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        When I saw him watching me get undressed, I knew one thing.

        It was time to cross the line and let Daddy inside.
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      I should’ve closed my door. God, I knew I should have because purposefully leaving it open for someone to look inside and seeing me get undressed was wrong. 

      And that’s exactly what I did.

      The late afternoon summer sun filtered through the sheer white curtains, casting a soft, hazy glow across my room. The air was cool, the AC working overtime to cool the house from the ninety degree heat outside.

      At twenty-years-old, I still lived at home with my father. I’d come in from taking a cool dip in the backyard pool, but even still, my skin felt too tight, my suit suctioned and clinging in all the wrong—or right—places. 

      I stood with my back to the door, pulling off my string bikini top, the material damp and now cold as it slid over my bare skin.

      I dropped the top to the floor, and for a second, I just stood there in my tiny bikini bottoms, my arms above my head, the light washing over my bare breasts and puckered nipples.

      My heart was already beating too fast—not from the heat or the sun but from the feeling that he watched me.

      My father. Daddy.

      It was a prickling sensation that started at the base of my neck and made the fine hairs on my arms rise.

      I wasn’t alone, and that made my pussy get all nice and juicy. Daddy was home, and he was watching his little girl get undressed.

      I turned, and there he was.

      Liam. My father. Looking hot as hell in his three-piece suit, his big, hard and muscular body concealed by the expensive material.

      We said nothing as I took my time looking at his tall, broad, and seemingly too big to fit in the doorway body.

      His gaze wasn’t on my face. It was lowered, dark and heavy-lidded, taking in my bared tits in with a hunger I yearned to see daily.

      Having this kind of sexual relationship with my father was frowned upon. Obviously. It was taboo and wrong on every single level. It wasn’t accepted by society, but we didn’t care.

      We’d been hot and heavy for the last year, right after he walked in on me changing—just like today—and something sparked and crackled between us.

      And since then, we hadn’t been able to keep our hands off each other.

      For a moment, neither of us said a word. Neither of us breathed.

      I should have felt ashamed. Embarrassed that my little pussy was wet for my father. But my heart pounded harder, and I clenched my thighs to stem off the feeling of my pussy cream slipping down my inner thighs.

      Daddy’s gaze burned over me like a physical–tangible–touch.

      “Your mother’s out,” he said finally, voice low, rough like gravel. 

      We both knew where she was. Fucking her boyfriend that she’d started having an affair with two years prior. Hell, she barely spoke to either of us anymore. I was pretty sure she was having some kind of midlife crisis where she reinvented herself, dressed half her age, and even found a man not much older than me.

      His gaze dragged up to meet mine, and my breath hitched at the raw intensity there. “You should close your door, baby girl.”

      Baby girl. The words hit me low in my belly and worked its way down to spear right between my legs. I grew wetter, and my clit throbbed and tingled. I shivered even though the room was warm enough I shouldn’t have.

      But my father always gave me such a visceral reaction.

      I opened my mouth to speak, but nothing came out. What could I say? That he and I both knew I left my door open on purpose so he would walk in on me and then… fuck his daughter?

      I didn’t speak, didn’t cover up. I just stood there, heart racing, wanting him to see every single inch of my body. Wanting to feel that hunger I glimpsed in his eyes when he looked at me when no one else was watching.

      He stepped forward. Just one slow, deliberate step. And it was enough to make my knees weak. Daddy closed the door, sealing us in, giving us this taboo privacy.

      And then he reached out and touched me. His knuckles grazed my cheek then lowered to my shoulder. But when he stopped, I held my breath, waiting for more.

      “Christ,” he muttered, his voice tight, strained. His jaw was clenched so hard I thought it might crack. I could even hear him grinding his molars to gather his self-control. “Don’t look at me like that.”

      “Like what?” My voice was barely a whisper, breathless and trembling. Needy.

      “Like you want me to take you to your bed and fuck you like a bad girl.”

      I sucked in a sharp breath, my pulse drumming so loud I could barely hear his words. But I felt them. Felt them like his hand that was now sliding down my chest and his fingers that were tweaking my stiff nipple.

      “Daddy’s good girl,” he murmured, wrapping his other hand around my nape, pulling me close and kissing me.
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      The air in the room felt heavy, charged with sexual energy.

      My heart thrummed in my chest, a steady rhythm that seemed to echo in my ears as my father dragged his tongue over my lips, drawing the bottom one into his mouth and sucking on it.

      The soft fabric of his suit brushed against my bare breasts, and I gasped when he pulled one of my nipples hard enough I felt that sting of pleasurable pain right between my thighs.

      He devoured my mouth, dominating me. And I let him because I fucking loved it.

      Daddy. The word rang in my mind, unspoken but heavy, a secret I knew I could never share. When he pulled back, breaking the kiss, his eyes were dark and intense. I felt a shiver run down my spine.

      “I love how you always look so timid, so nervous, sweetheart. You know Daddy will take care of you,” he said, his voice low and smooth.

      I swallowed hard, my throat suddenly dry. “I know you will, Daddy. You always make sure I get off first,” I admitted as heat filled me. He always made me come twice before he found his own release.

      His fingers stilled when he got to my bikini bottoms. I’d been so wrapped up in staring into his eyes and thinking about him making me come that I hadn’t realized he’d stopped tweaking my nipple.

      I could feel the heat radiating off him, knew he sported a massive hard-on even though he was pressed right up against me so I could feel it.

      You’re so beautiful,” he murmured, his hand leaving my nape so he could trace his thumb along the curve of my jaw. “Do you know that?”

      I felt my cheeks flush even more, and I looked away, suddenly self-conscious. “Daddy…” I started, but the word caught in my throat.

      “Shhh,” he whispered, his hand moving to tilt my chin up, so I was looking at him again. “Just give in, baby girl. Let Daddy make his sweetheart feel good.”

      Just give in. The words echoed in my mind, and I took a deep breath, trying to steady myself. His hand moved from my chin to my long hair, his fingers tangling gently in the dark brown strands that had dried wavy from my swim. 

      I closed my eyes, letting myself sink into the sensation. His touch was soothing, but there was an undercurrent of something else—something that made my stomach twist with both excitement and fear.

      Dark dominance.

      “That’s it,” he murmured, his voice soft but commanding. “Submit.”

      My breath hitched, and I opened my eyes to find him watching me intently. There was a hunger in his gaze that made my stomach flip, and I felt a warmth spread through me that had nothing to do with the temperature in the room.

      “Daddy…” I moaned again, my voice trembling this time. I wasn’t sure what I was asking for, but he seemed to understand.

      “I know,” he murmured, his hand coming to rest right between my thighs. I gasped and rose on my toes, the pressure from his big, powerful hand making the crotch of my wet bikini bottoms warm with my pussy juices.

      “We have to be quick. Not sure when your mother will be home.” He leaned in and nipped at my lips. “Not that I give a shit if she knows what I’m doing. She’s out fucking whoever she wants, and I’m here fucking the woman of my dreams.”

      I felt another rush of wet warmth between my legs. I nodded, unable to speak.

      “That’s it,” he murmured, his voice low and soothing. My Daddy Dom. 

      His fingers traced lazy patterns over the thin material of my bottoms that covered my bare pussy. I wanted to feel his skin on mine. I wanted those thick digits to finger-fuck me.

      “I remember when you wore that little lingerie set for me, the one that was lacy and black and had those pretty little garters.” His voice was rough as he reminisced. “But having you this way, wearing this tiny string bikini bottom turns me on even more, sweet girl.”

      I bit my lip to keep from making a sound, but it was getting harder and harder to stay quiet.

      And then he pulled the material to the side and touched my pussy lips, smearing my slick cream around and making me moan loud and long.

      “You’re so soft and wet. So warm and mine,” he growled, his voice thick with dark desire and pent-up arousal. “So perfect.”

      His words sent a thrill through me. My hips shifted slightly, almost involuntarily, needing him to slide a finger deep into my cunt.

      He chuckled softly. “Patience. We’ll get there.”  He teased me more with his hand, lightly brushing over my clit and tracing a circle around my hole that needed to be stretched and filled with his cock.

      I had patience, but it could only last for so long, especially when I needed my father’s gigantic cock shoved into my tight little pussy.
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      “Tell me what you want,” he demanded as he continued to tease me between my thighs, his tone leaving no room for argument.

      I hesitated, my cheeks burning with embarrassment. How could I say it out loud? How could I admit to him—to myself—just how badly I wanted this?

      “Take me to bed. Make me come with your mouth and fingers. Then fuck me until your cum is spilling from my cunt.” I knew how dirty he loved it, knew how much he loved me telling him exactly what I wanted.

      He smiled, a slow, satisfied smile that made my stomach flip. “Good girl,” he murmured, his voice dripping with praise. “Now let’s see how fast Daddy can make his good girl come.”

      Before I knew what was happening, he had me on my bed and my bikini bottoms off, my legs spread and my waxed slit on full display.

      He hummed and groaned. “I fucking love this little landing strip, sweetheart.” He trailed a finger down the trimmed thatch of hair.

      I moaned, my hips bucking involuntarily. He chuckled again, the sound dark and delicious.

      “So eager,” he teased, his fingers circling my pussy hole without actually entering me. “You’re going to be so good for me, aren’t you?”

      I nodded frantically, my body trembling with need. “Yes, Daddy,” I breathed, my voice barely audible. “You know how good I am.”

      “I sure do,” he said, his tone approving. “So fucking perfect.”

      His praise sent a thrill through me, had a rush of excitement that made my head spin. His fingers pressed harder against my cunt, and I gasped, my body arching off the bed again.

      “Yes,” I whimpered, my voice breaking.

      He made a soothing noise deep in his throat at the same time his other hand brushed a strand of hair from my face.

      I tried to relax, tried to let myself sink into the moment, but it was impossible. Every touch, every word, every breath was driving me closer to the edge, and he was taking his time… going so slow.

      And then, just when I thought I couldn’t take it anymore, he finally gave me what I wanted.

      His finger slipped inside me with a soft schlick, my pussy sucking that digit in deep. He added another, and when three, thick fingers were wedged in my cunt, I moaned loudly and grabbed a handful of my hair to stabilize myself.

      He finger-fucked me nice and slow but soon started working in and out of me faster. Harder. I cried out, my body convulsing around him.

      Daddy Liam groaned, the sound low and guttural, and I felt a surge of pride knowing I could affect him like that.

      “Fuck,” he muttered under his breath, his fingers moving deeper inside me. “You’re so tight. So wet.”

      I moaned again, my hips rocking against his hand, trying to get his fingers nice and deep in my pussy. The sensation of having Daddy fingering me was overwhelming, every stroke sending waves of pleasure through my body.

      I could feel myself creeping toward the edge, coating my father’s hand in my pussy juices. My breath came in short, shallow gasps as I moved closer to coming.

      “That’s it, pretty girl,” he encouraged, bending his head down, his face inches from my pussy. “Give your  daddy what he wants and drench my fingers.”

      I moaned, squeezed my eyes shut, and came right then… for Daddy.
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      Oh, I came alright. I squirted. All over the place. The clear fluid spraying out of me like a geyser, hitting Daddy right in the face. A smile tipped his lips as his tongue slid out of his mouth and dragged across them—licking, tasting, savoring my cum.

      When I came down from my high, the room was thick with anticipation, the air heavy with the smell of sex and taboo need.

      I felt my heart pounding in my chest, each beat echoing in my ears as Daddy slowly withdrew those thick, masculine fingers from my cunt, swirling his cum-coated digits around my asshole, slightly, barely, inserting one before withdrawing it. The sudden emptiness made me whimper, a soft, needy sound that escaped my lips before I could stop it. 

      My body ached for what only my father could give me, for the fullness of his enormous cock being shoved inside my tight little pussy.

      Daddy’s dark eyes locked onto mine, intense and unyielding. His gaze was like a physical touch, so tangible that my inner muscles clenched, needing to be filled all over again.

      He shifted over me, his breath warm against my skin. I could smell the faint scent of his cologne mixed with something deeper, more primal. It was his desire for me. His daughter.

      We knew this was wrong, but neither one of us could stop it. We didn’t want to. And as I stared at him, my stomach tightened, a coil of something I could never name winding tighter in me.

      He kissed me slowly and then leaned back. In a matter of seconds, my father was tearing away at his clothes until he stood at the edge of the bed totally nude. His body was big and hard, all raw muscles despite being twenty-five years older than my  twenty.

      Daddy grabbed his huge, hard cock and stroked himself from root to tip, pushing out beads of pre-cum until the sticky strands dripped off the crown and  onto the bedspread.

      “You want this?” he asked, his voice low and gravelly as he pointed his cock toward me while still jerking off. “You want Daddy to shove this big, fat dick in that tiny pussy of yours?”

      Shivers raced down my spine. He may have made it sound like a question—but it wasn’t one. Not really. He liked playing with me, teasing me.

      “I want Daddy’s cock. In my mouth. Deep in my pussy,” I whispered, my voice trembling. “I want you to… to cum in me.”

      A slow, predatory smile spread across his face, and I felt a thrill of both fear and excitement. He kneeled on the bed, but before I could anticipate what he was doing, my father gripped my hips and flipped me over. He lifted my lower half up off the bed, my ass popped up, and shoved my thighs open, my pussy lips parting obscenely.

      “You’ll get all of that, sweet girl. But first, Daddy is going to spank this perfect ass and pussy until they are swollen and pink. Then I’ll force my cock in you and make you take every ounce of my cum.” 

       I looked over my shoulder, but as soon as our gazes locked, my father brought a heavy hand down on my left ass cheek. The sting was instant, the blood rushing just below the surface. I gasped and bit my lip, my eyes closing on their own as I absorbed the feeling.

      It hurt… but so good.

      He spanked me repeatedly, my left cheek then my right, until my ass felt bruised, my skin far too sensitive for even the air. “Look at this perfect, tiny ass. Getting all red from Daddy’s hands.” He smacked me again, and I moaned. “Let’s get this cunt looking the same way, sweetheart.”

      The moans and groans that came from both of us were lewd and loud as he shifted his hand and started spanking me between my legs. My pussy lips tingled, my clit throbbed in time with my heart beat.

      Only when he deemed himself done erotically torturing me did my father flip me back over, shift his weight, and position himself between my legs. I was boneless, my pussy and ass so tender that even the soft sheets felt a little like torture. But I loved it.

      I felt the heat of him, the sheer size of him surrounding me. And when he moved closer, placing a hand on my inner thighs to keep me spread open for him, I held my breath.

      Daddy notched the thick crown at my pussy hole, stared into my eyes for a moment, and then thrust into me. The first inch of him slid in with a wet schlick, the sound obscene and delicious. I gasped, my back arching off the bed, my tits shaking from my movement..

      He pushed in deeper, stretching me in ways only he could. He shoved the rest of his cock in my body, and when his hips met mine with a sharp slap, I cried out. The sensation was overwhelming.

      Instinctively, I reached for him, curing my nails into his biceps so hard I knew I had to be hurting him.

      “That’s it,” he growled, his hands gripping my hips tightly as he held me down. “Take it. Take all of me.”

      He pumped, his cock sliding in and out of me with a relentless rhythm. Each thrust sent jolts of pleasure through my body, and my pussy clenched around him as if trying to pull him deeper.

      I wanted as deep as he could be.

      The sound of our bodies meeting filled the room, a symphony of slapping noises that fueled my need to come again and heightened the intensity.

      He placed a finger on my clit and started rubbing me hard and fast, never once let up on his ruthless pounding. I could feel myself getting closer to the edge, the pressure building inside me with every hard pump.

      “Daddy,” I moaned, my voice breaking. “Please… please don’t stop.”

      “Never, baby girl.” And then he fucked me harder, his hips slamming into mine with a force that made my vision blur.

      The feeling of his cock pulsing inside me told me he was close to coming, to fill me up with his thick, white seed.

      “Come in me, Daddy. Fill me up.” And then he was letting out a guttural groan as he went over the edge. I came right along with him, and I swore I felt his jizz shooting deep inside me in hot, thick spurts.

      The sensation of my father coming inside of me was indescribable, the warmth of his semen filling me completely until I felt hot all over.

      Once he was done coming, he stayed lodged inside of me, sitting back a fraction, lightly pinching my erect nipples then soothing them with a soft caress of his fingertips. Daddy smoothed his hands over my stomach and down to where we were connected, gently massaging my pussy lips around his still hard cock. “So perfect. So beautiful.”

      With a harsh sound, he pulled out of my pussy. I felt his jizz leak out of me before dripping down the crease of my ass and soaking the sheets.

      “Daddy gave his pretty girl a huge load.” He moved between my legs, slid his hands under my ass, and lifted my lower body up just slightly so I was angled in a way my pussy hovered over his waiting mouth. “Push me out, Emma,” he moaned.

      I was panting as I did what he said, constricting my inner pussy muscles and forcing his jizz out of my hole. From my position, I could make out my father shifting so he could hold his open mouth over my cunt and catch his cum, letting his seed waterfall into him. And when he had a mouthful, he moved back up my body, gripped my mouth, and spit his cum between my lips.

      I knew what he wanted as I rose and kissed him, his jizz still in my mouth. We swapped Daddy’s semen back and forth, snowballing it between us. I was getting turned on all over again.

      He broke away, and I swallowed what he left in my mouth, taking my father’s load down my throat and into my belly.

      “You’re so fucking hot,” he groaned. He lay behind me, just holding me, our bodies naked and the sweat cooling on our skin.

      “You did so well, Emma baby. Daddy’s good girl,” he murmured, his voice soft now, almost tender as he dragged the tips of his fingers over my arm. “You took my dick so well.”

      Despite this calm moment after being fucked by my father, I knew he wasn’t done with me yet. And my body was already responding as if I hadn’t just gotten off twice, as if the remnants of my daddy’s cum wasn’t still slipping out of my sore pussy.

      But the truth was… I could never get enough of my daddy.
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        Two years later

      

      

      The morning sun streamed through the kitchen window, casting golden light across the little house Liam and I now called ours. The air smelled like fresh coffee and bacon.

      I couldn’t stop smiling as I stretched in our bed, my body naked and sore from the rough fucking last night.

      My mother and father had divorced, not because of her finding out about our relationship but because she was done with us and wanted to start a whole new life.

      And once their divorce had been finalized, we’d moved states away and started over. Not as father and daughter but as partners… as so much more.  

      I got out of bed, threw on one of Daddy’s button-down shirts, and made my way to the kitchen. I smiled again when I saw Daddy Liam standing at the stove shirtless, his gray sweatpants slung low on his hips.

      He flipped a pancake and ran a hand through his short, dark hair. The muscles in his back and biceps flexed, and I held in my moan. He put the pancake on a plate, grabbed his cup of coffee, and turned to the side as he took a long sip.

      His hair was messy from sleep, his jaw shadowed with stubble. I continued to watch the way his muscles flexed as he moved, the way I’d never seen a more handsome man in my life.

      It felt like I was in a dream sometimes—like how I was so lucky to be with a man who loved me more than anything. I thought about how we’d ended up here and how despite the forbidden and taboo nature of our relationship and the obstacles we would no doubt eventually deal with we’d face them together.

      What mattered was us and how happy we were.

      Liam glanced up, catching me staring, and the corner of his mouth curved in a sexy as hell smirk. “Morning, baby.”

      I felt my cheeks heat as I blushed and walked up to him. Daddy wrapped an arm around me and kissed the top of my head. His heat, his strength—it wrapped around me until I felt like nothing could ever touch us.

      His mouth found my neck, his lips brushing that spot right below my ear that caused me to shiver and my nipples to tightened. I leaned into him, closing my eyes, and just… breathed him in.

      We never stopped wanting each other, not even after several years had passed. Our sex life was just as hot and intense as it had been from day one. In fact, I’d say it was even more combustible after we bought our own house and officially became a couple. People didn’t know we were father and daughter, and we would keep that between us. All they needed to know was that we loved each other.

      Liam and I knew our relationship wasn’t conventional. We could never have biological children together. Marriage was next to impossible with our current situation, but that didn’t stop us from telling people that’s exactly what we were. We had the same last name, after all. But any negativity, any obstacles didn’t matter because we had each other.

      He turned me in his arms, lifting me onto the counter like I weighed nothing, stepping between my legs. His eyes were dark. That hunger I knew so well was always there, directed at me. He was insatiable, and I wouldn’t have it any other way.

      We kissed like we hadn’t already spent the night fucking like rabbits. And even my sore pussy was ready to get fucked again.

      Every day with Daddy Liam felt like a fantasy come to life.

      “I love you,” he said, his voice rumbling through me.

      I smiled, pressing a kiss over his heart. “I love you more.”

      “Not possible.”

      I smiled and felt warmth fill me.

      We’d built our own world, and it was perfect for us.
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