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Everything around me is alive from the moment I step onto the Reed Cattle Ranch. The blazing sun beats down on me as I stare ahead at the wide-open green ranges in front of me.

It must be a hundred degrees out today.

Mom didn’t even stay. She just drove off and left me standing here with my bags in a dust cloud of dry earth at the beginning of this long ass winding dirt road and it’s not like I expected her to come in and be all happy and shit with him, but I at least expected her to be more of an adult about this. I hated the way she walked away from her problems in life, just like she was kind of doing with me right now. Not that I consider myself a problem, but she always acts like I’m one. I mean it’s been four fucking years already since our family broke apart. It seems like that’s the trend these days. Vows, love—it doesn’t mean shit when you have a kid, and nineteen years down the line, you both decide this ain’t the life y’all were cut out for.

I on the other hand knew what I wanted. I wanted to live life, skip the college part, and do something different. Mom thought I was throwing away all my years of good education to come here and be stuck in this— how’d she word it? Godforsaken shithole.

She grew up in a small Texan town and married young, had me young, and felt like she was stuck. But that’s not how I felt about this place. The town of White Ridge will always be home to me. No matter how small or boring it is to everyone else, I never wanted to leave. I just wish he had fought harder for me to stay. I hadn’t seen my dad in all those four years. He lives all the way out here in the country and Mom had trapped me with her in Canada. I didn’t have much of a say when it came to where I wanted to be or what made me happy. No, Mom decided and that’s the way it was. Until now that is. I’m nineteen and I won’t play by her rules anymore. It’s been a hard four years. Moving from town to town, never having a permanent place to call home. The food was always shit. Even though Mom grew up in the country, once she left this place she forgot all her family values and we began living off of coupons and microwave dinners. Well, I mostly ate the microwave dinners while she ate out with her friends from work. I don’t hate her for it. She was always selfish when it came to making decisions.

I am angry about other things entirely, however. And none of those things concern her. It concerns him.

I make my way down the dusty dirt road. Being a cattle ranch, I thought I’d see a lot of cattle but it appears lifeless at first glance. Everything is kept where it should be and it’s really quiet. That is until I hear something hard and heavy connecting with the ground and I immediately recognize the sound. There’s no mistaking the sound of a horse’s hooves. Turning around in a circle, I stop when I see him. Straddling the black beauty, shirt off and rippling muscles, a wide chest with dark hair, not so much that it grosses you out, but just enough, and dark jeans.

I barely recognize Thorne Reed aka. my biological daddy who undoubtedly likes to pretend he never had a kid. It’s been four years and damn. I can already tell he’s really enjoying the bachelor lifestyle.

If I remember correctly, my dad was always quiet and withdrawn and I don’t think I’ve ever seen him with his shirt off outside, nor him ever looking that fucking ripped.

Some part of me is glad that Mom didn’t stick around for this best. The word dilf enters my head and I don’t even feel weird about it.

He’s your father. YOUR BLOOD FATHER. The voice in my head berates me. Stop staring, Aria.

See, I always knew I had “Daddy Issues” but I don’t know if checking your dad out counts as one.

Thorne comes to a stop in front of me and gets off the horse in a swift motion. Now that he’s up close, I have to take a step back and keep myself from staring. Staring at the way his hands are rough and big, it makes me wonder if he can use them roughly on someone too. Staring at the way his hair is the perfect blend of dark brown and blonde and those curls look so untameable. Staring at the way he towers over me with his large frame, broad shoulders, and big hands—making me feel small and intimidated.

Thorne comes up to me and even as I try to step back, I’m not fast enough as he grabs me by my waist and pulls me into him, before wrapping his arms around me. His skin feels warm. I bury my nose into his shoulder and catch the familiar scent of a sweaty man mixed with a spicy cologne.

And fuck, because it feels so good even though I don’t want it to feel so good. I don’t want him to hold me.

“Hey, baby girl,” he says close to my ear. That goddamn voice of his. It’s so rich with a slight southern drawl that sends all kinds of tingles up and down my body. Baby girl. The words repeat in my head. I was always his baby girl.

My heart is beating way too fast against my chest and I hope he doesn’t feel it.

“It’s been a while.” He releases me and stands back as he gives a quick once over and I don’t know if it’s from the harsh sun or him seeing me now all big and grown up after four years, but his eyes flash with heat. His eyes are beautiful. Hazel just like mine. But they are light and you can make out the green and brown hues and the golden flecks, lined with gorgeous dark eyelashes.

“Yeah, it’s um…it’s been what? Four years, Daddy?” I say the last part with venom in my voice even though I told myself I wouldn’t do that. Not when I just arrived. But seeing as he’s living his best bachelor life out here, I might as well take Mom’s word for it.

He never fucking cared. This isn’t a fairy tale where you get what you want. Your Daddy doesn’t want you. He never called. He never sent any letters, so why are you here, Aria? Are you hoping he’ll make you his baby girl again?

Before he can say anything else, I shoulder my backpack, haul my suitcase with me down the dusty path, and head down to the house. I don’t want to hear any excuses. I’ve heard enough from Mom these past few years. Coming back might be one of the biggest fucking mistakes I’ve ever made, but here the fuck I am.
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I watch as she marches down the dirt road, her wide hips swaying from side to side. She’s back home. My baby girl is back home. When I release her from my embrace to stand back and give her a big once over, it’s kind of hard not to notice the way she’s changed.

She’s no longer a little girl. Sure she’ll always be my little girl, but on the outside Aria has grown into a beautiful woman. More beautiful than I could have ever imagined in my wildest dreams.

I know that it’s also wrong to admire her the way that I am because my admiration extends all the way to my cock and right now I can’t get my mind off the way she felt in my arms. Soft and warm and every inch of her just felt grabbable.

She’s wearing a ribbed pink cropped top with the laces done at the front and her huge milky white tits peek out over the top daring to spill out. Fuck. Four years really did make a damn difference. Her long, thick thighs are exposed and she’s paired her top with the shortest light-washed denim skirt I’ve ever laid my eyes on. She’s only nineteen, but my little girl is fucking vixen. I try to ignore the fact that her nipples are hard and piling through her top. The devious voice in my head wants to know if she’s wearing a bra and if she’s got any panties underneath that poor excuse of a skirt.

I wonder if it’s pretty and pink like her top too. Or lacy and wet. I saw the way she eye fucked when she watched me get off the horse. I’m a man. I’ve been celibate for a few years now, but I know the look of a woman when she wants something she’s not supposed to have.

With pretty eyes, long dirty blonde hair, and full, beestung lips to match. She looks so fucking delectable that it makes me wonder if she’s ever had a man in her life and the thought fucking irritates the hell out of me. I’m sure anyone with a working cock would get down on their knees to worship my baby girl. She’s fucking perfect. In a way, I’m glad her mother didn’t stick around for pleasantries. That would have just made my dick go all soft.

I head over to the house. It’s a big country style with a white wraparound porch that I once imagined I’d have plenty of kids running around. But that dream ended when my wife stopped having sex with me and left.

She didn’t want to be tied anymore. The ranch life wasn’t for her, neither was raising a kid and a family.

All I wanted was a family. Someone to come home to.

Now, I’m all alone.

That is until my daughter called saying she wanted to be here. I don’t know why she gave a fuck. I didn’t call or fight when my ex–wife hauled her away to another country and it’s not that I didn’t want to. I had a lot of this going on. Facing the reality that the woman I married hadn’t been in love with me as much as I loved her. The fact that my parents’ ranch was fucking sinking in debt. The fact that I had failed my family. What was wrong with me? To lose everything all at once, there must have been something wrong. 

So I stayed behind and continued living the way I did. There were so many times when I wanted to fucking pick up the phone and call Aria or just get on a goddamn plane and find her, but as time passed, the coward in me accepted what I was. A fucking pathetic asshole, who didn’t deserve anything good in this life.

But she’s back. Somehow she chose to want to come back and I saw the hurt in her eyes for a brief second. I felt it in my chest.

I wanted to grab her, hold her against my chest, and show her just how much I missed her. I wanted to show her in more than one way.

I’m fucking sick in my head, but I can’t stop the way I feel. I’ve always loved Aria and I need her. I want her. I’ll do whatever it takes to make her mine and claim her. I’ll make her my little slut. Now that she’s here, it’s only a matter of time, before I spread her thick thighs and devour her pussy. There’s so much I need to teach her. So much I need to know.

When I enter the house through the kitchen door, I don’t hear a single sound.

“Aria,” I call out her name, but only silence meets my ears.

She must be up in her room, angry at me right now. I remember when she would get mad at me when I caught her sneaking out at night to play with the horses in the stables.

I grab a dark grey t-shirt from off the wooden kitchen countertop and pull it on over my head before heading upstairs.

Her bedroom is still kept the same. I haven’t touched a thing in the hope that she ever came back to me. And I’m glad I kept it that way.

Her bedroom door is closed. It was open earlier, which tells me she’s in there right now, so I knocked on it.

Silence.

I knock again before I turn the knob.

Pushing the door open, I peek my head around the corner only to find Aria there, but in her old pink single bed and passed out.

She has a pillow in between her thighs and I can’t help but feel a little jealous of the pillow. I want her to wrap her legs around me as I eat her sweet pussy.

She must be really tired if she’s already passed out.

I walk over to her bed and sit down beside her, hoping my weight on her bed will wake her up, but she’s dead to the world.

I’m so fucking tempted to do something I shouldn’t want to do and I’m afraid that I can’t stop myself.

I reach out and touch her arm first. Her skin is soft, smooth, and silky. I gently massage her arm and move my fingers all the way up to her shoulders until I’m brushing her dirty blonde hair away from her face and neck, exposing her chest.

Her tits are perfectly round and I can see a little of them through the laces at the front of her top. I brush my fingers over her nipples through the material, rubbing them back and forth until they’re hard and poking through her top once again. Fuck me.

My sweet little girl was ripe for the taking. I wanted to plunge deep into that sweet pussy of hers and find out if it tasted as good as she looked.

A small sound escaped her lips and I’m sure that it’s a moan, so I continue teasing her nipples. I even go so far as to undo the laces at the front of her top.

When they are undone, I push her top aside, and her huge milky white titties spill out and into my hands. Her nipples are small and light pink and hard, waiting just to be sucked. She’s even more beautiful than her mother and I am about to make her all mine. My little slut.

I catch her right nipple in between my forefinger and thumb, gently twisting and pulling it back. The more I play with it, I watch as a little milk dribbles out of her pink nipple.

She’s lactating? One of the reasons she could be lactating is if she had a kid, but my baby girl looks untouched. I don’t think she’s ever been with another man before. Something in my gut tells me so. But I don’t have time to think about all of that right now. I need her.

My cock strains against my jeans and I can’t stop myself. I don’t care if she wakes up at this point. I just want to fucking taste her milk. I want to suck her nipples so hard that there’s nothing left when I’m done.

Leaning over, I grab her breasts in both my hands and push them together before diving in.

I suck her right nipple first with the milk and god help me because it’s sweet and thick and feels amazing going down the back of my throat. She’s so fucking heavenly. I move from one breast to the other, sucking each nipple and drinking as much of her milk as I can. Adjusting myself, I move my mouth away from her nipple only to spit on them. I watch as my spit dribbles down her breast before I rub it around her skin.

Aria moans again and this time it’s louder.

Her pretty eyes flutter open and I expect her to be mad with me and ask me what the fuck I was doing, but she doesn’t.

“Does it taste good?” she asks as she reaches in between her legs and rubs her pussy. I watch her fingers move back and forth over her pink, pussy that’s been shaved and is ready to be sucked. “My milk, Daddy.”

“Fuck, yes it does, baby girl.”

Pushing her on her back, I grab her by her thighs and let the animal in me come forth. I grab her skirt and push it up her thick legs, before spreading her legs apart.

“Fuck,” I mutter. “I’m going to devour every inch of you, baby girl.”
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Thorne wastes no time.

He dives in fast and brings his mouth to my already soaking pussy and it’s the most incredible feeling in the world. His hot mouth against me sends tingles up and down my spine. Shit, it feels so good. Too good. This is what I’ve been missing. I’m still fucking mad at him, but I can’t about anything else right now. I think this can be classified as daddy issues. I’ve been thinking about fucking him for a while and thought it would take a while to come here and entice him, all the while Daddy wants me just as much as I want him.

A shaky sigh escapes my lips and my hands move up Thorne’s broad shoulders to his head.

My fingers grab his thick unruly curls as he flicks his tongue back and forth against my clit before moving up and down my pussy. I should be ashamed for sitting here with my legs spread for my Daddy and enjoying it while he sucks my cunt. No matter how naive I am, it’s like my body knows what it yearns for because despite Thorne’s amazing fucking tongue piercing my tight pussy hole, I need more of him. I want more.

I grind my hips forward, letting the slutty creature inside of me find what it desires so desperately. I begin to move back and forth on his hot mouth, riding against his entire face. He moves his hands around to me so that he can grab my ass and then he squeezes them tightly.

“Yes, baby girl,” he whispers. “I want you to use my mouth.”

My toes curl and I wrap my legs around him, moving faster, pushing his head back down so that he can press his mouth against my dripping cunt. Fuck, this feels so fucking amazing.

“Daddy, I need you to make me cum!” I scream out.

One of the best things about being all the way out here is that no one can hear us.

I press my legs together to lock his head in, but he hooks his strong arms around my legs and forces them back apart, and continues to fuck my cunt with his mouth.

“Fuck!” I hiss.

“This pussy belongs to me, baby girl,” Daddy says as he lifts his head. His mouth is glistening with my cum, his eyes are dark with hunger. Hunger for me.

He lightly blows cool air through his lips across my pussy sending more jolts traveling up and down my body. Oh fuck. He’s going to ruin me.

My body suddenly caves in and I writhe with desire as I come hard. My orgasm rips through me and I jerk, grabbing Thorne’s hair. I scream his name. I scream for him. He doesn’t let go even when I come crashing back to earth. And then his mouth finds mine and I taste myself on his tongue and lips as he kisses me so hard that I can barely breathe.

I wrap my arms around his body and Thorne holds me close.

“I’m far from done with you baby girl. I’m going to take you in every way possible and I won’t stop until I’ve marked every inch of your little slutty body, understand?” He brushes his knuckles against my jaw.

“Yes, Daddy.”




The End For Now.

Thorne And Aria Will Be Back.
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