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I sat on the couch waiting for daddy to get home. The clock was excruciatingly slow, ticking by second by second as if time had slowed to a crawl. It felt like 5:30 was never going to arrive. I heard the slam of his car door and knew he was home. I move to the foyer and sat on my knees, my hands folded in my lap and my head bowed down.

Daddy opened the door and I smiled at myself for being ready for him. He closed the door, then walked over to me and lifted my head by my chin.

“Good girl,” he said.

He leaned in and kissed me deeply, his hand behind my head. He put his laptop bag down next to the door as he always did, then walked back over to me and unzipped his pants. He pulled his cock out and presented it to me as he stood in front of me.

“Suck it,” he commanded.

I did as instructed, sucking his cock into my mouth. My pussy was dripping by now and my nipples were as hard as a rock. Daddy reached down and tweaked my nipples as I whimpered from the pain he inflicted on them. With his cock now fully erect, he pulled it from my mouth and put it back into his pants.

“You will now make dinner, understood?” he asked.

“Ok,” I replied.

“What did you say?” he asked.

“I said ok,” I answered.

“You will reply with Yes Master, understood?” he asked.

“Yes, master,” I replied.

“Good. Now go get started,” he commanded.

I went into the kitchen and got some Rotini from the freezer and put on some water to boil. Daddy grabbed a beer, then sat at the table watching me prepare dinner. I was so fucking horny from him watching me move around the kitchen, naked and vulnerable. Anyone could walk by the window and see me fully exposed. The excitement of being caught like this only added to my feelings of passion.

I was standing in front of the stove stirring the sauce when I felt him approach me from behind. He wrapped his arms around me and began to fondle my tits as I moaned and quivered.

“Does this turn my salve on?” he asked.

“Yes, master, it does,” I replied.

“Good,” he said.
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Chapter One

I awoke with a start, something had woken me up. It took me a few seconds to gather my wits, and I realized me and daddy had fallen asleep, naked on the basement couch. I closed my eyes and snuggled back up to daddy when I heard a noise again.

“Daddy,” I whispered as I shook him.

“What?” he replied sleepily.

“Someone’s upstairs,” I said.

Daddy sat up and cocked his head, listening for sounds. Another THUD!

“What the hell?” he said as he got up from the couch.

He had just grabbed his pants when the basement light came on. We froze as we heard the footsteps of someone starting down the stairs. Mom appeared, and from the look on her face, she was more than shocked by what she saw.

“What the fuck is going on here?” she demanded.

“What does it look like,” daddy replied.

“You fucking bastard! How could you do this? How could you have sex with your daughter?” she yelled.

“Stepdaughter and she is over eighteen. She came to me, I didn’t pursue her,” he replied defiantly.

“You’re a sick fucking bastard! How long has this been going on?” she asked.

“Does it really matter? You gave up on me a long time ago. Mollie wanted me and now she has me,” he replied.

Mom just stood there with her fists clenched and her eyes watering as tears began to form.

“Mom, this is my fault, I wanted this. But you are at fault as well. You didn’t take care of him like you should have. I felt sorry for him and wanted him to feel loved and wanted,” I told her.

“I am so disgusted right now,” mom said as she turned and headed back up the stairs.

Daddy and I got dressed and followed her back up to the main floor.

“Why are you here anyway?” dad asked.

“I came to get some of my things and to try and talk some sense into Mollie. I guess there’s no point in doing that now,” she told him.

“You left us, remember? I didn’t throw you out, I never denied you sex, I never treated you poorly. You did that to us, you shut us out,” he said.

“So this is all my fault then?” she replied.

“Pretty much, yes,” he replied.

“What is the problem anyway?” I asked. “It was obvious when you left that you wanted nothing to do with daddy. So why be angry because I wanted him? You should be glad that I am happy and content with him.”

“But he raised you, he was your father for several years,” mom replied as tears ran down her face.

“There is nothing wrong with us wanting to be together, and the sooner you figure that out, the better off you’ll be,” I told her. “Maybe you need to take a real hard look at yourself and figure out what it is you want for the rest of your life. Let us be happy.”

Mom just stared at me, then turned and walked out of the house. The worst was over. I knew that someday she would find out about the two of us, but I figured it would be further down the road and not so soon after she had left. In one way I was glad it was finally out. Now I didn’t have to worry about hiding anything from her, that is if she ever had anything to do with me ever again.

“You okay, princess?” daddy asked as he hugged me.

“I’m fine, I guess. Just wasn’t prepared to confront her about us just yet,” I replied.

“Well, it’s just as well that it is done and over with. We can settle into our new life now without that hanging over our heads,” he said.

Daddy kissed me and hugged me tight as a reassurance that he was there for me. Just having him hold me was reassurance enough that we were going to be just fine. It was early in the morning, so we stayed up and had some coffee and talked. Most of the conversation was about mom and what had transpired over the last few weeks, but I decided to change the subject to a more upbeat topic.

“So, changing the subject here. What is the next step in the whole bondage thing?” I asked.

Dad laughed out loud.

“You are really into this, aren’t you?” he asked.

“Yes, I am,” I replied.

“Okay then, here is how this will work. We’ll try it for a few days, maybe a week and see how things go. From this point on, I am going to be your master, and you are my slave. When we are at home, you will address me as master. You will put on your collar and some cuffs that I bought and wear them at all times. You may take them off if we have company, or we leave the house.”

“Oh, that sounds like fun!” I replied.

“I will expect you to have your gear on and sitting naked in a submissive pose when I come home from work. Failure to do so will result in your punishment, understood?” he said.

“Yes, understood,” I replied.

“Good. We will begin your training after I get home from work tonight,” he said.

We got ourselves dressed and off to work. The anticipation of experiencing this new way of life was exciting to me. I had a hard time not masturbating during my day. But I knew if I held out my orgasms would be that more intense. I was looking forward to getting home from work.


Chapter Two

I pulled into the driveway and went in the back door. I went to my bedroom and found all of my accessories laid out on the bed, ready for me to put them on. I put the collar on first, then the wrist cuffs. I undressed and stood in front of the mirror to admire my look. Just seeing those devices on my naked flesh made me horny!

I sat on the couch waiting for daddy to get home. The clock was excruciatingly slow, ticking by second by second as if time had slowed to a crawl. It felt like 5:30 was never going to arrive. I heard the slam of his car door and knew he was home. I move to the foyer and sat on my knees, my hands folded in my lap and my head bowed down.

Daddy opened the door and I smiled at myself for being ready for him. He closed the door, then walked over to me and lifted my head by my chin.

“Good girl,” he said.

He leaned in and kissed me deeply, his hand behind my head. He put his laptop bag down next to the door as he always did, then walked back over to me and unzipped his pants. He pulled his cock out and presented it to me as he stood in front of me.

“Suck it,” he commanded.

I did as instructed, sucking his cock into my mouth. My pussy was dripping by now and my nipples were as hard as a rock. Daddy reached down and tweaked my nipples as I whimpered from the pain he inflicted on them. With his cock now fully erect, he pulled it from my mouth and put it back into his pants.

“You will now make dinner, understood?” he asked.

“Ok,” I replied.

“What did you say?” he asked.

“I said ok,” I answered.

“You will reply with Yes Master, understood?” he asked.

“Yes, master,” I replied.

“Good. Now go get started,” he commanded.

I went into the kitchen and got some Rotini from the freezer and put on some water to boil. Daddy grabbed a beer, then sat at the table watching me prepare dinner. I was so fucking horny from him watching me move around the kitchen, naked and vulnerable. Anyone could walk by the window and see me fully exposed. The excitement of being caught like this only added to my feelings of passion.

I was standing in front of the stove stirring the sauce when I felt him approach me from behind. He wrapped his arms around me and began to fondle my tits as I moaned and quivered.

“Does this turn my salve on?” he asked.

“Yes, master, it does,” I replied.

“Good,” he said.

He moved one hand down the front of me and slipped it between my folds, feeling my wetness. He coated his finger, then moved it up to my lips. I sucked his finger clean as I pressed my ass back against his cock. God how I wanted him to fuck me right here, right now!

He removed his hands and went back to the table. He knew how to tease me and keep my desire at an elevated level. I was so worked up that I felt like I was going to cum just walking around the kitchen. With dinner ready, I filled his plate and took it to him.

“Thank you, baby,” he said as he patted my bare ass.

I got my plate and sat down next to him and proceeded to eat.

“How was your day, master?” I asked.

“It was ok, how about yours?” he asked.

“I thought of you all day, master. I thought of all the things you are going to do to me,” I replied.

He reached over and grabbed on to my nipple and began to squeeze it hard.  His grip got tighter and tighter until it plain hurt.

“Red! Red, red,” I said as he eased off.

“Well, now I know your threshold,” he told me. “I’ll be right back.”

I watched as he left the kitchen and went upstairs. I could hear noises but didn’t have a clue what he was doing. I soon found out. He came back downstairs carrying a large dildo with a  flat base on it.

“Stand up,” he commanded.

I did as he instructed and waited for him to put the dildo inside of me. He set the dildo down onto the chair, then had me sit on it.

“Keep that inside of your pussy until l tell you to remove it,” he said.

“Yes, master,” I replied.

I kept moving my hips around as we ate, enjoying having something inside of me the whole time. It felt so good filling me and hitting my g-spot. Daddy watched me, and as much as I didn’t want to show him how much I enjoyed the dildo, I could not stop myself. He knew I loved it from the grin on his face.

With dinner done, daddy turned my chair so it faced him.

“Spread your legs wide. I want to see your cunt,” he commanded.

I did as he said and sat there with my pussy gaping wide for him.

“I want you to fuck the dildo,” he commanded.

I put my hands on either side of me and lifted myself up and down on the dildo as daddy watched me. His cock was getting larger and he started rubbing his pants. My eyes rolled into the back of my head as I fucked this dildo harder and harder, moaning and gasping.

Daddy got up and pulled his thick cock out of his pants and shoved it in my face. I started sucking him hard as I fucked the fake cock. Daddy pulled his dick out of my mouth and began to rub it all over my face. God how I loved the feel of that huge shaft running over my skin.

I felt myself approaching an orgasm, and I guess daddy could tell.

“You are not to cum unless I tell you to, understand?” he said.

“Yes, master,” I replied.

Shit! Now I had to back off what I was doing and wait for my approaching orgasm to die down before I could fuck the dildo again. Daddy was driving me crazy! I didn’t know how long I could hold out. But I was determined to follow my master's orders. This was what I had wanted, and now that I had it I was going to do whatever I had to so I could keep it.


Chapter Three

“Get up from the chair and remove the dildo,” he instructed.

I did as he said, not happy about having my cunt empty.

“Bend over and clean your dildo,” he said.

I did as he instructed and began to suck my sweet juices from the shaft. That’s when I felt the first smack on my ass. Why was he hitting me? I did what he said to do.

“You need to pay more attention,” he said. “You did not say Yes, Master when I told you to suck your dildo. Now you must be punished. You will count off each hit, then ask for another one. Is that clear?”

“Yes, master,” I replied.

Smack!

“One, may I have another?” I said.

Smack!

“Two, may I have another?”

This went on all the way to ten. My ass was stinging from his hand, but he soothed it as he had done before by running his warm hands across the stinging area.

“You are going to be more observant, aren’t you, slave?” he asked.

“Yes, master,” I replied.

“You may stop sucking your dildo. Grab it and take it up to the bedroom,” he commanded.

“Yes, master,” I replied.

I grabbed the dildo and walked upstairs to the bedroom. I stood in the middle of the room and waited for him to join me. I stood there for quite a while and wondered what was taking him so long. I guess he wanted to make me wait and anticipate what he was going to do next. At last, I heard his footsteps approaching.

Daddy came into the room and removed all his clothing. He stood there looking me up and down, enjoying the sight of my naked body. He walked over to me and pulled me close, kissing me deeply.

“Now I will give you a reward for being obedient,” he said. “Bend over the trunk.”

“Yes, master,” I replied.

I bent over the trunk and waited for his move. I felt him come behind me and expected him to put his cock inside of me. Instead, I felt something being put on my labia. Clothespins. They squeezed my lips hard, but it was bearable. Soon, the pain gave way to another set of sensations that felt pleasurable. I had no idea my body would respond to these tortures like it did.

I almost came when his tongue hit my clit. The feeling of his hot, wet tongue combined with the pressure of the clothespins on my labia sent shocks all the way down to my toes. I was trembling from the level of ecstasy he was taking me to.

“You may cum when you are ready,” he told me.

Thank god! I was ready a long time ago! I focused on the sensations I was feeling, which sent my passion right through the ceiling. It only took me a few seconds before I started to cum.

“Oh. My. God!” I screamed.

My legs were trembling and my body shook from the massive orgasm that swept over my body. I felt like I was going to pass out as wave after wave of pure ecstasy coursed through my body. My whole body was shaking by the time my orgasm subsided, but daddy wasn’t done with me yet.

I felt his legs pressing against my thighs, then the pressure from the head of his cock as it penetrated my cunt. I sucked in my breath and grabbed onto the blanket as tight as I could. Daddy began to pound my pussy hard, going as deep and hard as he could with each thrust. I was a wet dishrag at this point, unable to move.

“Oh my fucking god! Holy shit! Yes, daddy, yes!” I screamed with what little energy I had left. “Cum in my pussy, daddy, please!  Fill me with your cum! I want your seed inside of me!”

Daddy thrust hard a few more times, then buried his cock inside of me all the way up to the hilt. I swear even his balls were inside of me! I felt his rod, pulse as I pushed back against him so I could feel every single load of cum he shot inside of me. I let go of the blanket and went limp. How was daddy ever going to top this sexual experience?

Daddy removed his cock, then lifted me up and onto the bed. He knew he had worn me out. He lay beside me and caressed my body as I lay there whimpering and trying to recover. We lay there for probably a half an hour before I finally got some of my strength back.

“Daddy?” I asked.

“Yes, baby,” he replied.

“I have something I want to ask you. This is very important to me, so I want you to think about it before you answer,” I said.

“Ok, what is it?” he asked.

“Will you give me a baby?” I asked.

“Wow, didn’t see that one coming,” he replied. “Why do you want a baby?”

“I’ve always known I wanted to be a mom. I just never thought I would find anyone who I thought would be a good father. But once I had you, I knew you were the one for the job.” I replied.

“Are you sure about this?” he asked. “This isn’t like getting a new car. Once you have it, you can’t take it back.”

“I know, and yes, I’m sure. I want my baby to look like you. I want you to help me raise it and be a good father like I know you are,” I replied.

“Well, I guess the answer is yes then. I don’t have any children of my own, but that was always something I wanted,” he replied.

I hugged him tightly knowing he was willing to give me the one thing I wanted more than anything.

“I love you, daddy,” I said.

“I love you too, baby,” he replied.

Life was going to get interesting from this point on. I knew what I was doing was the right thing. I just hoped everything turned out the way I had envisioned it.


Chapter Four

With the focus of our relationship having shifted to making a baby, we sort of tailed off on the full-time master/slave thing. Sure, we still played bondage games, and I even played the slave some of the time. But now, sex was geared towards me getting pregnant.

A couple of months had gone by, and even with our active sex life, I still wasn’t pregnant. I was beginning to think either there was something wrong with me, or with daddy. But then, it finally happened. I knew that morning when I got up and had to vomit that something was different. After work, I had stopped by the store and picked up a pregnancy kit. Sure enough, I was pregnant! I couldn’t wait to tell daddy when he got home!

“Guess what?” I said as I greeted him at the door.

“What?” he replied.

“We’re pregnant!” I said showing him the tester.

“Seriously? That’s wonderful!” he replied, hugging me and kissing me.

“You know what this means?” I asked.

“No, what?” he replied.

“We get nine months of uninterrupted sex! No periods!” I said.

“Sweet!” he replied. “Have you made your doctor’s appointment so we can get a due date?”

“Yep, I called as soon as I saw the results. I go in next Tuesday at 3 pm,” I replied.

“I want to go with you. I want to be involved in this whole process,” he said.

“I would expect nothing less!” I replied hugging him.

As my pregnancy progressed, a few new things got thrown into the mix. First, my boobs got bigger. A lot bigger, and more sensitive! Second, my sex drive got even more intense. I could not get enough of daddy, and I think he was getting worn out. But he never complained and fucked me whenever I asked him to.

I loved the feel of his cock inside of me as my belly grew. We did a lot of doggy style, and feeling my belly rub against the mattress as he fucked me turned me on for some reason. Knowing that what was growing inside of me was a result of our sex just added to the pleasure.

When we made love on our sides, daddy would rub my belly which added to my sensations. When we had anal sex, I had a hard time reaching my pussy with my belly in the way, so daddy used the vibrator on me. That made anal sex even more intense!

But then I hit week eighteen and something strange and wonderful happened. I started producing milk. One night as we started our foreplay, my tits began to ache. I could feel pressure in them, and all I wanted was him to lay with them. Prior to this, him playing with my nipples eased the pressure. But tonight, it was different.

As daddy squeezed and rolled my nipples between his fingers, a stream of milk shot out. We both stopped and looked at each other for a second before daddy did it again. Yep, I had milk. Each time he shot milk out, the pressure lessened, but my pussy pulsed with the pleasure. It intensified my sexual pleasure each time he did it.

“Daddy, would you suck the milk out of them?” I asked.

“I’ll try it,” he replied.

I moaned and my legs trembled the first time he sucked milk from me. The sensation was so awesome as I felt the milk flowing from my nipple and into his mouth.

“Oh, god, daddy,” I moaned. “God that feel so good!”

Daddy sucked harder, my milk filling his mouth. When one tit was drained, he moved to the other one and began to drink from that one. He fucked me as he drank my milk which caused me to cum several times in succession. I guess that is what they call multiple orgasms.

We had started buying things for the nursery, and one of the items was a breast pump. I was going to breastfeed, and I needed the pump so I could store milk for when I couldn’t be there to feed the baby. Daddy had an idea one night and hooked the pump up to my tits. We both watched as my nipples were pulled tight from the suction, milk flowing into the bottle.

Daddy began milking me each day when he got home from work, then sucked me dry at night. I loved watching my cream run down his chin as he drank from me. I had no idea this was going to be such a turn on for me, and for him.

One night as we lay there getting ready to fuck, daddy squeezed my nipple and milk shot straight up into the air, landing in my mouth. I licked my own milk and tasted the sweet, creamy flavor I produced.

“Do that again,” I told him.

Daddy shot more milk into the air and I opened my mouth to catch it. I lifted my head and had daddy squirt milk right into my mouth. Daddy would kiss my mouth full of cream as we both drank it together. I now had a new fetish, and apparently so did daddy.

Another night, daddy decided to titty fuck me, so he got on me and began to fuck my tits. He tugged on my nipples and milk flowed all over his cock. I sucked the milk off of him as he fucked my tits, the creamy milk flowing all over the two of us. I was in heaven and looked forward to our new fetish each and every night.

After the baby was born, daddy would fuck me while the baby drank my milk, then clean up and drain whatever was left over. Having daddy fuck me while the baby ate just made sex that more intense. I had to drink lots of water during that time as I was afraid of dehydrating from all the fluids leaving my body.

When I had first seduced daddy, I had no idea things would end up where they were. We had a good life and a wonderful baby boy. I just knew our life together had been meant to be.


Epilogue

Daddy and I were always close and rarely ever spent time apart. We ended up moving out to the country where we could raise our baby without the gossip of the town. Nobody out here knew our history, which was just fine with us.

Mom eventually came around and ended up being a wonderful grandmother. She had apologized to daddy for the way she had treated him. She knew they were not a good match, but she was so afraid of being alone that she had agreed to marry him anyway. It took her a lot of therapy before she realized that what dad and I had was what she had wanted. She eventually met and married a man that gave her what she had wanted for so long.

Daddy and I ended up having three kids, and each one presented us with our milky fantasy which we thoroughly enjoyed. Our life together was a postcard of a happy couple. We rarely ever disagreed, and I eventually quit my job and became a full-time mom. I never did go to college, and I don’t regret that decision at all. What I am thankful for was that weekend trip daddy and I had made to tour the college. Without that time alone, who knows if we would have ever gotten together.

It’s funny how life works out sometimes. You never know when that one moment of courage to go for what you want can change your life forever. I know, I did it.


I hope you enjoyed this story.  If you did, please consider leaving me a review on Amazon.  Reviews are the only way indie authors can compete with the big publishing houses.  Thanks for taking the time to read my work.

-Marissa
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