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        I’d only ever wanted to be one man’s little plaything. 

        My daddy.

        Now it was time to make my fantasy a reality.
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            CHAPTER 1

          

          PHIA

        

      

    

    
      The scent of oil and gasoline filled the garage, a rich, heady mix that clung to the humid air. It was almost summer, and the temperatures were climbing, making everything sticky but sweet in the same breath.

      I stood at the edge of the open bay door, watching as my daddy worked, the muscles in his back shifting beneath his shirt with every movement. 

      He was bent over the open hood of his latest project, his massive hands slick with grease as he twisted a wrench with effortless precision.

      I shouldn't be here. I shouldn't be watching him like this.

      But I couldn’t help myself.

      He was everything I wasn’t supposed to want—older, dominant, and utterly off-limits. 

      My father Beckett.

      It was arousing as much as it was surprising that my daddy could go from a dominating and wildly successful CEO in a three-piece, custom suit during the day to a hot as hell mechanic at night.   

      And as I watched him  work, his deep voice humming along softly to the Classic Rock filtering out through the speakers in the garage, I grew wetter. My pussy was soaked, my clit throbbing in time with my pulse.

      And no one suspected the truth, my sick desire to have my daddy fuck the hell out of me and make me only his.

      No one knew how my stomach filled with butterflies when he was near. Or how my pulse raced when he said my name in that low, gravelly voice of his.

      I’d never admit how I lay awake at night, staring at my ceiling, wondering if he ever thought of me the way I thought of him while I rubbed my clit back and forth as I finger-fucked my little pussy.

      I swallowed, pressing my thighs together, forcing my attention back to the present, but everything blurred into meaningless shapes and colors when my daddy was near.

      Daddy straightened, tossing a rag over his shoulder as he wiped his hands on a spare one. His sharp gaze flicked toward me, black as the night, and always unreadable but ever knowing.

      “Thought you had classes today,” Daddy murmured, his voice like a slow drag of whiskey over my utterly raw nerves.

      I said nothing, just watched him for a solid few seconds before I found my voice. “Half day on Wednesdays.”

      He arched his brow, his mouth curving just slightly. “Then shouldn’t you be studying?”

      I lifted my book that was tucked under my arm. “I am.”

      He scoffed. “Didn’t know you could read books when they aren’t open.” He smirked, and I felt my pussy clench again. God, I fantasized about how it would feel to have Daddy shoving his cock in me and fucking my cunt until I hurt ever so good and his cum dripped down my thighs.

      I didn’t respond, but I felt my face heat as lewd images played in my head.

      “Go be a good girl and finish studying inside.”

      My breath caught, but I forced myself to hold his stare. I didn’t dare confirm or deny anything, although obscene words were on the tip of my tongue. But the way he was looking at me…

      God, was that… heat in his eyes?

      I could have chalked it up to my imagination, but it wasn’t. I knew it wasn’t.

      And the longer we stared at each other, the more I felt the heat around me bloom, which had nothing to do with the stifling air surrounding us.

      Daddy ran his tongue over his bottom lip, exhaling heavily as he slowly trailed his gaze down my neck and settled on my chest. I wore a little, white crop tank top minus my bra. I was hot and sweaty and knew he could see my hard nipples through the thin fabric.

      He cleared his throat and reached for another tool. “You should go inside, sweetheart.”

      I clenched my jaw, knowing what I’d seen, knowing Daddy had arousal and desire pouring off of him when he looked at me. I felt it more than once before but had always convinced myself it was my imagination.

      But I knew. I knew he wanted to fuck me.

      I was about to turn to leave, but before I did, I walked up to his vintage car and let my fingers trail along the polished surface he’d been working on, smearing a bit of grease onto my fingertips.

      He glanced at me, watching me silently as I deliberately pressed my hand to my bare thigh.

      Daddy stilled.

      I felt the tension pouring off of him and heard the sharp inhale of his breath. And when I smeared that grease over my smooth skin, making myself all dirty, I felt my nipples harden further. I felt a gush of wetness in my panties, soaking the silky fabric through, and silently willed m father to lose control and fuck me right here.

      He didn’t speak. Didn't move. He stood there looking more tense than I’d ever seen him before. I slowly smiled when he looked back at my face then turned to leave.

      I walked back inside, my legs shaking, my pulse pounding.

      And I waited for when he would finally break.

      And I knew he would.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER 2

          

          PHIA

        

      

    

    
      I couldn’t stop thinking about the look in his eyes as I smeared the grease on my thigh.

      I knew I'd pushed him today. I knew it. And if I were smart, I’d convince myself wanting a sexual relationship with my daddy was the worst of the worst and wrong on every single level.

      But I wasn’t smart. Not when it came to him.

      The house was quiet when I came downstairs later that night, the wooden floors cool beneath my bare feet. My father had gone to bed hours ago. I didn't miss how he was quieter than normal at dinner or how he barely looked at me.

      After today, after I opened Pandora's box with my dad, I couldn’t rest. When I entered the kitchen, I froze, seeing him at the table with a glass of his favorite whiskey front of him. 

      He was fresh from the shower and shirtless, only wearing a pair of gray sweats. His back was to me, but I saw the way he stiffened, knowing I was there. I entered the kitchen and took the seat across from him.

      Daddy lifted his gaze. The lights were off, so all I could see were shadows and the silvery glow coming through the kitchen window.

      I swallowed. “Can’t sleep?” My voice was soft.

      His fingers curled around the glass. “No,” he said in a gruff voice, and I realized that wasn’t his first drink of the night. He’d been down here drinking for a while.

      The silence between us stretched, thick with something unspoken, my pulse loud in my ears.

      He sighed, bringing his drink to his lips and finishing what was in it before setting it back down. And then he was staring at me. “What are you doing, Phia?”

      My name sounded different when he said it. Like something dangerous, tempting.

      I hesitated before saying, “What do you mean?”

      A muscle ticked in his jaw. “You know what I mean.”

      I didn't know what to say or how to respond. I felt shy suddenly, not at all brave like I’d been in the garage just earlier.

      He exhaled roughly. “We can’t do… this.”

      “What’s this?” I asked softly, maybe too quiet for him to hear.

      He gripped the table and said in a low, whiskey-laced voice, “I shouldn’t want you.”

      My breath hitched.

      There it was. The confession I’d been waiting for.

      “But you do.”

      His eyes darkened, the shadows seeming to wrap around him. I saw something raw and dangerous flickering across his face. He stayed silent but didn’t deny it. He didn’t stop me when I stood and walked over to him, stopping right beside his chair.

      And then, with shaky fingers, I reached up, tracing my fingertips along the edge of his jaw. His skin was rough with stubble, warm beneath my touch.

      He sucked in a breath, his hands clenched into fists. “Phia. I’m your father.”

      “Tell me to stop,” I whispered.

      He didn’t.

      Instead, he let out a sound—a deep, guttural growl—and before I could process what was happening, his hand shot out, fingers wrapping around my wrist, yanking me against him until I was sitting on his lap.

      I gasped, my hands flattening against his chest, my heart hammering against my ribs. He was so big, so overwhelming. I felt his body heat and strength, and most of all… the danger and taboo that made him everything I wanted.

      His other hand came up, gripping my chin, forcing my gaze to his. “You have no idea what you’re asking for.”

      I licked my lips, shivering as his thumb traced the line of my jaw.

      “I do,” I whispered.

      He exhaled sharply, his forehead dropping against mine. His breath was warm, ragged, and laced with alcohol. It made me drunk with want.

      “Fuck,” he muttered.

      I barely had time to react before Daddy’s lips crashed against mine.

      It wasn’t gentle. It wasn’t soft.

      It was forbidden possession.

      And I wanted more.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER 3

          

          BECKETT

        

      

    

    
      I should stop this.

      I should push her away, tell her to go back upstairs, pretend like I haven’t spent the last couple years fighting every goddamn instinct screaming at me to fuck my daughter.

      But I wasn't as strong as I thought. And the moment my mouth touched hers, I was lost. Done. Too weak to say no to her.

      Phia had been testing me for months, maybe even longer. I wasn’t a fool—I’d seen the way she looked at me, felt the heat in her stare when she thought I wasn’t paying attention. I’d ignored it, pretended like it wasn’t happening. Told myself it couldn’t cross that very taboo line.

      But this was real. And this was happening right here and right now.

      Phia made a soft sound, something between a gasp and a moan, and I felt it everywhere as I delved my tongue deeper into her mouth and tasted my daughter like I had never before. My fingers curled into her hair, tugging her head back as I devoured her, taking everything she was willing to give.

      Her hands slid up my bare chest, over my shoulders, and gripped me like she needed something to hold on to. Like she’d been waiting for this just as long as I had.

      I broke the kiss, my breathing rough, my forehead pressed against hers. “We can’t do this, sweetheart. I’m your father.”

      She let out a shaky breath. “I don’t care about that. I just want my daddy to fuck me and ease this ache deep inside.”

       “We can’t cross this line, Phia.”

      “We already have, Daddy.”

      Fuck. She was right. And I wasn’t stopping. I should. God help me, but I should fucking stop this right now. But the way she was looking at me with those big, dark eyes that were exactly like mine—full of need and something soft and dangerous all at once.

      I ran my thumb over her kiss-swollen bottom lip, breathing hard. “You don’t know what you’re doing, baby.”

      She shivered at the endearment. “I know what I’m doing. We both know what we’re doing, and we aren’t turning back or saying no.”

      I groaned. “Nah, sweetheart. We aren’t turning back.” The last thread of my restraint snapped. I stood with her in my arms and let her slowly slide down the length of my body.

      She was so damn soft, so small against me, and it made something primal and territorial inside of me snarl with possession.

      She shouldn’t desire me. But she did. And I was too far gone to pretend anymore.

      I dragged my lips along her jaw, her skin hot beneath my mouth, my teeth scraping lightly over her full lips. Phia tilted her head, offering me more, her chest rising and falling in quick, uneven breaths.

      I could smell how needy she was and knew how wet her little cunt was. And it was all for me.

      “Tell me to stop,” I muttered against her skin, a last ditch effort to be the good guy here, to do the right and moral thing in this situation.

      She exhaled sharply. “I won’t, Daddy.”

      I groaned, bending so my hands were sliding up her thighs, my fingers feeling her warm, bare skin. My entire body shook with the effort to hold back. “Jesus Christ, Phia. You’re so good. So perfect and pretty.”

      She squirmed against me, her hands on my shoulders, nails digging in. “Please, Daddy. Give me what we both need.” She begged, pleaded, and fuck, I couldn’t deny my little girl anything.

      My mouth crushed against hers again, my hands gripping her hips. I growled, my fingers digging into her soft, bare thighs once more, her sleepy shorts having ridden up and bunched by her little pussy. My self-control hung by a fucking thread.

      And when she whispered “Daddy”. It was so full of need and reckless desire… that I gave in.

      I let the forbidden monster inside me finally free, and I knew I was going to fuck my daughter.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER 4

          

          PHIA

        

      

    

    
      God, this was finally happening. I was finally getting what I wanted, and that was being my daddy’s in all ways.

      A low growl spilled from him, and he pressed all his masculine inches against me, and for the first time, I felt how hard and enormous he was, his cock thick and throbbing for me.

      I shivered, my breasts so sensitive and heavy, my nipples tight and tingling.

      “The nasty, vile things I want to do to you, Phia, make me feel like a pervert.”

      Another moan slipped from me, and he groaned in response.

      “Fuck, you like hearing what a dirty bastard I want to be with you?”

      I couldn’t answer and just hyperventilated as I envisioned my father spanking my ass and pussy, and pulling and tweaking my nipples hard enough it hurt.

      “Tell me, little girl.”

      I closed my eyes and let my head fall back slightly, unable to hold it up because I felt weak and lightheaded.

      He dragged his tongue along my ear again, “It’s so wrong to want you, but here I am about to shove my big, fat cock into your tiny, little cunt.” He bit my lower lip and groaned then swiped his tongue over the slight sting he caused.

      I was so wet, my pussy lips drenched, my sleep shorts dampening because I wasn’t wearing any panties.

      Before I could catch my bearings, Daddy spun around and bent me over the kitchen table. One of his big hands quickly wrapped around my waist and hooked in the waistband of my shorts then slid them down my thighs. He placed his other hand on the center of my back, keeping me still as he kicked open my legs with his foot between mine.

      “You’re so beautiful. The pretties thing I’ve ever fucking seen, sweetheart.”

      I closed my eyes and breathed through my chaotic feelings and emotions. Common sense screamed in my head that this was my father. He raised me after my mother–a one-night stand he had with a former colleague–up and left after I was born, unable to care for me or just not wanting to. 

      My body was on fire, my pussy leaking so wet as Daddy smoothed his hands over my ass, squeezing the flesh, parting the cheeks, then spanking me with a hard swat.

      I’d let him fuck me anywhere he wanted, including over the kitchen table where we ate our meals every day.

      “You deserve a bed but not before I taste this little cunt,” he said a second before he crouched behind me, yanked my shorts down, and parted my ass. I knew he could see not only my pussy but also my ass hole, and the groan that spilled from him turned me on even more.

      I felt the slight brush of his nose moving along the seam of my cunt and little puffs of air as he smelled what he was about to eat.

      A growl of want vibrated in his throat, and Daddy pushed his mouth in my pussy and licked, his thick tongue swirling through my folds tasting my cunt, lapping all the juices spilling from me.

      All too soon, he pulled away from my cunt. Before I could beg for more, Daddy spread my ass open and dragged his lips and tongue between my cheeks and licked and sucked at my little forbidden hole. I closed my eyes, the pleasure almost making me explode with an orgasm. But Daddy pulled back and smacked my ass hard enough that I cried out, the sting tingling across my skin. I knew he’d leave a handprint, but I fucking loved it.

      “Now it’s time to fuck you and ease this big-ass hard-on I got for you, baby girl.”

      I was suddenly swept off the table, my shorts left on the kitchen tile floor, and cradled n Daddy’s arms. He carried me into his room, and once inside, he set me on my feet, letting my body slide all the way down his so I felt his muscles and how hard he was behind his sweats.

      I took a few steps back and stared at my father. He wasn't letting me retreat as he took a step closer. I didn’t focus on what was right and wrong. I didn’t think about how disgusting other people would see that I wanted to be with my father.

      I lowered my gaze to see his enormous erection bobbing behind his pants. I could even see a wet spot on his sweats from his cock leaking for me.

      “You see the jizz staining my pants because you turn me on so fucking much?”

      I gasped at how arousing his words were. I felt hot all over, like my body was on fire from the inside out.

      “Such a good girl. Come to Daddy, sweet girl.” He stared at my lips and gripped my chin. “You wanted it vulgar, and that’s what you’ll get. I’m going to make you take your daddy’s big, fucking cock in that tight little snatch and fill you until my cum is dripping out of you.”

      “I’m Daddy’s good girl,” I moaned.

      “Yeah, you are.” He ushered me to the bed, and before I could lay back, he ripped my shirt from me, my tits shaking slightly from the motion. “Lay down for me. Let me fill you up.”

      When I was on my back, he shucked off his sweats and grabbed that monster cock in his palm, stroking himself from root to tip and pushing out beads of slimy, sexy pre-cum.

      My nipples tightened from the chilled air. My entire body was shaking because I was breathing so hard. I felt high from all the adrenaline rushing through my body.

      My father reached up and took my nipples between his thumbs and forefingers and tweaked the little peaks until the pleasure and pain crashed into me. I cried out, feeling my clit throb and ache for more.

      “So fucking perfect. I’ve never seen breasts as pretty as yours. Perfect. Ones I want to suck on.” He pulled at the tips so hard a cry was pulled from my parted lips. 

      I could feel how hard Daddy was, knew that big, long and thick cock leaking cum was all for me. “You’re so big, Daddy.”

      He groaned and nipped at my nipple. “Yeah, I am. And it’s all for you, sweetheart. It’ll only be for you.” He ground himself against me. “You’re making Daddy harder than a steel pipe. I need to fuck the hell out of you.”

      I closed my eyes and let myself fully relax. My pussy was so juicy for my daddy.

      And then he started licking and kissing me between my thighs. He sucked on my inner thigh while he teased my pussy hole before slowly pushing his thumb into me.

      “How many men have you let fuck you, sweetheart?” He said, low and gruff, from between my thighs.

      “Two, Daddy. And every time, I thought about you while they fucked me.” Before I knew what he was doing, Daddy slapped my pussy hard enough I cried out and arched my back. 

      “I’ll be the only one who fucks you from this point on. Got it?” He smacked me between the thighs again, then pushed two fingers into my sopping wet and tight pussy. “Say it,” he demanded, smacking my engorged clit.

      “Yes, Daddy,” I moaned.

      And when he pulled his fingers from my cunt and held them up, showing how soaked they were, I felt that flush claim me again. Daddy licked the digits clean. Then, faster than I could expect, he spanked my sloppy slit. I was so drenched from the slap that my juices splashed all over my inner thighs. 

      “So wet, you dirty little slut. My dirty little girl.” He shoved digits inside of me again and finger-fucked me before pulling them out and showing me.. “Look at how juicy my little girl is for her daddy?” He brought them to his mouth and dragged his tongue over them once more, licking them clean.

      Daddy leaned back on his knees, grabbed his cock, and squeezed the base before dragging his palm up and causing more jizz to drip out of the bulbous tip. 

      I flattened my feet on the bed, raised my ass up, and angled myself for a thorough fucking.
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          BECKETT

        

      

    

    
      I shoved in deep and in one thrust, impaling Phia’s cunt until she cried out and braced a hand behind her on the headboard.

      I snarled as I started fucking her like she was nothing but my little plaything, my cocksleeve that was created solely for me to seek pleasure in.

      “Bet this is the biggest cock you’ve ever had, isn’t it?” I didn't actually want a response. I was rough as hell, the headboard slamming against the wall. “Jesus Christ,” I cursed. “You’re so tight and hot. and hot. Wettest, silkiest pussy I’ve ever felt.” She cried out when I shoved in deep enough it hurt.

      I pulled out and pushed back in. “You have the tiniest, most perfect pussy.” I couldn't control myself, fucking her too hard, too brutal. But I couldn’t stop myself.

      But like my good girl, my daughter was my pretty slut and took it all. I made Phia take every single inch of me.

      “Don’t stop,” she moaned.

      “Never,” I roared out and railed her like a crazed fucking psycho, my hands on her hips, holding her down as I thrust in and out. “Christ. You’re going to make me blow my wad.” I closed my eyes and exhaled. I shivered.

      My cock was sucked in by her tight cunt, her tightness suffocating me until it felt like my balls were going to explode.

      “Daddy, make me hurt,” she moaned.”

      “Oh, sweet girl, you won’t be able to fucking walk right tomorrow.” Her pussy stretched wide around my dick, and I leaned back to stare at how good she looked being choked by my length.

      Her tiny cunt gaped around my big, fat cock, knowing that when I came, I was going to fill her until my seed spilled out of her body.

      Phia cried out for more. And I gave my daughter more than she could handle.

      “My beautiful, little whore. You’re so beautiful and perfect, taking your father’s cock until it hurts.” I stared at her pussy and gathered spit in my mouth before letting it slowly trail from my lips until it landed on her stretched cunt.

      I was a degenerate as I rubbed my saliva into her pussy and inner thighs, mixing it with all of her juices. I grabbed her behind the knees and pushed her legs to her chest, angling them upward slightly so she looked like my little sacrifice forced to take my fucking. 

      “Fuck me harder, Daddy.”

      I growled and started pistoning faster in and out of her. “My spunk is going to leak out of your pussy and soak the sheets. Maybe I'll make you lick it clean.”

      She cried out for more. I needed to go deeper though, so I pushed in deeper and harder. When she rolled her hips and worked that little pink pussy against me, my nuts slapped against her tight ass, my cock throbbing because I was so close to blowing my big, juicy load.

      “Daddy,” she breathed out. “I need to come.”

      “Damn, baby girl,” I groaned. “So fucking good. So damn hot.”

      I clenched my jaw, gritted my teeth, and got lost in her body. Her tight, little hole was a vice around my shaft.

      “I only want you. I’ve wanted you for so long.”

      I hummed and said, “That’s perfect, baby girl. I want no one else.” My balls grew tight, and I knew I was about to come harder than I ever had in my fucking life. 

      I did not hold back. I only allowed myself to fill her pussy through half of my orgasm before pulling out, gripping the base of my cock, and aiming the tip and her chest. I finished by spraying hot, thick, white ropes of my cum on her tits, groaning like an animal.

      Once my balls were drained, I sagged forward and braced a hand on the bed beside her waist and used my other hand to rub my spunk into her skin. There was a small puddle of my jizz pooled in her belly button, and I leaned in and sucked it out of the little indent.

      I held the warm cum in my mouth, and without me having to say a word, my good girl opened her mouth for me. I spit all that spunk inside of her, making her swallow all of it.

      She groaned in pleasure, like my fucking little whore. “Daddy’s jizz tastes so good,” Phia breathed and licked her lips.

      I hummed, my cock twitching. I settled down beside her and wrapped my body around hers. What we’d done was taboo and crossed every fucking line. Hell, I was pretty sure in some states it was fucking illegal. But this was my future. My forever.

      “My perfect girl,” I murmured into her hair. I’d come harder than I ever had in my life. And like a fucking sex starved pervert, my dick was hardening once more.

      For long minutes we just lay there, me holding her, knowing this was exactly how it was supposed to be. Phia tipped her head back and looked at me, a soft, post-sex, euphoric smile on her face.

      “Tell me I’m yours,” I demanded softly.

      Her smile widened. “I’m yours, Daddy.”

      Yeah, she fucking was.
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      The morning light crept through the thin curtains, casting a golden glow over the room. The air was still thick with the scent of last night—sweat, skin, and hardcore fucking.

      Phia was still asleep, curled against my chest, her breath slow and even, her fingers splayed over my abdomen like she’d clung to me all night.

      And she had.

      I ran my hand down the curve of her back slowly, savoring the feel of her warm, bare, and smooth skin beneath my fingers. My sweet girl was soft. Delicate. And all mine.

      I should be thinking about what this meant. What we’d done. But all I could think about was how perfect she felt in my arms. Phia was meant to be here, held by me in this way. I didn’t regret a single fucking thing.

      When I exhaled through my nose, she shifted slightly, and I pulled her closer. She made a soft sound, her body stretching against me before she blinked her eyes open, still hazy with sleep.

      The moment her gaze met mine, I thought maybe she’d freak out. But she gave me a slow, sexy smile.

      Heat bloomed over her cheeks, her lips parted, and she buried her face against my chest. “Morning, Daddy.”

      I smirked, dragging my fingers through her hair. “Morning, darling.”

      She hesitated, biting her lip before glancing up at me. “You’re already awake.”

      “Been awake for a while just thinking.”

      She pulled back, her brows pulled together. “Thinking?” I saw a flicker of panic.

      I smiled, hoping to ease her worries. “Thinking about you.” My thumb traced slow circles on her hip. “About last night and how fucking perfect it was.”

      Her breath hitched, her hand tightening over my ribs.

      Neither of us spoke for a moment.

      Then, quietly, she whispered, “It was wrong, wasn’t it?”

      I let out a slow exhale, resting my chin on top of her head. “Yeah, baby. It was really fucking wrong.”

      She didn’t pull away, didn’t move at all. After a long pause, she murmured, “But it didn’t feel wrong.”

      I closed my eyes and shuddered as memories of being with her, of fucking her tight cunt and filling her up, played through my mind.

      No. It didn’t feel wrong at all. Being with Phia felt like the only thing that had ever made sense. I tightened my hold on her. “It’s too late to go back now, baby.”

      She shivered, her fingers running absently along my stomach. “What happens next, Daddy?”

      I exhaled through my nose. “That depends.”

      She lifted her head, searching my face. “On what?”

      I traced my knuckles along her jaw, tilting her chin up further. “On whether you want this to go further. If you want to be mine in all ways.”

      She held my gaze for a long time, eyes searching, expression soft. “Yes,” she whispered. “I only want you.”

      Something heavy and tight in my chest eased. She was mine. And she wasn’t running.

      I rolled her onto her back, pinning her beneath me, and brushed my nose along hers. “Then we keep doing what we’re doing and enjoy every fucking second of it,” I murmured against her lips.

      She wrapped her arms around my neck, her voice steady. “I've never heard anything sound better, Daddy.”

      I kissed her then, slow and deep, tasting the promise on her tongue. No more fighting this taboo desire I wanted—I needed. It was just… us.

      And nothing had ever felt more fucking right.
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      The world would never understand us. We’d known that from the start.

      Even now, years later, when I woke up every morning with Phia wrapped around me, her body warm and soft against mine, I knew people would still look at us and see something wrong. Something forbidden.

      And yeah, at the very core of this, being with my daughter in the way I was… was wrong.

      But I didn’t give a damn. She was my everything.

      I sat back on the porch, beer in hand, watching as she walked barefoot across the yard, the golden glow of the setting sun catching in her dark hair. She was wearing one of my shirts—too big on her, hanging off one shoulder, and exposing smooth skin that I’d marked in every way possible.

      Phia turned, catching me staring, and smiled slowly. “You’re looking pretty possessive there, Daddy.”

      I arched my brow. “Am I?” She wasn’t wrong.

      She walked over, stepping between my legs, her hands bracing on my chest. “Mm-hmm. I know that look.”

      I reached up, brushing my thumb along her bottom lip. “That’s because when it comes to you, I’m pretty fucking possessive, baby girl.”

      Some days, I still woke up half-expecting this to have all been some kind of dream, that I’d open my eyes and she’d still be off-limits. But then I’d roll over, bury my face in Phia’s hair and feel her body mold to mine like she was made to fit me.

      I did still feel guilt, slivers of shame, because I knew how wrong this was, but I was too fucking selfish to let her go.

      My hand slid down her back, gripping the curve of her hip as I pulled her into my lap. “Are you complaining?”

      She tilted her head, considering. “No, Daddy,” she whispered.

      Her arms wrapped around my neck, her fingers threading through my hair. I knew what she was doing, knew what she wanted—to tempt me until I couldn’t concentrate on anything else. And it was easy as hell for her to do because, when it came to Phia, she always had my sole attention. 

      “I can see what you’re thinking. Sometimes you can’t hide your thoughts.”

      She always did this when she caught me thinking too much about our relationship.

      That I was perverted. Sick. Wrong.

      We were building a life together—away from prying eyes, away from judgment. Our own little world. I knew it wouldn’t be easy, not if society found out. But this was our life, and nothing had ever felt better than that.

      We weren’t naïve. We knew there would be more hurdles ahead. Marriage. Children—if she even wanted them.

      But none of those worries mattered when I looked into Phia’s eyes. She was my everything, and that was all that fucking mattered.

      She traced her fingers along my jaw, her gaze softening. “I love you.”

      I exhaled, pressing my forehead against hers. “I love you more.”

      Phia kissed me slowly, lazily, like we had all the time in the world. And we did. I had all the time for her.

       “I love you. And that’s all that matters,” I whispered into her hair.

      I wrapped my arms around her, holding her tight, a part of me afraid she’d vanish. But I’d never let go.

      “Yeah,” I murmured against her lips. “You’re all that matters.”
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