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AUTUMN

It hurts. I'm so full. I've been suffering from breast engorgement for a whole week and nothing seems to be working. I've tried the pump and I've taken out as much milk as I could, but there's still no relief.

It sucks too because my daddy and I live on our family ranch alone. Mama has been away at her sister’s home for over three months because she and daddy have been having problems. Our house is an old house and I can hear almost everything if I need to, and from the gist of their most recent fight, I gathered that Mama wasn't really interested in having sex with him anymore and deep down, I know the reason why. Daddy knows too but he's in denial about it. He won't even talk about it with me. Mama and I used to go into town every week until she stopped taking me when I saw getting too friendly with the local butcher, Grant Weston. 

When I asked her about it, she got annoyed and never took me with her into town again. 

I mean with the way she was acting, it was pretty clear as to what she was doing.

What I didn't like was that she was turning my daddy down while having a full on affair and now she just completely up and left. It sucks because the ranch was already hard work, but now it's added chores for both of us and the worry that if we don't work faster and harder, then the bank is going to seize the property. Gosh, there's so much to worry about plus the added tension of my breasts now troubling me.

And let's not talk about how embarrassing it is that I'm leaking too and I have to change constantly.

It's past midnight and the heaviness in my breasts are too much for me to handle and I can't seem to sleep, so I get up from my bed and don't bother with pulling on something to cover my more revealing white lace night shirt.

Daddy is probably asleep anyway. I head downstairs and go into the kitchen which is partially dark, because there's faint moon light coming in through the thin white curtains.

Grabbing a glass, I go over to the sink and fill my glass with water before gulping all of it down.

Suddenly there's a creaking sound on the floorboards behind me and I leave my cup down before swivelling around to find Daddy standing there behind me. 

He looks tired and his skin is tanned from the day's heat.

I wish he'd let me in, but I know that he doesn't want to burden me with any of his problems even though I can probably handle them.

“Can't sleep?” I ask.

He nods and then comes closer into the light. He's only fifty-four, but he's still as strong and hardworking as the same man he was when I was a little girl. Except now I might see him in a different light. I feel like I love him more than a daughter should love her father. The way he makes me feel is unexplainable and I've always been his little girl. But perhaps I want to be more now. I don't want him to see me as a little girl anymore, but the woman I've grown into.

Just standing here in my nightshirt, completely naked underneath makes my skin prickle and I'm suddenly away from how full my breasts are and the tingling feeling I feel in my lower region.

Sure, I've touched myself before, but this feels so different.

“You also can't sleep?” he asks.

My face warms because the only reason I can't sleep is because of my full breasts. I just need any kind of relief I can get...which has been seemingly impossible.

“I've been trying to,” I say. “For the past few nights actually.”

“Why can't you sleep?” He comes closer and again I remind myself that I'm not wearing any panties.

All I have to do is imagine him slipping his hand underneath my nightshirt and then—a soft moan escapes my throat and I quickly muffle it with a cough.

“I've noticed you coming down here every evening,” he says. “Are you okay, baby?”

“Not really but I can't tell you about it.”

He's right in front of me now. He slides his hand around my wrist and guides me over to the empty island in the middle of the kitchen. I try to ignore glancing at his broad naked chest and the trail of dark hair from his navel disappearing past his jeans.

His dark grey eyes soften and he reaches out to caress my cheek. “You know you can tell me anything, baby. I'm always here for you.”

“I know,” I say. “It's just kind of embarrassing.”

“Tell me.” His voice is low but deep and commanding and the submissive in me wants nothing but to give in to him.

“My breasts,” I say. “They've been hurting because they're so full of milk. I don't know what else to do with them. I've tried pumping them. There's just no use.”

“Maybe I can help. Do you want me to massage them?”

At the suggestion my face flares up with heat again and I know that he's being serious because his expression shows it, but there's also an underlying dark hunger in them.

“I don't know if it would help...” I trail off when he brings his hands up and presses them against my breasts without any warning.

A small gasp escapes my throat as he starts massaging my breasts.

“Does it feel good baby girl?”

“Yes, daddy. It does.”
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AUTUMN

My dress is off and lying on the floor in a puddle and I'm against the island as Daddy massages my breasts.

It feels so damn good. The way his warm fingers brush over my nipples and the soft moans he elicits from me are almost too much for me to handle.

Without warning, Daddy lowers his head and his mouth closes around my right nipple first. There's so much pressure, but I moan again as his teeth close around my nipple and he drinks. It feels almost better instantly. So fucking good.

Daddy grasps both of my breasts in his palms and I bring my hands up to his hair and tangle my fingers in his hair, bringing him closer.

His warm lips are latched onto my nipple, his tongue working in a steady, rhythmic motion. I gasp softly again, the initial shock giving way to a wave of intense pleasure as I drag my nails against his scalp. His warm breath and the soft suction make my skin tingle. My breasts feel lighter already. I bring my hand lower so that I can grip my right breast and feed him the milk.

“You suck my breasts so well, daddy,” I whisper. “Does my milk taste good?”

He nods and breaks aways for a second, but only so that he can slip his left hand in between my legs. I gasp again as he presses his fingers against my pussy. His fingers don't stop as he shoves them inside of me, but I'm so wet and ready for him that there's only a slight discomfort and it doesn't last for long.

He rubs my clit in slow deliberate circles that makes my breath hitch in my throat. My head falls back and my mouth opens. “Oh, God. You're so heavenly, baby girl. I want to feel you with my cock inside of you. Do you want me to fuck your little pussy, baby?”

“Yes, daddy.”

He pushes me up onto the island and spreads my legs before coming in between me. Daddy rubs the tip of his cock against my swollen pussy lips and I gasp when he enters me. He goes in fast and hard, not stopping once. I drop my head back and spread my legs wider as he goes all the way into me.

"You're so fucking big, Daddy," I manage to say, but right now, my vocabulary is very limited. My mind is lost to pleasure and I can hardly cope with the intense need to explode.

“You're so tight, baby girl.” He brings his mouth against my neck and he sucks and licks against my skin as he kisses his way down to the soft swells of my breasts. “So fucking delicious.”

He grabs either side of my sweaty thighs and thrusts deep into me. Over and over again, he fills my pussy with his hard cock, threatening to split me in half.

Tears stream down my cheeks, and my legs are sore from his grip and my awkward positioning, but I need to come. He shoves his cock upwards into me. I can feel it. I am right there. Just a little more and I'll go over the edge.

My pussy burns as he pistons into me hard and fast. And then I suddenly explode. Like a rush of euphoria, my pussy clenches around Daddy’s hard cock and I erupt with pure ecstasy. My body shakes as the orgasm travels through my body.

Daddy comes seconds later, but he doesn't pull out. He allows his warm come to spill into me, groaning as he does.

“Fuck.” he presses his mouth against the corner of mine and kisses me softly. I love you baby girl.”

“I love you too, daddy.”

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
a.briar
DADDY'S

?&

N

ABDICTIO





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





