look in his eyes. I felt the heat in between my legs when Daddy watched me, because deep down, I needed to know what it would feel like to have his rough hands moving over my body.

As we wrap up our work for the day, I glance over at Daddy, noticing the deep lines of exhaustion etched into his face. I admired his dedication and the strength he exuded, even after hours of grueling work. I watch as the sweat drips down his neck and past the collar of his white t-shirt. I’m just as tired, but I can see that Daddy is literally done for the day. He looks more worn out than usual. He works all by himself and since we have no farm hands out here, he does almost everything on his own. I can only imagine the physical and emotional strain that must have on him at his age. If only I could make him feel better and ease all his troubles. I wouldn’t run away every time like Mama did. No, I would stand by his side and face anything that comes our way. Together. He knows I’m his girl and that I’ll do anything for him. I’d even get on my knees for my daddy.

“Daddy, you look like you could use another break,” I say, my voice betraying a hint of my concern for my father. “Let’s head back to the barn and get some rest.”

He nods, probably too tired to argue about taking another break. “You’re right, Liv. I’m tired as hell.”

We walk back to the barn in a comfortable silence, the only sounds surrounding us is the crunch of stone under our thick farming boots and the distant birdsong of birds as they settle in for the evening. As we reach the barn, Daddy sighs with relief. The barn offers cool shade from the day’s heat and the only smell in here is the smell of the fresh hay Daddy had brought in this morning. It feels like heaven standing in here after a long day’s work.

Once we’re inside, I grab a couple of old wooden stools and set them down near the open barn door. A gentle breeze blows in and I turn my face up towards it, letting it wash over me and then I walk over to a pail filled with fresh, cool water from the nearby well. I grab one of the glass cups we’d left in here from the break earlier and I fill it with water, before I hand it to Daddy.

“Drink this,” I say. “It’ll help, Daddy.”

He takes the cup from me, nods gratefully and drinks deeply, the cold water probably soothing his parched throat after the long day. As he drinks, I watch him closely. A dirty thought crosses my mind. He looks so thirsty. I even notice as the drops of water slowly drip down the side of his mouth. If I dared, I’d lean forward and lick that water from his mouth. He hands me the glass and I get more water for him. He gulps his second glass down, but much slower than the first time. I noticed over the past few weeks that Daddy seems more tired and thirstier than usual. It’s most probably because he’s still pushing himself too hard. He barely has a personal life anymore. If he’s not working, he’s resting, with no time for anything else in between. I also know that he is too proud to admit that he’s wearing himself out and needs a little help. He used to be more lively than this. I remember a time, he’d make Sundays special because that was our day together and he’d take me into town and buy me a new dress or a fancy pair of gloves or a new book.

“Daddy,” I begin hesitantly, “I’ve been thinking…You know, there might be a way to make you feel better after a long day like today. I know how to make you feel good.”
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Daddy glances over at me curiously, lowering his glass to the dusty barn floor. “What do you mean?”

For a moment, I swear that I catch his eyes lowering to my chest, but it’s only for a split second. 

I hesitate again, afraid that he’ll turn down my idea or think that I’m crazy, but I take a deep breath and continue. “I noticed you’re extremely thirsty after working the fields. And…well, I haven’t fully milked myself today. I thought you could try some of my milk. Maybe… maybe it could help you, because it’s so nutritious and it might give you that boost of energy you need, Daddy.”

Daddy stares at me, taken aback and I swallow hard, hoping that he won’t lash out at me. But his next few words completely take me by surprise.

“I never thought you’d ever bring this up, Liv, but I’ve thought about it before. But I never wanted to make you feel uncomfortable. We don’t have to do anything.”

I smile, biting down on my bottom lip as I walk over to him and settle down on his lap. My short yellow summer dress rides up my tanned, sweaty thighs. “Daddy, you’re always working so hard, and you’ve been nothing but good to me and Mama. You always give us everything even though it’s tough. I want to do this for you.”

Daddy glances down at my chest thoughtfully, before drawing his gorgeous slate Grey eyes back up to mine and nodding. “Okay, but only if you’re sure about this.”

I nod back, my decision already made. I’ve been waiting for this day for a long time, I was just waiting for him to agree with me. If only he knew how many days and nights I’ve fantasized about this very moment. I slowly unbutton the top of my dress just enough to reveal my left breast. I grab his hand and guide him until he roughly caresses my breast with his calloused fingers. My mouth falls open as his fingers brush against my rosy nipple and even though this is only supposed to be about quenching his thirst, it feels like it’s more than that. Daddy watches me as he slowly kneads my breast, sizing it up in his large palm. It’s full and ready to be milked by his mouth. He leans into me, his warm lips firmly closing around my nipple and I sigh ever so softly as I watch my warm milk fill his mouth. He drinks deeply and I wrap my arm around his neck, urging him closer. I’ve never felt anything so hot like this before. Fuck.

As if he can sense what I’m feeling, he wraps his free hand around my waist and brings me closer to him, before he fastens his teeth around my taut, sensitive nipple. Flicking his tongue back and forth. I arch my neck and let my Daddy feed.

“Oh, yeah. That feels so good, Daddy.”

The aching in between my legs grows and I can barely contain myself as I let out moan after moan.

My breath hitches in my throat, and I close my eyes, feeling the relief in my heavy breast.

His hand moves to my other breast and exposes it, by pulling the top of my dress fully down. He laps against my milky breasts, drinking as much as he possibly can before lifting his head. He moves his hot mouth up to my neck and I moan softly, fisting my fingers in his t-shirt.

“Oh, baby girl,” Daddy whispers as he sucks along the lower lobe of my ear, before lightly nibbling it with his teeth. Jesus, this feels better than what I’d imagine heaven to feel like.

I bring my mouth down to his ear and whisper softly, “Daddy.”

Without thinking, I lean into him and kiss my daddy softly. I expect him to push me away, but he surprises me and responds immediately and just as eagerly, pulling me closer, his hands gliding down to my thighs.

He completely takes over, biting and roughly kissing me. His tongue invades my mouth and I barely have a chance to catch my breath as he presses his large body against mine. Daddy grabs me and we move to floor of the barn. Our clothes come off quickly as if we’re on fire and there’s a desperate need to feel other’s skin. The hay beneath digs into my skin as he grabs my bare thigh and pulls me against him. Daddy’s lips trail down my neck. He momentarily pauses to kiss and roughly suck both of my breasts, drawing more of milk and eliciting a deep, throaty moan out of me.

Our clothes are now scattered across the barn floor as we give in to our deepest most depraved temptations. It’s so wrong, so damned wrong, but oh so fucking good. I love the feel of Daddy’s sinful mouth on me and the way his tongue laps against my skin. I love the way his lightly trimmed beard scrapes against my skin.

“I’m going to give you exactly what you’ve been dreaming of, baby girl,” he says against my neck. “I’m going to spread you nice and open, plough deep inside of you, widen that virgin pussy of yours with my big cock and cum inside of you with all my seed until you’re filled.”

Oh my God. I never thought I’d ever hear him talk so dirty to me, but my skin prickles and his words send delicious tingles straight to my pussy.

Oh my fucking God. He’s going to completely make me come undone and I know that after this, there’s no coming back.
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Daddy settles himself over me and I sink down into the prickly hay, but the hay is the last thing on my mind right now. His large body covers mine and I’m aching to the aching with anticipation. I watch as Daddy strokes his thick, veins cock, pressing the tip against my damp entrance that’s just waiting for him to slip in. The tension between us is strong and I’m growing impatient by the second. He slides his other hand down my abdomen and brings his fingers against my pussy and I gasp as he spreads me open with his fingers. My mouth falls open and Daddy continues to grind the tip of his cock against my clit. Slowly, torturously, he’s taking me closer to edge and I want this torture to be over so I can taste the euphoric high of coming with his plunged deep inside of me, but I also want it to last a little long.

“Such a good fucking girl,” he says hotly into my ear and that is when he enters me. It’s slow at first. Slow and gentle as he fills my cunt. Daddy brings his hand away from my pussy now and back up so that he can grab my ass.

“Fuck, Daddy,” I whisper, my voice sounds alien because it’s both soft and urgent with need. “I want you…”

Daddy responds—not by replying with words, but by moving into me a little faster, each thrust deepening going as far as my body dares to allow him to go. I wrap my legs around him and we’re in sync as we move together, each sensation heightened by our raw, animalistic need to completely come undone.

Daddy brushes my face with his other free hand and whispers sweet nothings into my ear.

I can feel the tears brimming, threatening to spill out from the corners of my eyes. “I’ve never felt anything like this before, Daddy, but I’m glad you’re the one I’m feeling it with.”

He grabs my hand and places it above my head, before lacing his fingers through mine. His grey eyes are glued to mine as he thrusts harder into me and I notice the primal look in those ashy depths. Something dark and feral lurks beneath and I feel it every time he pounds in and out of my virgin cunt.

Daddy leans his head forward and kisses his way down my neck, his lips find the soft swell in between my chest and buries his head there. 

It’s as if he can’t get enough of my milk. I wrap one hand around his neck and let my other hand travel down until I’m grasping his firm ass. I moan loudly this time as his warm, wet lips find one of my nipples, his tongue flicking back and forth against the overly sensitive bud. Daddy groans as he suckles from my breast whilst still keeping his thrust at a steady pace.

The sensation is overwhelming. I can feel myself very close to the edge now. There’s no going back after any of this and I’m not sure what we’re going to even do in the future. All I know is that I am his and he is mine.

“Jesus, fucking, Christ.” He growls and I can feel myself quickly going over the edge.

Our thighs connect with each deep thrust, our breaths are mixed with each other and I want nothing more than to have my Daddy fill me with his monster cock forever.

“I’m gonna come inside of you.” Daddy’s not asking me, he’s telling me that he’s going to intentionally come inside of me and some dirty part of me knows I want that. I want all of him.

Suddenly I feel his muscled chest against mine. He presses his weight slightly into me as he takes my hips with his calloused hands and starts thrusting harder.

His lips are against my right ear. “Do you want me to fill this pretty, wet pussy of yours with all my cum baby? Every single day.”

My pussy aches as his dirty words fill my ears and that is when I cum. I can’t even respond. My pussy clenches around his thick cock and I know nothing else as pure ecstasy fills my head. My body shudders violently against him, but my daddy continues to fuck me hard.

“That’s right, baby girl,” he says. “Come for me.”

My pussy is aching for more and Daddy cums a second later, filling my pussy like he promised with his warm cum just like he promised he would.

“Fuck, baby girl” he swears and thrusts hard into my pussy. Once. Twice. Again and again. I drop my head back and Daddy collapses against me, both of us spent beyond belief after a hard day of work and now this workout in the barn.

“I love you, Livia,” Daddy whispers against the hollow of my neck and I let the warm tears spill down the sides of my face.

Tears of joy from knowing that those words hold an entirely different meaning to me now.

“I love you too, Daddy.”
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