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  To all my MC Romance Sluts, Daddy Rhett is here. You may now proceed to get on your knees.
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  WARNING



Taboo ( Father & Daughter

Huge Age Gap ( 57 & 20)

MC Romance

Set In The Australian Outback

Face Riding

Spit Play

Explicit Language

Novella (Full Length Novel + Standalone Series Coming Soon)

Blood Play

Oral Sex

Fingering
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This is the first time we’ve had a chance to be properly alone in days. Kiah, my twenty-year-old daughter who I haven’t seen or heard from in three years is in my room with that goddamned look on her face. The one where she wants to apologise for fucking things up. For turning her back on me and whatever is left of our family. She promised me she wouldn’t.

She also knew that without her I wouldn’t survive. But that wasn’t even the thing that made me fucking tick with rage.

It’s every man for himself out there in the bush. It’s a harsh fucking world that we live in and Ki forgot just about everything I ever taught her. She didn’t only turn her back on me. She betrayed me. She betrayed my trust.

I expected nothing less from my ex-wife, Teressa, but Ki? Talking with, staying with and most probably fucking people that I hated? That crossed a line with me.

The only reason I took her back was because when she walked through those doors covered in blood from head to toe, the father in me sprang to life. This is my baby girl. To see her covered in blood hurt my soul. I would fucking kill everyone and drop everything for her.

She’s that important to me and she knows. Deep down she knows that I would bring the world to its knees for her. And that is saying something. I gave no fucks about anyone not even Teressa. She and I had ended our vows a long time ago. A time before Ki was born. I only stayed because of Ki. She’s my world. I can’t imagine one without her.

What makes our connection more fucked up is the fact that I can’t seem to keep my cock down every time she’s near.

I look at her now. She’s changed a lot in the three years we’ve been apart. She’s grown out of her childish teenage look now.

I notice the way the material of her t-shirt hugs her curvy waist. Those shorts that she’s wearing barely cover her arse. I wonder how she’d feel on my lap grinding against my cock. When my wife stopped loving me I turned to work, I fell into a dark space and the only thing that got me out of that space was Ki. As she started growing, things between us changed. I know it’s fucked to want your daughter, but I couldn’t help it. I was dedicated to my family. There was no way in hell I was fucking cheating or sleeping around with a whore. But she was there. She was always there. Like an angel. Ki became my life. Those soft pink lips of hers, that infectious smile of hers could melt my heart.

The sounds of her moaning softly in her room as I watched her touch herself made me come on more than one occasion. I liked watching her touch herself. I wished on so many occasions that it was me making her moan instead. I’d destroy her tight cunt and make her beg for more. But all of that was before. Now I’m not sure what she wants here or thinks of me. She’s barely even told me the truth. If there’s one thing that’s been on my mind, it’s plunging my cock deep into her pussy and then her arse as I slap and choke her for being a bad little slut. I’m going to claim her, fuck her and give her a good welcome home.
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I’m in his room. My father’s room. I can barely look him in the eye, knowing what I did to him three years ago. There’s too much pain and history between us to even begin with.

But he took me back in a heartbeat, just like I knew he would because he’s my daddy and protecting me is his number one priority. He made that clear to my mother the day I was born. He’s said it to me a million times too. No matter what, I belonged to him. We were flesh and blood, souls tied together until death itself ripped us apart. He raised me and taught me how to shoot and clean my first gun. He taught me the laws of the Outback.

Even though he’s fifty-seven now, he’s still fucking ruling shit around here. Rhett Slaughter. His name means death in most of these parts. Being a ruthless prez of an equally ruthless motorcycle club is fucking tough, but my daddy did it. He built it up from the ground when he was just eighteen years old. Poured his blood, sweat and tears into making himself one of the best outlaws running the show in the Outback. The Bush is a vast area and building a name for yourself where everyone knows who you are is quite a feat.

I glance over at him now to find him standing across from me. I’ve been here a few days and we’ve barely spoken since I arrived covered in blood. Half of it being mum’s and half of it being mine.

My eyes meet his dark ones that are just like mine. I only have his eyes. The rest of me is like mum. I have her dirty blonde hair, except mine is cut short just below my ear and rugged. It’s been long since I’ve had my hair grown out. Her boyfriend Jack used to hate our hair like that because it reminded him of his ex-wife, so when every month came around, he’d make sure he gave both of us a trim.

My father on the other hand has dark unruly hair, a little salt and pepper in certain parts showing his age, with a constant frown settled in between his thick eyebrows, tanned skin from the harsh sun and fresh bruises on his knuckles that are a part of him. I can’t remember a time when he never had any bruises on him. When I was younger, I got pretty used to him coming home all bloody and injured. It reminds me of the times I’d go to him and clean his cuts up with a warm, wet cloth and then hug him afterwards because Mum was never there to do it.

“Are you alright?” Is the first thing that comes out of his mouth in that deep, husky Australian drawl that sends tingles through my body.

Instead of answering him, I get up from the edge of his bed and head to the adjoining bathroom, where I find a white washcloth near the sink, I grab it and run it under the hot water before going back into the room where my father stands until I’m right in front of him.

Right up close with him now, it’s hard to ignore the way I feel about him. The way I’ve always felt about my daddy. He’s a tall, brute of a man with broad shoulders and he makes me feel things in ways I shouldn’t be feeling.

I don’t know if he knows how I feel, but right before I left him to be with Mum, I swear that we almost came close to doing something we shouldn’t have even been thinking of doing.

Standing here right now, I can’t ignore the heat from his stare or the way the butterflies rage in my stomach when I take his right hand in mine and press the cloth against the cuts on his knuckles.

“Ki,” he says my nickname. The only nickname I’ve ever adored and he is the only man to ever call me it.

“Does it hurt?” I ask as I feel his fingers and the roughness of them against mine.

I wonder what they would feel like inside of me. My cheeks heat up at the thought and I silently pray that he doesn’t know what I’m thinking about.

He shakes his head once. He once told me that violence ran so deep in his bones that he didn’t feel the pain anymore. He didn’t talk about his past much, but whatever happened to him is what shaped him into the man he is today. It’s the reason Mum could never live with him. She’d fight with him all the time, constantly punishing him for everything wrong in our lives, yet I never grew up blaming him. I looked up to him as an inspiration. My daddy was a hero. He wasn’t the monster Mum called him.

I glance up into his dark eyes as I press my body into his slightly, feeling the hard wall of muscle from his torso. “Thank you for taking me in.”

I drop the washcloth and reach up to touch his face. Everything about my father is so large. He’s a literal giant. My hand is small in comparison to his cheekbone.

I let my fingers travel upward until I grab his hair and press my fingertips into his scalp.

Rhett grabs me then almost as if he can’t hold himself back and I tip my head up in time for his lips to catch mine. His mouth is strong and unforgiving as he sucks my lips in between his, before thrusting his hot tongue into my mouth. It’s my first kiss ever and it’s the kind of kiss I’ve been waiting for forever.

I can’t help but moan into his mouth as his teeth nip and pull against my lips. I never imagined losing my breath during my first-ever kiss, but when my father slips his massive hand around the back of my neck and brings my face closer, I feel like I can’t breathe anymore. I’m so lost in the moment, my heart is pounding against my chest, in my ears, so loud–so hot. All I can feel and taste is him. The smell of leather and motor oil mixed with spicy cologne and the sweat from the day, that’s become his own unique scent that I have become accustomed to over the years. The feel of his heart throbbing against my chest and the roughness of his fingertips on my skin. The taste of whiskey on his tongue.

It’s everything I’ve ever wanted all at once, but almost immediately we break apart, panting for air.
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“We shouldn’t,” he says and shoves me away from him.

“But it’s all you’ve been thinking of since I set foot in the bar,” I say, moving towards him and closing the space between us before I grab the hem of his grey t-shirt and press my hands on the warm skin of his lower torso.

To be honest, it’s all I’ve been thinking of. I shouldn’t want to fuck the man that had a hand in giving me life, but I can’t stop thinking about him. Even when I left, it was all I’d do. He consumed my every thought. And if I have to admit to a little confession, I’ve always had this obsession with Rhett. The only thing that makes me want him more is the way his hungry eyes undress me all the time. I know he wants this just as bad as me. We’ve been good, far too good. Daddy hasn’t been around another woman since the day I was born. Even when Mum stopped loving him. He was always loyal.

I lean into him now and stand on my toes, but my lips only manage to barely meet his.

“I know you want me to suck your cock, Daddy,” I whisper and glance up at him, watching the way my words affect him.

It’s like something snaps in him because the next thing I know is I’m being shoved to my knees and a large hand coming around the back of my neck.

“Don’t think I’ve forgotten the way you just left,” he says in an acidic tone that I barely recognise the man standing above me.

When I glance up at him, he’s glaring down at me, there’s a look of pure disgust and tears that want to break free immediately come forth. I never wanted to hurt him. I would never want him to hate me. But the look is already there and I know how unforgiving my father is. I spent years looking up to him.

“You want to be a whore, Ki? Is that why you ran off with her?” His fingers knot in my hair and a small groan escapes my lips as I watch him undo his belt and jeans button before letting his thick veiny cock spring free. It’s the first time I’ve ever come into contact with a man so privately.

“I should have just made you my whore a long time ago then,” he says. " We both know it’s all you’ve been thinking of. Wanna be Daddy’s whore because you don’t know what else to be. Open your mouth, Ki.”

I shake my head. No.

He tilts his head to the side. “No? You wanted to suck my cock a minute ago. What changed? Open your fucking mouth now, Ki.”

“Daddy.” The tears trickle down my cheeks and I open my mouth for him. Not like this. I didn’t want it to happen with him hating me.

“Good–” He shoves his thick length into my mouth until he’s right at the back of my throat. He’s so big that not all of him fits. “Fucking girl,” he finishes off.

Rhett grabs my head and begins pumping himself into my mouth. He starts slow, but then he gradually moves faster to the point that I start to choke around his cock.

“That’s right babygirl,” he says. “Suck my big cock like the good little whore you are.”

He tangles his fingers in my hair so right that I can feel the harsh strain on my scalp and it forces more tears down my cheeks. Rhett brings his other hand around to grip my jaw, thrusting harder, shoving his big cock down my throat.

I can’t stop myself from gagging and gasping for air as I struggle to breathe. When I first arrived here all bloodied, the one thing that was fucking damaged was my nose and I’m sure there’s something wrong, because I can’t breathe in properly through my nostrils.

“Suck my cock like how you wanted to suck it, Kiah,” Rhett says in a low voice. “Show me how much you appreciate me taking you back.”

So I do. I suck him hard, hollowing my cheeks and using my tongue around the tip of his head. I let the spit pool in my mouth before I coat his entire length with it.

Rhett groans and stumbles back into the wall behind him, his grip on my hair loosens. I gather up my courage and run my hands up his thighs, glancing up at him through my thick eyelashes, letting him know just how much he enjoys his own daughter on her knees before him, sucking his cock.

Something flashes in his eyes. Conflict? Guilt? I can’t tell, but all I do know is that it’s too late to turn back now. We started this and there’s no going back. One step into the darkness is all we need. Rhett knows how I feel for him. It isn’t any secret. And deep down I know how he feels for me too. He feels more than a father should for his daughter. And I bet some part of him feels sick for being this way, but I’m not sorry for it.

“Fuckkk!” Rhett’s load floods my mouth as he comes hard, his hands gripping my head as he tries to regain control of himself.

“Fuck, Ki” he leans back against the wall and I lick my lips, every last drop of his cum is swallowed.








  
  4

  
  
  CHAPTER FOUR: KIAH

  
  




Rhett has me flat on the floor. My shorts and panties are lying next to me. The AC makes little to no difference in the outback. Sweat drips in between my thighs and down my cunt, as if I’m not already drenched from thinking of what’s about to happen. He spreads my legs apart and gets down on his knees before me. The big, bad Rhett Slaughter on his knees before me.

His beautiful mouth is inches away from my aching pussy, just waiting to have him devour me.

But instead, Daddy blows lightly across my pussy, keeping his dark eyes trained on me the entire time.

“This pussy is so fuckin’ pink and wet,” he says with a growl, before slapping his palm against my cunt. That little touch sends jolts of desire racing through me. “Has this pretty cunt ever been eaten, Ki?”

I shake my head and Rhett’s eyes darken with lust as he sticks out his tongue and licks my pussy ever so slightly.

My legs shake at the contact, but he grabs either side of my thighs with his enormous hands and continues to keep his eyes on me.

“Good, because this pussy right here? It belongs to me.” His warm, rough fingers dig into my skin. “You keep your eyes on me as I fuck this pussy with my tongue, understand, baby girl?”

I nod, biting my bottom lip, barely able to talk as I watch him run his tongue along my pussy and then he goes right in and buries his entire mouth on my clit.

“Shit!” I swear as my hips lift and I have the urge to grind my pussy against his face.

He lifts his head for a second, his full lips already glistening with my arousal. “Wanna ride my face?”

I don’t even have time to answer, because the next thing I know, Rhett grabs me by my waist and is underneath me in seconds and I am now above him, my pussy inches away from his face.

“I want you to ride my face until you come so hard that your pussy juices are flooding my mouth,” he says, his voice dark and low. It’s not a statement. It’s an order.

My cheeks burn with heat, but I go down on his face, eager to settle the ache in between my legs. I grab his hair as he enters my folds with his tongue, his entire mouth sucking and devouring my pussy like his life depends on it. I move my hips back and forth, his calloused hands gripping my thighs and keeping me steady as I grind myself against his warm mouth. The feel of his tongue lapping against me has me lost in the moment. I grab his hair and ride his face harder, not feeling embarrassed anymore. I want to come all over his mouth. I want him to swallow my cum.

“You like that, Princess?” he asks, lifting his head a little and I nod before pushing his head back down.

“Fuck, don’t stop, Daddy,” I throw my head back as he sucks my folds into his mouth, whilst his tongue works the nub.

Over and over he buries his face in my cunt as if he’s parched and the only thing that can quench his thirst is my pussy.

My entire body starts to shake and I come within a matter of seconds. I throw my head back, and my body convulses against the warm floor with waves of pleasure, but Rhett isn’t done with me just yet.

He moves quickly to get me flat on my back and I’m certain he’s going to fuck me right then and there with that feral look in his eyes, I know what that look means. Once he wants something, it’s hard to convince him otherwise and right now I am all he wants.

He grabs my t-shirt and rips it open with his bare hands, exposing my small, perky breast to him. Coming in between my legs, Rhett slides his right up under me, in between my shoulder blades and lifts me a little to him and then he buries his head in my neck, slowly torturing me with warm wet kisses until he reaches my breasts.

“Have you ever had your tits sucked, Princess?” he asks as he sucks the tender flesh around the soft swell of my breasts.

I shake my head. “I’m a virgin.”

“That doesn’t matter. You’ve never let anyone touch you before?”

“No,” I whisper.

Rhett growls at my answer and sucks my right nipple into his mouth at the same time he moves two of his fingers to the entrance of my pussy.

He moves his tongue against the soft bud, round and round, sucking and biting each nipple until I can feel the pressure in my clit build once more.

“I’m going to fuck your cunt with my fingers until I make you squirt,” Rhett says as he releases my nipple and right at that moment, he slips both of his fingers inside of me. It’s slow at first. Slow and slightly painful as my pussy adjusts to the feel of his big fingers moving inside of me.

“Oh my God,” I whisper breathlessly as he stretches me. “Fuck, Daddy.”

Rhett pulls his finger out and moves in once again until he builds a steady rhythm.

I let my head fall back and he supports my back with his palm still positioned in between my shoulder blades. I grind myself, moving back and forth and then in a circular motion as he begins to fuck my cunt harder. It feels so good. It feels better than just doing it by myself.

Spreading my legs wider, I allow more space for Rhett to come between me. His warm forehead is against mine and I’m staring back into his dark feral eyes. 

He moves in for another kiss and it’s not gentle. It’s hard and rough, animalistic and raw as he bites into my bottom lip hard enough that a metallic taste soon floods my mouth. But we don’t stop. We keep going. 

“Open your mouth, Ki.”

I do as told and open my mouth and he spits onto my tongue before crushing his mouth to mine once again.

Rhett keeps finger-fucking me and kissing me into oblivion, the pressure in my cunt is almost too much to handle.

Rhett pulls his fingers slightly out of me and I expect to come, but–Oh! It’s even better than just an orgasm. My eyes snap open and I glance down to see myself squirting.

“You look so pretty squirting your pussy juice all over, Princess,” Rhett whispers into my ear as he touches that sweet spot and my cunt contracts between I squirt again all over Rhett’s hand.

“Fuck!” I scream.

My father climbs over me and grabs both of my hands then, before pushing them about my head.

“It’s only just the beginning, Ki,” he says as I come back to reality, my body writhes in pleasure. “Your cunt belongs to me. You belong to me and I’ll fucking kill anyone that stands in the way of that, you understand?”

Before I can even nod, Rhett brings his hand up and slaps me hard across my cheek. Warm tears blur my vision as the pain settles in my face, travelling up to my temple. “You’re mine. Always and forever.”
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