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        Earning her keep is going to be easier than she thought. 
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          FAITH

        

      

    

    
      People say I was raised in a cult, but I don’t think about it like that. At least it never felt like a cult to me. Sure, we were on a compound and we could never leave, but my life was simple, and I found joy in my chores.

      Then one day the police came, and everything changed. Suddenly I’m being sent to live with an uncle I’ve never met or even heard of. He lives far away from where I was raised, but I’m told it’s on a farm. That’s the kind of work I’m used to, so hopefully it won’t be too hard to figure out what to do.

      I pull the front of my dress up so that I don’t spill out of it. When I left the compound, I was only able to take one suitcase with me, and most of my dresses are a little snug. The man I was supposed to marry liked all his wives to dress this way, so I got used to it. Now I’m going to a new place with Uncle Amos, and I hope he doesn’t mind.

      “This is your new home, Faith,” the lady from the agency says as she pulls up to the pretty country home and parks the car.

      When we get out of the car, there’s a man that comes from the house wearing overalls and a cowboy hat. He’s dirty and bigger than any man I’ve ever seen. I swallow hard as he comes off the porch and shakes hands with the lady from the agency. They exchange a few words, and then she smiles at me before she departs.

      I’m left alone with this giant, and I have no idea what to do.

      “Come on, little lamb. I’ll show you to your room,” he says before he grabs my bag and walks into the house.

      Little lamb? Does he not know my name? Instead of asking him, I follow along dutifully and keep my head bowed like I was taught.

      Once we’re inside, I glance around and see the beautiful space. It’s a well-made home that might have been built by his own hands, and I instantly love it. Some of my fears are put to rest when he shows me to a bedroom that’s much bigger than the one I had before.

      “How many people will be sleeping in this room?” I ask softly.

      He’s quiet for so long I look up and watch him push his hat out of the way so I can see his face. He’s got a dark stubble over his chin, and there’s dirt along his brow like he’s been wiping away the sweat. His dark eyes rake up and down me before he shakes his head.

      “I don’t know what they did with you before, little lamb, but it’s just you and me from now on. Okay?”

      “Okay.” I try not to sound too excited. I’ve never ever had my own room before. My own room? This is like magic.

      “You wanna see the farm?” His deep voice fills the space, and I nod quickly.

      “Yes please, Uncle Amos,” I say, and I watch as his eyes move down my body. “My name is Faith, by the way.”

      “I know,” he says and then shakes his head. “But you’re a little lamb if I ever saw one. Come on, let’s show you around while we’ve still got daylight.”

      When we get outside, I see the big barn in the distance and the rolling hills around it. There are horses in the stable and cows in the fields. On the way to the barn, we pass some chickens, and I can’t get over how beautiful it is here. Could all of my fears have been for nothing? This place seems like a dream come true.

      “They told me you were on a farm,” he says, and I wonder if he’s used to having people here with him. He seems like the quiet type, but at least he’s trying to talk while he shows me my new home.

      “Yes, my parents left me there when I was a baby,” I say, and Uncle Amos stops.

      “I didn’t know about you, or I would have come to get you.” His vow is solemn, and even though my time on the compound wasn’t all bad, I appreciate his concern.

      “That’s okay. I made friends, and I liked living there.” I shrug as we go through the stables, and he shows me some of the horses.

      “What kind of work did you do for them?”

      “I was the milk maid,” I say proudly. “I also did the cooking and cleaning for our house, but that was because I was the new bride.”

      “New bride?” Uncle Amos leans against the railing of the stable and watches me.

      “Yes, the newest girl to be wed is responsible for the household chores. Since all the other wives take care of the children, the one that’s not been officially married yet does the rest.”

      “So you never got married.”

      I shake my head. “I didn’t get to lie with Brother Simon before I left, so I’m still pure.”

      Uncle Amos looks at me in surprise, but I smile up at him.

      “I’m not too upset that he didn’t lie with me. He was very old, and his true wives didn’t speak kindly of his abilities.”

      “Little lamb, it sounds like you dodged a bullet.”

      “Would you like me to cook dinner?” I ask, and I see Uncle Amos is going to protest. “Please, it’s something I’ve really missed since being taken from the compound.”

      “I sure would love to have a home-cooked meal.” He looks down at my body again and then quickly glances away.

      Wanting to show Uncle Amos how appreciative I am, I take his hand and hold it close to my chest. “Thank you for letting me come live with you. I promise you won’t regret it.”

      “I don’t think I will,” he says, his voice deeper than before.

      The contrast of his dirty, rough hand against my smooth clean skin is startling, but I give his hand another squeeze before we both walk back to the house.
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          AMOS

        

      

    

    
      “That was a fine meal,” I say as I lean back in my chair and rub my hands over my belly. “I can’t remember the last time I ate so good.”

      “I hope you left room for dessert,” Faith says as she comes into the dining room and puts down a large slice of apple pie.

      “Day one and you’re spoiling me. I could get used to this.” I’m so full, but my mouth begins to water at the sight of the pie.

      “Would you like milk?” she offers, and I nod.

      “That would be great.” I grab my fork, but as I go to take a bite, I’m confused when she starts to unlace the top of her dress. “Little lamb, what are you doing?”

      “I didn’t get a chance to bottle any up when I got here, but you don’t mind drinking straight from me, do you?”

      She smiles so innocently as she finishes untying the front and separates the material. Her full, creamy tits swell out of the restraint of her top and fall forward like an offering from the Lord.

      “Jesus,” I breathe as I see her pretty pink nipples already dripping with milk. My cock responds in kind, and I feel my own leakage wet the front of my overalls.

      “I told you I was the milk maid,” she says with a sense of pride in her voice.

      I can’t take my eyes off her leaking mounds as I think about men lining up to suck on her like a bunch of calves chasing their mamas. Suddenly I’m angry, and I don’t know why.

      “You just go around letting people get a taste whenever they want?” I grip the edge of my chair to keep from reaching for her soft flesh.

      “No, Uncle Amos. I only fed the babies when the other moms needed help.” She steps closer and holds up her tits that have to be heavy and aching. “I didn’t get to bring anything with me to pump, so it’s been a few days, and they’re extra full.”

      My cock is rock hard like the steel of a sledgehammer, and all I want to do is slide it between those fat titties. I want to fuck her milkers until they squirt on me and then I want her to suck it off. Thoughts of her drinking my cum while she leaks has me rubbing the front of my overalls.

      “And what do you want me to do?” I have to swallow the saliva building in my mouth at the need for her sweet cream. Fuck, she’s barely legal, and already she’s ripe as a spring heifer.

      “I thought you could have some milk with your pie.” Just then a tiny pearl of milk drips down to her fingers, and I nearly cum in my pants. “Is this wrong?”

      She goes to pull the material of her dress back around to cover herself, but I grab her wrist gently and shake my head. “No little lamb, this is perfect. Come here and let me get a swallow.”

      I pull her closer so that she’s standing between my legs, and then I put my hands on her back so she can’t get away. Her tits are right at my face like this, and I lean forward and nuzzle between them. She smells like fresh milk and clean linens, and I close my eyes. My mouth drifts to her wet nipple like I’m a newborn, and instinct takes over. My lips part over her nipple, I latch on, and my fingers dig into her back.

      The first pull gives me her sweetness, and I do it again, faster the second time. I get a mouthful and then swallow hard before I move to the next. It’s running down my chin by the time I take another full drink, but it doesn’t stop me or slow me down.

      “That feels so much better than when the babies do it,” Faith says and runs her fingers through my hair as I keep nursing. “Thank you, Uncle Amos.”

      I’m greedy as I drink until there’s hardly anything left and then rub her nipples on my face. They’re tight little pebbles, and yet she’s so soft against my rough skin.

      “Thank you, little lamb,” I say as I wipe my chin with the back of my hand and sit back in the seat. Her tits look just as big and creamy as before but maybe not as swollen.

      “Uncle Amos, why does it tingle here?” I look down to see she’s pressing her thighs together while her hands are tangled in the front of her dress. “It never did that before when the babies drank.”

      God help me, she needs a licking right now, and I’m eager to do it. Virgin pussy sweetened with milk? It’s like she’s made for me.

      “That’s because you didn’t let them drink from there.” I reach under her dress and cup her pussy. She gasps and then nods. “Yeah, you should let me do it for you. I’ll make it better,” I say as I rock forward in my chair and feel my dick harden.

      “Is that something you’re allowed to do?”

      “Oh yeah, now that you’re mine, I can take care of you.”

      “All right, as long as it’s okay.” She smiles.

      “Lean back, little lamb.” She puts her ass on the table, and I push up the dress. “Hold on to this for me.”

      I grab the top of her panties and pull them down her thighs before I spread them wide. Then I inhale the scent of her fresh cunt and bury my face in it.

      “Uncle Amos!” she cries out and tries to get away from me. But I’ve ridden countless broncs, and I won’t be thrown off this one.

      I suck on her clit like I did her milk tits, and eventually, she settles down. “That’s it. Easy, girl,” I tell her as I push a finger inside and feel how fucking tight she is.

      Old Brother Simon might not have gotten her cherry, but I’m getting to taste it on day one. Now that she’s mine, I’ll have her bent over and getting bred like a prize steer before the week is done.

      When the agency called me and told me I had a ward, I never thought about what would happen next. Then I took one look at my little lamb, and I knew my days of cumming in a pocket pussy were over. She’s going to be my new fuck toy, and my cock won’t ache for days like it did before. I’ll be sinking into this honey pot every chance I get, and since she’s already ripe for milking, I’m going to get fat off her cream.

      “Fuck, you’re a gift, little lamb. My reward.”

      “Uncle Amos, it tingles,” she whines as I lick her clit over and over.

      “Come on now, give me what’s mine.” I lick it again, and she cries out. “That’s it, come on, girl. Give it up, just like that.” When her eyes squeeze shut, I know she’s close. “Easy. Steady, girl, a little more.”

      Just then her back arches off the table, and she screams out as she cums on my finger. I’m there to lap it up and rub my face in it. I’ve never had pussy this good or this young, and it makes me hard thinking about all the things I’m going to teach her.

      It will be just like breaking in a horse. I’ll ride her hard and show her who's in charge, but she’ll be glad for it by the time it’s done.
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          FAITH

        

      

    

    
      After supper last night, Uncle Amos tucked me into bed because I could hardly keep my eyes open. Maybe it was all the stress of not knowing what was going to happen, but more likely it was because he put his mouth between my legs.

      The wives I lived with would tell me about their husband and the things he did to them. I never remember them saying it felt this good, or I would have been more eager to get married sooner. In fact, there was never talk about the women being kissed down there, only the wives doing it when their husbands told them to.

      Uncle Amos also told me after he tucked me in that we didn’t have to be married for him to do his husband duties to me since he’s my uncle. It made me feel a lot better about enjoying how good it felt. Now he can keep doing it, and we don’t have to worry about it being a sin.

      This morning, I woke up before the sun and began cleaning the house. It’s not really dirty, but I can tell that my new home needs a woman’s touch. After cleaning, I cooked Uncle Amos a big breakfast since he’d already gotten up before me and went to the barn to feed the animals.

      Once it’s ready for him, I go outside and ring the triangle so he knows he can come eat. I’m just finishing putting his plate on his food when he comes inside in his overalls and cowboy hat. He’s dirty from feeding the horses, but I don’t mind. He smells like fresh hay and the outdoors and something earthy like dirt and sweat. It reminds me that he’s working hard to keep a roof over our heads, and I’m so grateful.

      I rush over to him and go up on my toes to kiss him on the cheek.

      “Morning, little lamb.” His raspy voice in my ear sends a shiver down my spine, and I lean into his scruffy beard. “You got some fresh milk for me?”

      “Yes, sir,” I say, and my breasts feel heavy.

      He nods as he pulls me over to the chair before he sits down and places me on his lap. He nods to the front of my dress and I unlace the top for him, already knowing what to do.

      Last night when he nursed from me, it made me throb between my legs. I’m eager for him to do it again because I want to please him, and it makes me feel good.

      “Look at you,” he says as he pushes the material out of the way and rubs his thumb over my milky nipple. “Already dripping for me.”

      He laps it up before he parts his lips and gently latches on. My hips automatically rock forward because the ache is back. It’s like his mouth is a direct line to my privates, and the more he drinks, the more I want to have that ache eased.

      “Come on and lift that dress up,” he grunts as he moves to my other breast. “I’ll play with it while I suck on your tit.”

      “Thank you, Uncle Amos,” I say as I reach for the bottom of my dress and pull it up high. Today I didn’t bother with undergarments because he told me last night I wouldn’t need them anymore.

      “This fresh cream is your gift to me, little lamb.”

      His fingers find my center, and I feel him rubbing me up and down slowly. The pressure is exactly what I need, and I rock my hips against them. When I feel him push inside me, my eyes widen. Last night, he only put in one, but when I look down I see he’s got two thrusting in and out. It’s building fast, and my body clenches around him like it knows exactly what to do.

      “This is okay, right, Uncle Amos? I won’t get in trouble?” It feels so good I wonder how this can’t be a sin.

      “Nah, girl, you won’t get in trouble. Just don’t tell nobody.” He licks up my neck, and I nod before his mouth goes back to my nipple.

      “Yes, sir,” I say and then close my eyes. His fingers are sliding in and out so easily that it must be why he’s doing it harder. I like how fast he’s going now, and when he nurses me at the same time, my breath catches.

      The same pleasure as light night courses through my body and explodes over every inch of my skin. My breasts feel less full, and my privates are tingly as he removes his fingers from inside me.

      I watch as Uncle Amos licks them clean and then presses his mouth to mine. It surprises me because I never saw husbands kiss their wives, but maybe it’s different for us. I close my eyes and open my mouth a little when his tongue pushes past my lips. I taste something tangy and sweet, and I don’t hate it.

      Uncle Amos moans and then pulls back to look at me. “Let me eat this breakfast you made me before it gets cold, and then I’m gonna take you out to the barn.”

      “Can I help you work the farm today?” I ask as I lace up the front of my dress and go fetch him some coffee.

      “Yeah, I’m gonna put you to work all right.” His eyes slowly rake up and down my body as I refill his cup and he pulls me down on his lap. “You feel this?” He puts my hand over his crotch, and there’s an enormous bulge in the front of his overalls. “Your chore is taking care of this, little lamb. Making sure I’m not hurtin’.”

      “Yes, Uncle Amos,” I say and nod like a good girl.

      “Now open up, I’m gonna do my best to put some weight on you.”

      He holds out the fork that’s filled with biscuits and sausage gravy. I do as he says, and he feeds me off his plate, taking some for himself as he does it. Halfway through the meal, I serve him some more because I don’t want him to not get enough.

      He keeps one hand on my hip as he feeds me, and I can’t remember a morning where I’ve ever felt so cared for. Maybe even loved.
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          AMOS

        

      

    

    
      I hold Faith’s hand as we leave the big house and head for the barn, and she smiles as she cuddles close.

      Last night, I didn’t want to let her out of my sight, but I knew she needed her rest, and I had a plan. She was so tired, and after I put a little melatonin in her tea I knew she wouldn’t wake up right away. I crept into her room around midnight when she was sound asleep and pulled back the covers. I told her not to wear panties anymore, and she obeyed like a sweet angel.

      I unbuckled my overalls and pushed them down just enough so I could get my cock out, and then I climbed on top of her. Her legs spread like she was waiting for me, and I pushed into her opening just a little. It was enough that I felt the wet heat of her on my cock while I shoved her nightgown the rest of the way up.

      My mouth went right to her milky tits, and I drank my fill while I humped her. She was sound asleep the whole time, and I grunted when I came. My cum went all over her pussy and between her thighs. I made a mess, but seeing her covered in it made me want to do it all over again.

      When I was done, I buckled my overalls back up and wiped her down with my shirt. Then I put her nightgown into place and tucked her in again. She slept through the whole thing, and I got what I wanted. This morning I went and checked on her before I went to the barn. I placed a kiss on her forehead and then reached between her legs to see if she was still wet. She was, and I've been waiting all morning to get off.

      “Will you explain to me how to do it, Uncle Amos?” she asks when we get inside the barn.

      “Yeah, I’m gonna show you, little lamb. Get on over there in the barn and get on your knees.”

      She practically skips as she goes into the barn and walks over to where the hay is laid out. She glances around, and when I come in after her, she gets on her knees and smiles up at me expectantly.

      “You look real pretty like that.” I walk over and cup her chin before I rub my thumb across her bottom lip. “I’m gonna put my cock in your mouth, and I want you to suck on it. You hear?”

      “Yes sir,” she says and nods.

      I unbuckle my overalls and push them down to the top of my thighs. My cock springs forward between us, and her eyes widen in surprise and maybe even a little fear.

      “It’s all right; you’ll take what you can,” I say, and she nods before swallowing. “Open up.”

      I grab the base and squeeze because I don’t want to cum too fast. Then I guide it to her face, and she takes a hold of it with both hands. My cock is long and thick, and her hands can hardly wrap around it as she guides it to her lips.

      “That’s it, lick the head.” My thighs tense when her tongue darts out, and I feel her licking me like ice cream. “Breathe through your nose,” I say as I put my hand on the back of her head and sink past her full lips.

      She’s taking what she can as I grip her braid and hold her steady. I don’t want her to choke, so I don’t let her do too much too fast.

      “Look at how pretty you are with your mouth full of cock.” I brush a finger down her cheek, and she looks up at me. “A pretty thing indeed.”

      Her mouth opens wider, and she takes more as I push deeper. She tries to lick me, but I’m too big, so she just swallows as I slide in and out slowly.

      “Goddamn little lamb, you're already trying to suck it out of me, aren’t you? That mouth is too good.”

      I grab her head with both my hands as my hips rock forward. She puts her palms on my thighs as I steadily fuck her mouth, and she swallows like I told her to.

      “Like a fucking vacuum, that mouth of yours,” I grunt as I feel my balls draw up tight. “Shit, you don’t even know how good you are. You’re stealing my cum.” When I hear her moan, my back stiffens, and I go completely rigid. “Fuck, I knew you’d love this.”

      She takes me all the way to the back of her throat, and then her eyes meet mine as I start to cum. My shaft throbs, and I feel her tongue slide over the vein of my dick as she drinks me down.

      “Easy, take a breath.” I hold the base of my cock and the back of her head as wave after wave of cum goes into her mouth. “That’s it, one more.”

      When she swallows one last time, I pull back, and my cock slips from her mouth. I grab a hold of it and wipe the last drop across her face and then bend down to give her a quick kiss.

      “You did good, little lamb. Real good.”

      “Thank you, Uncle Amos.” She smiles so big with her soft, swollen lips, and I can’t help but give her another kiss.

      “You liked it, didn’t you?” I ask, and she nods. “I’ll let you do it again later, but next I wanna go ahead and break you in.”

      “Break me in?”

      “If I want you to do your chores right, you need to be able to take care of me when I’m hurtin’. You can’t suck me off every time, and I’ll want to breed you at some point.”

      “I’ll get to have a baby?” Her eyes look up at me with hopeful delight.

      “Yeah, I expect it won’t be too hard. I’ll give you a litter when it’s time, but I want to cum in you now.”

      “Yes, sir,” she agrees quickly, and I nod to the hay.

      “Roll on over and get on your knees. I’m gonna come at you from behind this first time so it don’t hurt.”
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          FAITH
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      I’m so excited by the thought of having babies of my own that I do exactly what Uncle Amos says and get on my hands and knees. Without him having to ask, I pull up my dress in the back so he can get between my legs.

      I remember the wives telling me that this was a good way to get pregnant, so I spread my legs wide and push my bottom up.

      “Damn, girl, you’re fucking eager, ain’t you?” I feel his hands rub up my thighs before his manhood presses against me. “Don’t you worry. I’m gonna treat this pussy real good.”

      There’s pressure on my opening, and then I feel him push inside just a little. I tense and then Uncle Amos’ big body comes down on top of me. The weight of him keeps me still, and his belly pins me in place. I can’t move, and the more he pushes in, the more it hurts.

      “Uncle Amos,” I whine and start to wiggle.

      “Shh, it’ll be over soon. Just keep quiet.” I can feel his heavy breathing against my cheek as he pushes himself into me. “Jesus, it’s tight.” He’s sweaty on my back, and I squeeze my eyes closed. “Oh god, little lamb. This is how you earn your keep.”

      With one hard thrust, he’s all the way inside me, and my mouth opens in a silent gasp. But Uncle Amos doesn’t stop as he ruts on me like a dog and pants in my ear.

      “That’s it, now you’re ready.” He keeps going deeper and harder. “After this, I can fuck you whenever I want.”

      He’s so heavy and hard that I’m getting dizzy, but I remind myself that this is how I get a baby.

      “You’re gonna make me a daddy, ain’t you?” he says like he’s reading my thoughts. “I told you I wanted to wait, but you won’t let me. You’re already trying to steal it, little lamb. I can feel it.”

      I clench around him, and he groans in pleasure. The funny thing is that it feels good when I do that too. So I do it again, and then that building of pleasure comes back. I bend down on the hay so my bottom is up in the air and look back at Uncle Amos.

      He’s sitting up now and naked except for his overalls around his thighs and his cowboy hat. I can see his manhood going inside me, and when I clench on him, his eyes roll to the back of his head. I keep doing it since he loves it so much, and he rides me like a rodeo horse. His belly pushes against my bottom when he goes deep, and I love the feeling of the weight of him.

      “This is our secret, right?” he tells me, and I nod. “That’s my good little lamb. You get pregnant from this, and I’ll take care of you.”

      My body is so excited by what Uncle Amos is doing to me and the thought of having a baby that it’s too much. The pleasure builds and then explodes as the release spreads through every limb.

      “You keep cumming like that and I’ll breed you on the first go,” he grunts as he thrusts deep. “That’ll open you right up.”

      It’s deeper than before when his mouth and fingers were doing it, and waves of pleasure engulf me. This is something I could easily get used to, and I’m already thinking about the next time.

      “Fuck, you keep stealing it from me.” He pulls out and then as if he can’t help himself he hurries back inside me. “This pussy’s drinking me dry.”

      That’s when I feel a heat inside as his manhood throbs. It’s something primal, and my instinct is to clench around him and take it deep. His seed has spread, and I hold on to every drop so it can take root.

      “Turn over, I got one more,” he grunts as he pushes off my back and nudges my hip.

      I do as Uncle Amos wants and roll over onto my back. Between my legs is a little sore, but I know I have to fulfill my duties. He yanks on the front of my dress, so I untie it for him as he thrusts into me.

      This time he doesn’t go slowly but pounds hard and fast. As soon as I untie the front of my dress and my breasts are free, I can see that I’m leaking and full.

      “You’re making more to keep up with me,” he says as he bends his head down and latches on to nurse. As soon as he’s had some from one, he moves to the next. “Yeah, this is for me right here. This milk is gonna keep me fed.”

      I run my fingers through his hair as he drinks his fill and ruts inside me. The feeling is so good like this, and I don’t fight my body when the climax approaches. I raise my hips and clench hard as my pleasure spikes and then washes over me.

      Uncle Amos drinks again, and I see milk dribble down his chin. He doesn’t wipe it away as he thrusts hard one last time, and I feel his warm release exactly where I want it most. This time, I wrap my legs around him so he can’t pull out too soon. One of the wives told me this would help the seed take root.

      “Greedy,” Uncle Amos teases as he smiles at me. Then he bends down to lick at my nipples once more. “I guess I am too.”

      “I’m so grateful you let me come live with you,” I say and kiss his lips.

      “Me too, little lamb. You know I love you, right?” he says, and I nod.

      “I love you too,” I tell him back and then clench around him. He kisses me slowly this time, and I can feel how hard he still is. “Should I do my chores one more time?”

      “Why don’t you go on inside and make me something to eat? I’ll let you fill back up before I put you on my cock again.” He rubs his thumb over my nipple, and my breasts feel heavy with need. “I want milk with all my meals now.”

      “Yes, Uncle Amos,” I say and giggle as he pulls out and then helps me stand up in the hay.

      “Good girl, little lamb,” he says as he buckles his overalls. “I’ll be in to get my drink soon.”

      

      
        
        THE END
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Chapter 1

          

          BEAR

        

      

    

    
      My little girl is finally coming home, and after seven years apart, I can’t wait to hold her in my arms. It’s been so long because her mom and I had a shitty divorce and she dragged her across the country from me. I have a good job here, and with how much I sent her in child support, I couldn’t give it up. I might not have much, but I gave everything to my Kimmy.

      So I stayed behind and called as much as I could. I tried a few times to visit, but Kimmy’s mom always made an excuse about her being away at a camp or busy with school. Finally when she turned sixteen, I sent her a phone, and we’ve been texting the past two years.

      We made a plan that when she was eighteen she would come live with me because her mom couldn’t stop it any longer. She got on a plane this morning, and I’ve been waiting at the airport for hours so I can bring my baby girl home.

      Her mom pitched a fit, but I think that was more because the child support stopped than because she cared about Kimmy. Most of the time I think she held on to her so tightly because she knew it would hurt me. But after her birthday, there’s nothing she can do, and I’ve got a whole list of fun stuff for us to do to make up for lost time.

      There’s an announcement overhead, and I get excited when I hear her plane has landed. I stand up and go to the escalator with my flowers in hand as I wait for my little girl.

      It’s busy at the local airport today, but there’s only a few people at a time that come down the escalator to the exit. I watch as each person steps on and rides it down slowly. There’s a husband and wife followed by an older couple. Then a couple of businessmen and a mom with kids. I wait a little longer and then I see a woman step on that has my eyes widening.

      She’s got on a short skirt that shows off soft thighs, and she’s wearing a tight tank top. It’s hot as fuck outside, so I can’t blame her, but it’s stretched so tightly across perky tits that I can see she’s not wearing a bra. The outline of her nipples is visible as I stare right at them, and fuck me, I’m getting hard.

      I glance around and see all eyes on the woman as she rides slowly down the escalator. This woman must be aching for some dick with the way she’s dressed. Her long hair is piled high on her head, and she’s wearing sunglasses as the light pours in over her. Then I watch as she grabs a lollipop out of her back pocket and brings it to her mouth. Her full lips wrap around it, and I grunt in the back of my throat as I think about that mouth sucking me dry.

      “Fuck, now that’s a mouth,” I hear a man say as he walks past me and I laugh in agreement with him.

      Every man in here is thinking about putting something inside her, including me. Damn, I need to focus. Kimmy will be here any second.

      As I stare back up the escalator, I hear a squeal of excitement and look around. It takes me a second to realize the sound came from the woman. She’s off the escalator now and coming my way with a giant smile on her face.

      “Daddy!” she squeals again, and I have just enough time to open my arms as the woman flings herself at me.

      “Kimmy?” I ask in disbelief. I can’t remember the last time I saw a picture of her, and she was never dressed like this.

      She leans back in my arms and takes off her sunglasses. Her beautiful golden eyes stare up at me, and I’d know them anywhere.

      “Baby girl,” I say and squeeze her close, burying my face in her neck.

      “I missed you so much, Daddy.”

      Her legs go around my waist, and I remember she’s wearing a skirt. I have to put my hands on her bottom to keep her covered, and I can feel her soft cheeks trying to wiggle out.

      “Easy, Kimmy,” I say as I put her on her feet. “People will see your panties.”

      “Daddy, don’t be silly, I'm not wearing any.” She giggles as she puts her feet on the ground.

      Not wearing any? Holy fuck. Then I feel her lips on my neck as she kisses me and her hands go to my waist. I’m so much taller than her, it's their natural spot, but if she lowers them she’ll be getting dangerously close to the hard-on I’m trying to hide.

      How the fuck is this my little girl? When did she turn into a woman?

      Cupping her face, I look down at her full mouth, and I have the intense urge to kiss her. Dads kiss their girls on the mouth, right? Bending down, I give her a quick peck and then lick my own lips after. I can taste the sweet candy she was sucking on, and like she can read my mind, she slides the lollipop back in her mouth.

      “Let’s get your bags.” I pull her close to my side mostly so I can hide her from the men that are openly staring at her.

      “I’m so happy to be here.” She rests her hand on my stomach as we walk, and I keep my arm around her waist.

      “Me too, baby girl.” I try not to think about how her hand is slowly going back and forth over my stomach as we get her bags and make our way out to the truck.

      I open the passenger door for her, but my truck is so tall I have to help her up. She has to bend over to get the seatbelt for me and I can’t help but glance down at her ass. Her skirt is hiked up, and I can almost see between her legs. Forcing myself to look away, I buckle her in and go around to the other side of the truck. Before I get in, I adjust my cock and then squeeze it to try and make it go down. It doesn’t work.

      “Are you tired?” I ask on the way to the house, and she yawns.

      “I’m so sleepy.” She’s finished her lollipop, and I watch as she puts her thumb in her mouth.

      “Don’t tell me you still do that,” I tease as I take her thumb out of her mouth and hold her hand.

      “I can’t help it. My mouth feels empty if there’s not something in it.” She pouts and then grabs another lollipop from her bag.

      I think about seeing her on the escalator and how I fantasized about giving her something to suck on and I have to look out the window. I didn’t know it was my baby girl when I had those thoughts, and I have to make myself stop. Yeah, she’s eighteen, but it’s wrong, and I know I can’t act on this urge.

      “Do you think I can nap when we get home?” she asks, bringing me away from my thoughts.

      “We can do anything you want,” I offer and squeeze the hand I’m still holding. Kimmy pulls it onto her lap, and I can feel her bare thighs as my hand rests between them.

      “Good because all I want to do is cuddle together while we watch a movie and fall asleep in your arms.”

      Suddenly the thoughts that fill my mind are ones that a father should never have.
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