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      I pull up to my house late on a Friday night and notice all the lights are off so Dad must be out somewhere. I know he wasn’t expecting me since Emilia and I are still supposed to be packing up our campus apartment. I went on a coffee and snack run and when I got back, I saw her blowing my boyfriend Justin. I said fuck it and immediately left and headed straight here. I remember the look on both of their faces as I said, ‘What the fuck?’ before slamming the door and running to my car. I could hear them trying to formulate excuses and I wanted none of it. I jumped in my car and silenced call after call on my phone before I could finally pull over and block both of their numbers.

      It wasn’t even the fact that Justin was cheating on me, it’s the fact that the girl I’ve spent every moment with since freshman year betrayed me that caused the anger and hurt. What a shitty way to find out how fake that bitch is. I sigh before getting out of my car and heading toward the porch.

      I’m just going to hang out here while figuring out my next move. Obviously moving from our campus apartment to sharing an apartment in the city is no longer an option. I can work remotely for my internship at Harding and Lively, the marketing firm that hired me right before the end of my final semester. I still think Dad had something to do with that because there’s no way I should have gotten that entry-level position without a killer recommendation. Harding and Lively is a who you know type of business, where you have to rub elbows with people to get them to even look at you regardless of how impressive your resume is.

      For as long as I can remember it's just been Dad and I, two peas in a pod. I’ve heard the stories of how I was dropped off on his doorstep, barely three-years-old and quiet as a mouse. A letter clutched in my hand and a small backpack with me. I don’t remember the woman who gave birth to me and raised me, if you can even call it that for my first couple of years. I remember the therapy sessions Dad made me attend in my adolescence and how my therapist said I experienced some sort of trauma that was repressed, and I may never remember. I’m perfectly content not to remember anything pre-dad as I like to call it. That man has been my rock even through my shitty teenage years when I felt the need to rebel against everything society says. I guess you could call me a bit of an anarchist in my beliefs.

      After shaking the memories away, I head up the stairs to my teenage bedroom. I haven’t spent much time at home since senior year was crunch time. Every spare moment was spent studying and making sure I finished my college career strong. Dad would actually come visit me on campus randomly throughout the year, I think I only really came home for holidays. I guess I’ll see Dad tomorrow. I probably should have called or texted and let him know I was coming but it’s not the end of the world. I need the night to deal with the mess in my head and figure out how the hell I’m going to deal with Emilia and break the lease we signed.
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        * * *

      

      “Shit.” I hear from downstairs and what sounds like the entrance table banging against the wall. Dad must be home and stumbling around after having a few drinks if I had to guess. I ease out of bed before checking my tank top and sleep shorts are still on and fix the bun I had tied my hair in before bed. Shuffling down the hallway to reach the stairs so I can make sure he’s alright and doesn’t need help upstairs, I hear him mumble incoherently and then a giggle. What. The. Fuck. I know the giggle didn’t come from my dad which means there’s a woman down there. Awkward. He must have taken an Uber home and not noticed my car in the driveway. Dad has never brought a female home, at least not when I’ve been here. I have to remind myself I’ve been at college for four years and haven’t lived at home so obviously I don’t know what Dad has been doing in that time. I subconsciously knew he hasn’t been living as a saint my entire life. He’s on the younger side of the scale as far as dads go at a whopping age of forty-five.

      I pause halfway down the stairs and peer down to see dad leaning against the wall with a redhead woman on her knees undoing his belt. I know I should turn around and go back to my room and pretend I was never here and mind my own business, but I can’t turn away. I feel something, it’s like a lead ball in the pit of my stomach and a tingling sensation moving throughout my body. This is wrong. Dirty. I should not be watching this. It’s something so natural and something I’ve done countless times before with a partner but it’s my dad. I enjoy porn, I even have a bit of a voyeuristic streak to me and like seeing other couples in various stages but this…this is something I shouldn’t enjoy. What the hell am I doing?

      I see his eyes half closed, whether in ecstasy or drunkenness I don’t know. It’s probably a combination of both. The woman on the ground has finally gotten his pants undone and I hear the friction of his jeans sliding down until they sit straining against his thighs. Jesus, when did Dad’s legs get so jacked. I let my eyes linger on his thick muscles before dragging them slowly up where his grey boxer briefs are leaving nothing to the imagination. A bulge is evident, and I see the material has darkened in spots and I know he’s leaking pre-come, anticipating what’s to come next. I wonder what he thinks about during sex. Does he think about the person he’s with? Does he fantasize about someone else?

      “Oh yum!” This woman’s voice is like nails on a chalkboard and really that’s what she says, could she be any more of an airhead. If this is Dad’s standard choice in women, then we need to have a heart-to-heart. It doesn’t stop me from looking at what made her exclaim and fuck me I can see my dad’s cock. I can say without a doubt that Justin has nothing compared to this one. Justin’s dick was on average a solid six but on the thinner side and his balls were lackluster. I’m not even up close and personal and can see that this cock is at least eight inches and his ballsack looks heavy. My mouth waters imagining feeling a heavy sack on my tongue and in my mouth. I’ve always had a fascination with the smooth skin around the spherical shape and running my tongue right over the seam and watching men twitch and moan.

      I’m so lost in my thoughts that I’ve suspended my reality and forgot to feel gross because this is my dad I’m seeing and fantasizing about. I want to shake myself out of it, turn around and tell myself this is because Justin and I clearly are through, and I feel horny. If I am being honest with myself then I know that blame cannot lay with the Justin situation and instead with the fact that I’ve always had an unusual attraction to my dad. At six-five with dark brown hair and bright green eyes, he’s an imposing figure. He can both terrify you and protect you at any given moment. I just always felt like it was something all daughters may have felt about their dads before they grew out of it. I never had the courage to voice it to any of my friends and to gauge if they felt the same way on the off chance it was just me all twisted up, and I didn’t need rumors going around about me and my dad. I couldn’t lose him, and I knew if rumors got around while I was younger then Social Services would get involved. I didn’t want to hurt my dad or his business either.

      “If you don’t quit fucking playing with it in those short little licks and suck my cock, I’m going to hold your head and skull fuck you until you gag like the fucking slut you are.” I hear my dad say in barely restrained anger mixed with lust. I feel my pussy tighten around nothing, clenching and unclenching with the need to be filled. My panties are damp, and I can feel my wetness seeping through my sleep shorts. I’m not sure where he picked her up from but she’s lapping at his dick like a cat drinking water. I can’t help but imagine if it was me on my knees before my dad. I would look up at him and beg him to fuck my throat as hard as he wanted. It would be an honor to gag on his dick.

      She finally starts sucking his cock and I watch as she decides to use her hands to make up for the fact she can’t fit as much of him into her mouth, and I wonder what he’s thinking and feeling. Even though her performance is lacking, I can’t help but feel my nipples pebble and my stomach muscles tighten as I softly brush my right hand down between my breasts leading straight to the waistband of my shorts. I try to restrain myself but fail as I dip one finger between the band and the soft skin underneath and just move that finger back and forth over my pubic area. I can’t tear my eyes away from his face, the tightening of his jaw, the way his eyes flutter and the crinkle of skin at the corner of his eyes like he’s concentrating. Is it because he doesn’t want to come yet or because he’s trying to come and get this shitty blowjob over with.

      I continue to tease myself as I watch for a few more minutes before he groans and comes in the redhead’s mouth. I watch as he pats her cheek and she’s forced to swallow. Ewww she’s a spitter, he really does have trash taste in women.

      “Gosh Carter, your dick felt so good in my mouth. I can’t wait to feel it inside of me.” She squawks before trying to get up off the floor.

      Holy shit he’s still hard and the way his boxer briefs are pulled to just right underneath his balls has me actually drooling. I just want to run my tongue over every visible piece of him and feel him shudder beneath me. This is my favorite thing to do. I watch as he slowly pulls the material back over his dick and slides his jeans up but leaves them unbuttoned and his belt undone.

      “Sorry Kristen, I’m gonna have to take a rain check and get you a rideshare home but you were great. Top 10 in blowjobs I’ve had. You should be proud,” he says with a patronizing smirk and she’s too fucking dumb to pick up on it. He’s on his phone so I know he’s already called for the rideshare and it will probably be here any minute now.

      “Oh stop, Carter. I’d love to see you soon.”

      “Of course, Red. I’ll be texting you so we can link up.” Any woman with a fraction of common sense knows this is code for ‘you’ll never hear from me again.’

      He opens the front door after glancing back at his phone, presumably seeing the notification from the driver that they are here and guides her with his hand between her shoulder blades to the waiting car and opens the door. I watch as she gazes at him with stars in her eyes after climbing into the vehicle as he shuts the car door. I chuckle at her naivete.

      I watch as Dad walks back inside and heads for the wet bar, he has set up running alongside the living room wall. He pours himself two fingers worth of whatever expensive whiskey he’s got stocked currently. The man rotates fine whiskey, I can never keep track of what his current flavor is, but one thing that never changes is that it’s expensive and he savors it on his tongue before swallowing. I should head back to my room before he comes upstairs but I feel myself frozen and enamored with watching his every move. I’ve never felt this way about a man before and certainly never seen my dad in a sexual aspect as a grown woman.

      He moves to sit on the couch so I’m safe from being caught for at least a few more minutes as he leans his head back and closes his eyes. I see and hear the exhale that leaves his mouth as if he’s got a weight on his shoulders. I wish I could make myself known and help alleviate whatever is plaguing him. Minutes pass and I feel a bit like a creep just watching him and with the even breaths he is exhibiting I’m pretty sure he’s fallen asleep on the couch.

      Should I creep down and take the lowball glass from his hand and set it on the coffee table? As this thought crosses my mind, I watch as he raises his hand and puts the glass on the end table instead. He’s definitely awake as I watch him drag the zipper down on his jeans and palm his dick.

      Oh fuck, is he about to jack off? If he does, I’m going to be so fucked.

      He lifts his hips from the couch, and I watch as he drags both his jeans and underwear down until both are pooling at his feet. He toes off his shoes and shakes the material off both legs until he’s completely naked from the waist down, and the only thing left on him is his black t-shirt and his watch. Dad’s watch is one of my favorite things about him, it’s not a Rolex like many people would assume a man like him would wear but a Piaget Polo Skeleton watch and while an expensive piece, it’s unusual and not something commonly seen. He spreads his legs and I have a view of everything, and my eyes can’t decide what to focus on first. The choice is taken from me when his left hand with that watch I love cups his balls and he rolls the heavy sack across his palm back and forth. The watch rests on his inner thigh and all I can picture is feeling the cool metal on my skin with the crown of the watch leaving an indentation. I feel my legs press together hoping to relieve some of the ache coursing through my pussy, but I know it’s a lost cause.

      Dad is still caressing his balls when he takes his shaft in the other hand and starts stroking the hard flesh with a harsh grip. I can see his knuckles turning white so the amount of pressure he is exerting has to be intense. Up and down, over and over in various speeds until he finally swipes his thumb across the top of his slit gathering what pre-come is spilling out. The head is a reddish purple and engorged and I can just imagine having him smack me in the face with it. It feels like he’s punishing himself, but I am unable to look away as the next ten minutes go by. I watch as his left hand dips down below his balls and he starts stroking the soft flesh between the sack and his asshole. I’ve never much looked at men’s assholes but his looks soft and smooth and dusty rose in color. I know how sensitive I am there, so I imagine it’s the same for men.

      “That’s a good girl, moonshine. Take daddy’s dick just like that. My little fucking come bucket.” I hear and watch him groan as he comes and spills his sticky seed all over his hand and thighs. Holy fuck, I’ve only heard men talk like that in porn before and figured it was just an acting thing. I never imagined it was said in real life or how fucking hot it would be.
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      “That’s a good girl, moonshine. Take daddy’s dick just like that. My little fucking come bucket.”  I groan through clenched teeth as I feel my orgasm take over me and I spill all over my hand and coat my thighs. I loosen the harsh grip of my dick and lift my hand to my mouth licking my come off each digit. A lot of men have never tasted themselves before and find it offensive but yet we expect women to suck on their own juices and see no issues with it. Fuck that double standard. I’m a kinky fucking bastard and I love the taste of myself. I’m also a sick bastard after calling out my babygirl’s nickname while coming.

      I don’t know why Ryan is home when she’s supposed to be up in Morgan Creek packing and moving into her new apartment with Emilia. I definitely missed seeing her car in the driveway when me and Red got dropped off. There was no missing seeing her creep halfway down the stairs and watch as I got that sorry excuse for a blowjob. I should have stopped it right then and there but feeling Ryan’s eyes on me, cataloging every inch of me that was exposed did something visceral to me. I know it’s wrong and I’m disgusting for even allowing it to play out the way it did but part of me deep down questions maybe it’s not. Society dictates how we view certain things, and we are supposed to blindly follow without giving our own moral compass a passing thought. A large part of me says fuck that. If my moonshine wants to watch me get sucked off and then jack off, then let her. We aren’t doing anything wrong. We aren’t touching and I know for a fact she doesn’t know that I saw her watching the whole time.

      My not so little girl is all grown and while I’ve obviously known that, right now tonight I’m finally noticing her as an actual woman instead of the knobby kneed toddler on my doorstep nineteen years ago. The fuck did I know about being a dad, but I saw her cherry red cheeks and her silky brown hair holding a letter from one of my exes, Debbie and I knew there was nothing to do but be there for her. She barely talked for the first few years, but all the doctors said she just chose not to speak. Once she started talking it was hard to get her to shut up and my girl, my girl was opinionated. The adolescent years were a fun ass time, I honestly thought I was going to lose all my hair.

      I’ve done my best bringing Ryan up and I can say I haven’t done a half bad job. She just graduated from college, and I know she thinks I had a hand in her landing that position at Harding and Lively but that was all on her grandfather. Those two can fight it out without involving me because I can barely stand to look at the man.

      I sigh loudly and languidly lift up from the couch in order to give her enough time to sneak off across the hall and back to her room. I don’t think either one of us is prepared to discuss what this is that occurred and certainly not in the dead of night. I also need to figure out what the hell she’s doing at home, and that can only be done after sleep and at least two cups of coffee.

      I hear the stairs creak and that’s my cue to head up to my room since my moonshine finally vacated her spot.

      I’m at the top of the stairs moving toward my room now and as I pass by Ryan’s room I can smell her scent. Apples. I’ve missed the house smelling like apples. I don’t know if it’s her hair products or what, but whatever it is, I’m addicted to the smell. Apples have always been my favorite fruit and now the forbidden fruit laid out before me is my own daughter. Adam and Eve ain’t got shit on the wickedness running through my veins right now.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      When I wake up, I look at the clock and see it’s nine in the morning so at least I got some solid sleep. My dreams were a whole other story, but all I can focus on is the here and now. I hear Ryan in the kitchen downstairs, so I better get up and go see what happened.

      I sit up in bed and swing my feet to the floor before pushing to a standing position. I’m only forty-five but sometimes in the morning I can feel like I’m pushing sixty. I grab my lounge pants from the foot of my bed and slide them on before moving to the dresser and grabbing a tank top.

      “Morning,” I say with the roughness of sleep still in my voice once I reach the kitchen and see Ryan opening up a pack of bacon.

      “Morning Dad.”

      “Wasn’t expecting you home last night or anytime soon. What’s going on, Ry?”

      I see her take a deep breath before responding, “I don’t really want to talk about it, but I know I should because it’s not my fault and nothing to be ashamed of.”

      Where the fuck is she going with this?

      “So Emilia and I were supposed to be packing up the campus apartment since we just signed the lease for the one downtown, and I went for a coffee and snacks run…” She trails off and I just shake my head because if she could live off coffee and snacks, she would.

      “Well when I got back from the run I saw Emilia and Justin like…. together.”

      “Together how?”

      “Dad! Don’t make me say it.”

      “I swear to Christ, Ry. Just fucking tell me what that fucking dipshit did?”

      “Emilia was fucking blowing him!” As soon as the words leave her mouth my heart drops, because even though she’s not in tears my babygirl is hurt. Justin is a fuckboy so I can’t say I’m surprised. Its Emilia, a girl who’s been friends with my daughter for years and then roommates, is the surprising aspect and is what really fucking pisses me off.

      “You’ve got to be fucking kidding me.”

      “Just leave it alone, Dad. I’m upset, but mostly just about the betrayal of Emilia. You know Justin was just kind of like a passive boyfriend. It was never meaningful or going anywhere.” Ry says low as if not to set me off on a tangent.

      “I don’t give two flying fucks if he was meaningless. Nobody gets to fucking treat my girl like that.”

      “I appreciate that but honestly what I need from you is help breaking the lease with Emilia and finding a new place to stay. In the meantime I was going to stay at home and just work from here since Harding and Lively encourage remote work if needed.”

      “Of course I’ll help you and I’d be fucking offended if you didn’t stay here. If you had text or called me, I would have been home instead of out.” I bite out, almost offended by her asking.

      “How was your date?” she asks innocently, peeking up at me through her lashes. So this is how she wants to play it huh? Okay, I’ll bite.

      “Terrible. She squawked like a chicken and her abilities left much to be desired. Thankfully I had something to occupy my mind and lead me in a blissful night of sleep.” I smirk before walking around her to the coffee pot and pouring myself a cup. I turn my head to the side slightly, just to catch the blush creeping up her neck and across her cheeks as she processes what I said.

      She turns back to the stove with the bacon and starts frying up the slices. She’s standing there with her pajamas and her hair half falling out of her bun and she’s never looked more beautiful. She’s also never looked more like Mine. I take three strides until I’m just an inch behind her and let my left arm slide past her waist and when the face of my watch touches her skin, I see her shiver. I wonder what that’s about, but don’t dwell on it before saying, “Let’s eat breakfast and then you and I are taking a trip to Morgan Creek to grab whatever the fuck is yours from the apartment. So help me god if Justin is there, I’m laying his ass out.”

      I back up a few steps before going to sit on the island stool and finish watching my girl cook breakfast. The way she bites her lip and the flush of her skin from the blood rushing to the surface is better than any fucking porn I’ve seen. My cock is pressing hard against the material of my sweats and concealing the erection is barely passable.
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      I really don’t want to go back and see Emilia, but I know I have to grab my things. I don’t know whether to be relieved or embarrassed that my dad is coming with me. A bit of both is swirling around in me if I’m being honest. Also, what the fuck was that in the kitchen? Did he see me? He never gave any indication last night that he saw me, but his smirks and the way he phrased things definitely gives me the vibe that he knows I was watching and that I liked it. What if he liked it? This is too much for me to deal with before iced coffee.

      “Dad, can we stop at Sip and Serve? Please?” I ask because I know he’s going to be annoyed about having to detour, but he will because he loves me.

      “Fine but don’t drink it all in one go and then have to go to the bathroom twenty minutes into the ride. It’s only a forty-minute drive, Ry.”

      “Whatever you say.” I answer sarcastically before I see us pulling into the drive through to Sip and Serve and I lean across the truck and Dad’s lap to order.

      “I’ll take a large iced oat milk caramel macchiato please,” I say before I shift to move back to my seat. I accidentally rub my forearm across his lap and while he’s not hard I can still feel the substantial bulge of him just sitting there beneath his jeans. It’s slowly driving me crazy having seen him and knowing what lies under his clothes. After sneaking back to my room last night, I spent thirty minutes with my fingers inside of my pussy just picturing my dad’s hard cock and wishing I had at least one of my toys to help fill me the way my fingers can’t.

      Dad is handing me my drink, and I realize I zoned out thinking about last night and we’ve already got my drink and are back on the road.

      I make small talk with Dad about people he works with and their families and just generally catching up between the lapses of silence where we listen to our favorite 90’s alternative station and belt out the lyrics of songs we know by heart. Before I know it, we are pulling up to the apartment building on campus that I used to reside in, and I feel a weight settle on me. I know I need to get this over with, but when Dad reaches over and catches my hand to give it a squeeze, I feel a renewed sense of determination.

      “Let’s go.”

      “After you, babygirl. Let’s get your stuff and get you home,” Dad says but there’s an odd look in his eye when he says home that I’ve never seen before but I don’t have time to ponder what it could mean right now.

      I open the door to my former apartment and all I hear is quiet. It’s just about eleven in the morning so maybe Emilia is out getting something to eat or who the fuck knows. I didn’t unblock either of them, so I have no idea if they’ve been trying to reach me or not. There’s nothing I want to hear from either of them.

      I notice boxes both packed and taped and half-packed strewn throughout and I turn to tell Dad, “Let’s just grab the boxes in my room that hold all my clothes and other things. I don’t need any of the furniture. Emilia’s family furnished it all and I’m not bringing that into my next chapter.”

      “I’ll buy you anything you fucking need, baby,” Dad says, and I smile before moving toward my room. I don’t need any of the kitchen or living room shit either. All the pictures are of Emilia and I, together and with some of our other friends and I just don’t have the energy to cut her out of each one. I can make new memories with my friends.

      Dad is carrying all the boxes from my room to stack by the front door so we can make the trips to the truck easier and get out of here before anyone shows up. I start by grabbing the lightest one and carrying it from the apartment to the truck. Right now, I have never been more thankful we had a first-floor unit than right this moment.

      I’m on my third or fourth trip when Emilia and Justin both start walking up from the parking lot and I know there’s no way to avoid this confrontation. Honestly, the fact that they both are still together shows that my gut and judgment to not listen to a word of any vitriol they had to spill was spot on.

      “Ryan, hi…uh we didn’t know you were coming back this morning,” Emilia says as Justin just stands there looking like a pretty but dumb accessory. Clearly, he’s trying to figure out which route he’s going to take with this.

      “That was kind of the point. I don’t owe you anything about what I do. We aren’t friends, Emilia. We aren’t even acquaintances. All you are is a fucking snake, and sooner or later someone is gonna cut their grass and if you’re not careful you’ll be beheaded.” My voice remains calm, but I can see her visibly flinch as my words hit their intended target.

      “Look I really don’t give a fuck what either one of you have to say. You both are leeches on my energy and I will no longer let either one of you have access to me. This should go without saying but Justin we’re fucking done and Emilia our friendship is over. I truly hope he was worth it and that you sleep fine at night. I’m grabbing the rest of my stuff and I’ve left everything we bought jointly together. You can do whatever you want with it.”

      “Ry-, I”

      “Hear me when I say I really don’t want you to open your mouth right now.”

      I feel a strong presence firmly against my back and know that Dad has walked out probably wondering why I haven’t been back in to grab anymore and notice that the rest of the boxes are in the truck.

      “I see neither of you had the decency to just turn around and walk away and let Ryan grab her things without having to be subjected to either one of you.”

      “Mr. Bardot, we can explain,” Emilia starts while Justin exclaims, “Emilia came onto me and before, I knew it my dick was in her mouth. I mean you know how it is when a warm mouth is encasing your dick. My mind just blanked.”

      “Jesus Justin, nut the fuck up. Your balls have dropped enough for you to get hard, but clearly not to take any accountability for your actions. Stay the fuck away from my girl, you hear me? You had your shot and you won’t get another.”

      “Hey! Don’t talk about Emilia like that. I love Ry-” Justin was cut off right as Dad throws a right hook knocking him across the mouth, then bends down to where Justin is laying on the ground holding his bleeding jaw. I wonder what Dad’s doing when he reaches up and stuffs something into Justin's mouth before patting him on the cheek and standing up.

      Dad reaches for my hand, and I grab onto it. “Let’s go babygirl,” he says, and he leads me to the truck, helping me up before walking around and jumping in before backing out and heading back home. I glance down to the gear shift and notice blood on his knuckles. I lay my hand over his, rubbing and smearing red all over my own hand and looking at the cut probably from Justin’s teeth.

      “Does it hurt?”

      “Nah, babygirl you know better than that. I could have beat his ass till he was unconscious and still wouldn’t have an issue with the pain. You know it makes me feel alive.”

      “What did you say to Justin and what did you shove in his mouth?” I inquire because I can’t help the curiosity that is eating me alive.

      Dad looks over at me before lifting his hand and rubbing it across the back of his neck. A tell of his when he’s trying to figure out the best way to gently approach something to me.

      “Just tell me dad. It’ll bug me until I know.”

      “Alright, but if I’ve read the situation wrong, you have to tell me immediately, Ry. I never want anything to come between us. I forbid it, even yourself.”

      With those words, I lean up and twist in the seat until I’m staring straight into his side profile. My eyes roam over his green eyes, that are split between watching the road and looking at me. The way his left hand clenches against the steering wheel and the way his jawline covered in three-day scruff stands prominent, and the evidence of him clenching and unclenching his jaw can be seen.

      “It was the panties you were wearing last night that I snatched off your bathroom floor—-” Whatever I expected him to say that was definitely not it. I’ve been rendered speechless.
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      “It was the panties you were wearing last night that I snatched off your bathroom floor—” I pause and take a deep breath before continuing, “I saw you on the stairs. I knew you were there the whole time. I liked it. I wanted more of it. Why else do you think I got butt ass naked on the couch in perfect view of the stairs and jacked off?”

      Ryan’s frozen, eyes blinking as if she’s trying to process everything I just said, and she doesn’t even know there’s more. I give her a minute and glance at the upcoming sign on the road knowing we are only about fifteen minutes from home now.

      “Dad, I’m s—” She starts to speak, but I cut her off before she can finish.

      “Don’t, Ry. Don’t apologize. We are both adults and trust me I was in control the whole time. I could have stopped performing at any time. I could have alerted you and caused you to scurry back to your room. I didn’t want that.”

      “What does this mean?”

      “Let’s wait until we get home to really talk about this baby. This conversation shouldn’t be had in the truck, especially not while I’m driving.”

      We drive a few more minutes and before I know it, we are pulling into the driveway, and I park my truck next to her black Honda Civic.

      “Let’s get all the stuff out of the truck and into the house before we sit down and talk, okay?”

      Ry nods her head before giving me a quiet, “Okay,” as we both jump out of the truck.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      I bring the last box into the garage and find Ryan sitting on the couch with an inquisitive look on her mouth. She’s chewing on the corner of her lip which is a dead giveaway she’s processing everything and trying to find the best approach angle. I choose to sit across from her so I can watch her face and I don’t overwhelm her. I want so badly to wrap my arms around her but we both need clear heads.

      "Do you think differently of me now?" Ryan questions and I know I have to tread carefully on how I respond. The truth is, of course I think of her differently but not in the way she's imagining. I think of her as a woman and not just as my daughter. She's consumed my senses and it takes all the restraint I have to not grab her and shove my tongue so deep in her pussy and taste her.

      "Yes, but in a distinctly non-fatherly way, moonshine."

      "Moonshine..." She murmurs before touching her fingertips to her lips. "But you called out that name last night?"

      "Yea, moonshine. I did because you were all I was thinking about that entire time I stroked my hard cock." I pause before continuing. "Watching you watching me was the only way I was able to come because that blowjob was abysmal." Almost as bad as the trashy dye job on Kathy, Kaitlyn, whatever the fuck her name was, but I don't say that out loud.

      Ryan giggles and for the first time I feel like we might be okay, regardless of how this conversation turns out.

      "I used to call you moonshine when you were growing up because you came in and gave light to my darkness, Ryan Selene."

      I always wondered where Debbie came up with the name and I remember one day I saw that Selene was the Goddess of the Moon and everything clicked for me.

      "I want this. I want you. I know I should feel disgusted and horrified but you and I…. just feels inevitable." Ryan says, and I pause as I listen to her words said in such a strong assertive tone and both my heart and cock jump.

      "Well now is as good a time as any to let you know that your panties that I so graciously allowed Justin to have, I made sure to release a little of my tension in them."

      "Dad, please tell me you did not come in my panties and had them in your pocket?" She asks, horrified.

      "That's exactly what the fuck I am saying. I planned that shit; I had a feeling his little punk ass would either be there or show up." I quip back with no remorse.

      "That's disgusting and I don't hate the thought actually. When did you even have time to rub one out?"

      "When you were fucking taking your forty-five-minute shower. Why it takes you that long to wash your ass is beyond me." I grumble because I still don’t understand the length of showers.

      "Do you think he will tell anyone?" I sense the worry in her voice, and no I'm not concerned.

      "I made my position quite clear to Justin and trust me you have nothing to worry about. Now I'm going to my office and I want you to take some time and really think about everything before truly pursuing us. This affects both of our lives and is so much more than something casual with a college-aged dipshit."

      With that final statement, I stand up and walk past the couch, pausing to caress her face and pressing a kiss to her hairline.
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      The last thing I want is time. I've wasted plenty of time serial dating and then sticking with Justin when there was nothing there but familiarity. I'll give Dad some time, but I don't need any and he's only getting a couple of hours at best.

      I head to the garage to start grabbing things to take up to my room. I don't need much but my toys are a necessity in my nightstand. I almost gave myself a hand cramp last night.

      I know Dad thinks I need to really think about things and I'm sure he does as well because this is fast, but when you know you know. It doesn't matter that we are related, that feeling of just knowing has already clicked into place.

      I head upstairs and instead of stopping at my bedroom door I continue until I reach the next door and slowly ease it open. A smell unique to my dad hits me and it’s a cross between cinnamon and orange.

      I step inside and leave my bag on the end of the bed, and I touch the little things Dad keeps on his nightstand and dresser. I know I'm snooping but I want to see this room from adult eyes now. The last time I was really in this room was probably in elementary school. I've lived a few experiences since then and gained a couple of years. The brass tray on his dresser holds cufflinks, a platinum chain, and about five different bottles of cologne. I lift and smell each one before setting them down again.

      I move over to the nightstand and nothing exciting rests there. The only thing besides a lamp are a pair of reading glasses and a picture of the two of us from my fifth-grade promotion. I was such a combative girl during that period of my life.

      I pull open the drawer and it's empty. Who has an empty bedside table? I move to the other side to check this table and as I slide the drawer open, I know I've stumbled on exactly what I was looking for. Nestled in dark silky cloth are condoms, handcuffs, and is that a butt plug? Holy shit! Make that multiple butt plugs, so clearly he's into ass play. A decent-sized bottle of lube is thrown in here also.

      I've never had anything in my ass before and I don't think that's something I'm into, but I wouldn't mind the handcuffs. I wonder if Dad will let me use them on him?

      I close the drawer and move to grab my bag and head to my room. I spot his t-shirt from this morning lying across the back of the chair in the corner, and a wicked idea crosses my mind. I whip off my own shirt and then slide this one on before shimming out of my jeans. I leave my clothes on the floor after taking my phone out of my back pocket and then sit on the bed.

      I start snapping pics of me in my dad's shirt with my legs and thighs showing and the neck of the shirt slipping down off my shoulders.

      I start getting more suggestive and let the shirt ride higher until it's noticeable that I'm not wearing any panties. All you can see is the front view since I have my legs crossed.

      I open our text thread and start sending pics every few seconds like a sexy strip tease and I don't wait for a response before throwing the phone down next to me. I reach into my bag and grab my favorite toy, the We-Vibe. I lay back against the pillows and let the scent encase me and I slide the toy inside of me. The unique shape has the inside resting against my g-spot and the outside part of the u lays directly on my clit.

      Whether he comes in here or not, I'm coming all over my dad's bed. I click on the vibrator and let the sensation start to roll through me as I apply pressure to each side and then start moving the vibrating silicone in and out of my pussy. After a few firm thrusts, I feel myself standing on the edge waiting to fall off the cliff when I hear him say from the door, "Stop. Now. I distinctly don't remember telling you to come into my room and I certainly did not give you permission to touch yourself."

      The harsh bite to his tone instantly sets my body on fire and I feel my muscles seize up with adrenaline. I don’t know this man in the bedroom, so I almost feel like I am an outsider watching this all play out. I know he says the filthiest things and it’s obvious he likes his sex harder than I’ve ever experienced. I’d be lying if I said a part of me wasn’t concerned, but overriding that feeling is excitement. I’m turned on imagining my dad manhandling me and throwing me around, taking what he wants.

      “And if I don’t?” I reply cheekily, knowing it is likely to test his patience.

      “Girls like you who don’t listen get punished. Is that what you’re after, Ryan? You want to be punished?”

      I pause letting his words flow over me before saying, “So what if it is? You aren’t going to hurt me. What are you going to do, ground me? I’m clearly an adult.” I gesture to my body splayed out on his bed with the shirt bunched up just underneath my breasts.

      "Before anything else I want you to remember that I'm always going to be your dad but here in this bedroom you will take what I give you and you'll fucking like it. Don't go begging your daddy to stop. You understand me? This is my domain."

      He walks slowly past the doorway, almost in a stalking pace like if he moves suddenly, I will skitter away. Maybe he just likes prey, either way it has my eyes darting across the room wondering if I can escape. A shiver of fear courses through me because I may have provoked him and bitten off more than I can chew. My sex life has always been on the tamer side, regardless of some of the filthy things I would read or watch in the middle of the night. My hidden desires. Things that make me feel abnormal, but considering all the things that have occurred between my dad and me, abnormal is hardwired into my DNA.

      He stops at the edge of the bed and stares directly down at me. He fills the space and all I can see is him. The rise and fall of his chest coupled with his hands resting inside the front pockets of his jeans leads to an imposing figure of someone so unaffected. If it wasn't for the small tic of his jaw showing his clenched teeth, I would be embarrassed thinking he wasn't turned on by me right now.

      I lewdly open my closed thighs so he can see my pussy with the toy half hanging out.

      "Are you so sex starved you had to come in here to get off and annoy me while I was trying to work?" The bite of hurt that hits me at his condescending tone causes me to tense before I feel a rush of wetness slip past the toy. Fuck, I'm turned on by his demeaning words.

      "Yes daddy, I am. I only ever get myself off and your cock is all I've been able to think about." I don't know why I called him daddy, I have never once referred to him as such, not even when I was younger. I watch as his eyes darken to an almost hunter green and like a lamb led to slaughter, I wait.
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      She called me daddy. A word I've never heard from her before and coming from her perfect pouty red lips, it has my dick harder than it's ever been. Her legs are spread wide and she's leaning back on her elbows just staring up at me waiting for my next move.

      I choose to just tilt my head and look at her while I gather my thoughts and let her squirm under my gaze.

      "Well you want to be a little slut and dirty up daddy's bed huh? Keep fucking your pussy until my sheets are wet then and give me a show. If you want this dick, you better show me that pussy is worth it."

      I watch as she starts to push her toy back inside herself and I shake my head at her until she removes it completely. I can see the evidence of her wetness leaving a sticky trail.

      "Clean up after yourself."

      Ryan pauses before bringing the toy up to her mouth and wrapping her pert mouth against the silicone, sucking every sticky drop off before setting it back down on the bed. I watch as her thighs keep clenching together before she reaches her hand down to her clit.

      "No, good girls get to touch their clit. I don't want you to come. I want you to fuck your hole until it's a wet, sloppy mess," I say as I grab her wrist and wrench her hand away from the hard little nub I see poking out begging to be touched.

      She moves her hand back to her pussy without complaint and slides two fingers into her channel. I watch as she starts moving them slowly in and out before I give her more direction, "You wanna be Daddy's good girl don't you? You can do better than that. Put another figure in there and go harder. If you aren't dripping down your asshole then why would I even bother giving you my dick."

      Ryan's eyes widen before she takes a deep breath, and I watch as she struggles to fit another finger into her tight little hole. The little flash of pain that crosses her face as she gets all three in makes me smirk. I knew my girl was tight but it's going to feel so good wrapped around my cock like a vice.

      Like a good girl, she starts roughly fucking her pussy and I watch as she starts leaking until rivets are coating her pretty little brown hole below. I let her go for a few more minutes before barking out, "Stop." I notice she immediately follows my direction.

      "Take the shirt off and then turn around and get on your hands and knees. I want to see your holes up close." I wait for her to argue.

      "But-" She starts, and I am quick to cut her off.

      "Yes, your asshole. Your holes belong to me. Every last one of them and if I want you to present them to me and let me stare at them for hours you'll let me, isn't that right, babygirl?"

      A deep sigh leaves her before she does as I ask, and I watch as she lifts up and slowly peels the shirt off showing me her petite breasts capped with hard dark brown nipples. She goes to move an arm across her chest as if to hide and I stop her. "Don't. Your breasts are perky and pretty, baby. You don't hide from me. Ever. Now get your ass in the fucking air." I punctuate with a slap to her right breast.

      Ry jumps but is quick to flip over and get up on her hands and knees and without even needing to be told. I watch as she lowers her head and spreads her legs so her flesh parts and I can see every delicious inch of her. I leave her be and let her stew while I slowly undress.

      Shivers rush up her back and I watch as goosebumps prickle her skin and I reach out with both hands and set them firmly on both of her ass cheeks before I spread them.

      "I want you to know that I wanted our first time to be gentler than it's going to be. I didn't plan this but teases like you get what's coming to them." I let my words sink in before I bend over and open my mouth letting saliva drip straight onto the puckered hole. The brown ring ripples and contracts as the liquid reaches its target and Ryan's arms shudder.

      What she doesn't know is I'm about to fuck this tight little ass. I love pussy, I want nothing more than to fuck my tongue in her sweet center but that's what she wants. Her teasing me while I'm working and trying to give her some space made me snap.

      I lean over her back and pull open my drawer and grab the lube, because while I'm about to punish her, I have no desire to fuck her ass for the first time without lube. I'm rough but not that harsh for my babygirl.

      "Wha...what are you doing?" She stumbles at first when I pop the top of the bottle and tip it to drizzle over her.

      I trail my fingers over her flesh and when she tenses as my finger starts probing her tight hole, I put my left arm across her back and tell her "Relax. I've got you."

      "I don't want this. Please, Dad. Don't."

      "Judging by the darkened fabric of my sheets and the sheen coating your thighs from cunt to knee, I believe that's a fucking lie. You don't want to want it." I don't give her a minute to doubt herself again and resume probing her entrance until my finger slides in and then I pause before slowly sliding in and out until the tension starts to fade.

      I only allow this to continue for a minute before I am nudging a second digit and stretching her in order to be able to fit my dick in there without ripping her open. Once both digits are in, I start scissoring my fingers and decide to reach around and pay this pretty pussy some attention.

      Swirling my left hand through her wetness and every few seconds rubbing against that tight bundle of nerves has her moaning and panting. She's almost ready.

      "Please, Daddy. Please, please, please. I need you in my pussy."

      "Fuck I love hearing you beg. Sweeter sounds have never come out of your mouth."

      I remove the fingers of my right hand from her ass and watch the little gap they have caused and listen to Ryan whimper when I grab my dick at the base and rest the head against that little gaping hole.

      "I'm gonna fuck your sweet fucking ass now, moonshine. I want you to keep breathing and push out when I push in. Trust me baby, it will help. Now be a good girl and tell me you understand."

      "I- I understand. Please just make me come. You're driving me crazy. I don't even care how you do it."

      With those words, I slowly begin pushing the head of my dick into her tiny little ass and my eyes roll in the back of my head as I'm being strangled. Holy fuck, I've never fucked a hole this tight. I pause to give us both a minute to breathe before slowly pushing another inch in and then withdrawing until just the tip is inside. I keep this same momentum until half my dick is inside the hot dark forbidden heat of my daughter.

      "Such a good girl, taking Daddy's dick without crying. I'm so proud of you." On the last word, I retract my hips pulling all the way out and then I grip both sides of Ryan’s body tightly, no doubt leaving marks in the shape of my fingers before snapping forward and burying my entire length in one swift go.

      "You might have fucked and sucked other dicks, but my cock is the only one that will ever be in your ass."

      I watch as she grips the sheets tightly in both fists as I punish her ass with my sharp rough thrusts, using her asshole as my own personal cock sleeve. The wet sounds of the lube sliding my dick in and out of the vice grip reverberate lewdly throughout the room.

      "Listen to how wet your ass sounds baby. It's so fucking hot. I'm gonna fucking come in you. You want to feel my hot release coating the insides of your ass?"

      "Yes, yes, yes fucking come in me daddy. Mark me and make me yours. Please let me come."

      Her words have me pounding into her even harder before I groan out, “Fuck yea you’re my little fucking anal whore huh, babygirl? My dirty little come bucket. You want to make Daddy happy and feel my come fill you up?” My balls tighten up at the filthy things I’m saying and I feel my orgasm release. I still my hips as I pump my load, and once I'm finally done, I keep my dick inside her so I can gape her hole. I reach down to press two fingers in her cunt with one hand and with the other I circle her throbbing clit once, twice, three times before I feel both holes clench down on me and a gush washes over my hands. Ryan goes limp and drops her hips to the bed causing me to slip out of her.

      I reach over and brush the hair out of her face before leaning over and finally kissing my woman.

      "You did good, baby. You took me so well. Thank you."

      "Mmmpphhh."

      I get on the bed and spread her cheeks widely "Shhh, baby. I promise I'm not about to fuck your sore little ass again. Daddy just wants to watch you leak come."

      I sit and watch as her red puffy hole slowly clenches and my come starts dribbling out. I can’t help myself, I lean over and flatten my tongue against the wet flesh and taste the mixture of her and I before sucking the darkened bud into my mouth. Never thought I'd be into eating ass, let alone ass coated in my seed, but everything I thought I knew is now being rewritten. I finish licking up my girl before laying down and drawing her into my arms.

      "I love you, moonshine. As a daughter and as a woman. I don't want you to find an apartment. I want you to stay here at home. In our house. In our room, our bed. In my life."

      "I love you too, Dad. I want to stay. I want you, but what will people think?"

      "I'd like to say fuck what people think, but we'll figure it out baby. Now go to sleep, I put your body through it, and you need rest and so do I."

      With those words, I feel her breathing even out into sleep and I decided to follow. Everything else is a future us problem, for the here and now we're just two people who belong together.
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      I wake up slightly disoriented and with a twinge in my ass. Fuck, he really gave it to me good. I never knew sex could be like that.

      I notice Dad is not in bed with me and before I can panic thinking he regrets everything, I hear the shower through the cracked bathroom door. I decide to get up and walk into the bathroom and stop to watch my man in the shower. The long built lines of his body are a stark contrast to anyone I have ever been with.

      "You gonna keep standing there like a creep or you gonna get that ass in the shower and let me clean you up?"

      I step into the shower, and he tugs me into his arms and with the water beating down on both of us, he pushes me against the wall and kisses me as if he's stealing my very breath for his own.

      He releases me from his hold and reaches to grab what I assume is his body wash when I notice the Number One Dad mug I got him a couple of years ago, since he hates corny gifts.

      I laugh out loud, "Why the hell is that mug in your shower?"

      He turns to look at me searchingly before he shrugs and says, "I bring coffee into the shower sometimes and it's left over from Friday morning. Now why don't you be a good girl and lift that leg onto the ledge and let me eat...I mean clean that pussy, moonshine."

      The salacious grin tells me he definitely did not misspeak, but I'm too horny to tease him anymore and I want his mouth on my pussy.

      I watch as he sinks to his knees and throws my leg over his shoulder instead before he starts feasting on me.

      I'm going to take it one day at a time, but if this is what I have to look forward to everyday then I don't give a fuck what anyone else has to say.
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