
  
    [image: Big Daddy]
  


  
    
      Big Daddy

      
        BLUE COLLAR DADDIES

        BOOK ONE

      

    

    
      
        KL DONN

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: KL Donn]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2025 by KL Donn

      Big Daddy

      Blue Collar Daddies Book 1

      www.authorkldonn.com

      All rights reserved.

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

      Cover Design & Formatting: Alluring Write Productions

      Editing: KA Matthews

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Contents

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        1. Matilda

      

      
        2. Big Daddy

      

      
        3. Matilda

      

      
        4. Big Daddy

      

      
        5. Matilda

      

      
        6. Big Daddy

      

      
        7. Matilda

      

      
        8. Big Daddy

      

      
        9. Matilda

      

      
        10. Big Daddy

      

      
        Epilogue One

      

      
        Epilogue Two

      

    

    
      
        Mack Daddy

      

      
        Blue Collar Daddies

      

      
        About the Author

      

      
        Also by KL Donn

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Synopsis

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        From USA Today Bestselling Author KL Donn comes the Blue Collar Daddies series, where the men are older, the women younger, and everyone gets their very own Daddy.

        They call me Big Daddy.

        I'm big.

        I'm mean.

        And I don't give a shit about anyone.

        Until her.

        My beautiful baby girl.

        Half my age and curious as fuck.

        Sweet as cherry pie,

        Matilda Grape-Vine is a wet dream come true.

        I'll fuck her, love her, and when it comes time to let her go,

        I'll claim her.

        From the Author: Big Daddy is every bit as filthy as he seems, and he'll stop at nothing to lay claim to his baby girl, even if it means filling her with his baby batter.
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        Signup for my newsletter so you never miss a release.

        KL’s Confessions – Newsletter

        Free Books from KL Donn

        What’s Coming this Year

        Coloring pages, other printables, & family trees.
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      Staring at the dials on my dashboard as smoke billows from the hood of my car, I don’t know whether to cry or scream. Maybe laughter is an option. A good maniacal outburst might make me feel better. I doubt it, but a girl can dream.

      Today was supposed to be my big break. A way to get out from under the thumb of my current manager/agent and break out on my own. I’ve been modeling since I was ten, and my momager has been the bane of my existence ever since. Leaving her in California to move to Jacksonville, Florida, with my dad was the only decision I’ve made that was acceptable to all parties.

      I took this gig for a new magazine and swimsuit line knowing it was a gamble. I was okay with that. When I arrived in Wilmington, North Carolina, late last night, I met the designer of the line and the director of the shoot—both women—which eased my anxiety. Everything was going great today, too, until the photographer cornered me privately and tried to force his hand into the bottom of my bikini.

      When I shoved him away, he called me more vile names than I even knew existed. Thankfully, we’d already gotten the shots needed, and the director backed me up. She laced into the man without hesitation because she’d heard rumors circulating around, but nothing had been proven. Well, they were now. It was caught on one of the security cameras in the condo we were renting. After the threat of a lawsuit, he released the images to her and walked away.

      I opted to leave, nonetheless.

      I was gifted the bikini I’m currently wearing, and stupidly decided to take off early without changing. All I wanted was to get home and into my own bed, wash this trip off, and hope for the best. Instead, I’m stuck on the side of a two-lane highway, praying my pain-in-the-ass car will turn over and not be broken down like it’s indicating. The fact that I decided to take the scenic route home, wanting to stop in Florence, Columbia, and Augusta, was stupid. I’m not far outside Florence, just past the Darlington Raceway, hoping to see the track, but it was all shut down for the night already.

      My car should have been fine all the way home, but nooooo, it just had to act up. Pressing the button to pop the hood, I step out of the vehicle into the sweltering heat and lift it. Smoke smacks me in the face like a bad night of drinking, and all I can do is stare.

      I don’t know anything about cars. I grew up in the lights of Hollywood, behind a mother chasing fame and realizing she could use me to do it. My father has lived in Florida for most of my life—since the divorce I have no recollection of—and he’s a realtor. He wouldn’t know a damn thing, either.

      Leaving the hood raised, I hear the sound of a big rig rolling along, and I have a decision to make. See if the driver can help me or let him drive on by in the hopes my car troubles will magically resolve themselves. Fat chance.

      Just as I make the choice to toss on a shirt before waving the guy down, the truck comes around the corner faster than I thought possible, and I wave my hands wildly, hoping whoever is behind the wheel will stop for me. He doesn’t have a load on the back, so it's not as jarring when he halts so suddenly.

      Pasting a smile on my face, I try not to think about the fact that I’m wearing a thong bikini, and the top barely covers my nipples. God, what if he tries something? I’m an idiot. I’m the dumb girl in horror movies who dies first because she’s just too stupid to live. Great.

      It takes a minute, but the driver steps down from his truck, and I get a good look at him. Flannel shirt unbuttoned, showing off an impressive body with mouthwatering abs I’d like to lick, and sleeves rolled up and exposing corded muscles covered in dark ink. Sunglasses shade his eyes, a beard covers the bottom half of his face, and those thighs… Oh my god. I’m a sucker for big, thick thighs. They ripple with each step he takes, and I find myself not so upset over the idea of him trying something with me.

      What is wrong with you, Matilda?

      If only my mother could see me now.

      “Car trouble?” My nipples erupt like a volcano at the rough rumble in his voice.

      “Uh, yeah.” Gosh, he’s tall. So very tall. “Something blew under my hood.” Mortification turns me ten shades of red as his lips quirk up at the side, not missing my blunder. “There’s a lot of smoke,” I try to recover.

      “Lead the way,” he offers. My thighs quiver and rub together as need and desire throb between them for the first time in my life.

      I’m in so much trouble.

      Turning away, I completely forget my state of undress until I hear his cursing. It’s too late to do anything now; he’s seen far more than most men have tried as I lead him to my car.

      “Dangerous greeting a strange man looking like that.” I jump, my back hitting his chest as his hands settle on my ribs. I didn’t realize he was so close.

      “It wasn’t intentional.” I turn my head to look up at him. He’d have to bend down to kiss me. Where did that thought come from?

      It’s official, I’m broken. My brain is fried. I’m blaming the heat. Why does it have to be so hot, anyway?

      “You won’t find me complaining, little girl.” Was that whimper me? When was the last time someone called me little girl?

      Stop it, Matilda!

      “What’s your name, sweetness?” He leans forward, forcing my body closer to the engine with one hand on the car's fender, and the other has managed to move down my thigh and is just inches from my pussy. My very wet and aching-for-him pussy.

      His hands are oh so huge.

      I have to lick my lips before answering him, “Matilda Grape-Vine.” My parents just had to give me both of their surnames.

      “Bet you’re sweet like one too.” Before I can respond, his tongue travels up the column of my neck before he whispers, “Come for me, little girl.” And dear god, like the hussy I’m turning out to be, I do.
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      I didn’t expect her to actually do it. I muttered the words, and it was fucking instantaneous. Cupping her cunt with one hand over her tiny bottoms, I can feel her pussy throbbing, begging to be filled with my huge cock. The other holds her to my chest so she doesn’t fall into her car’s engine.

      “Fucking beautiful, little girl.” She whimpers again. It’s how I knew she was mine. She just begs to be dominated by a Daddy who knows how to take care of her. “You’re soaked for me, aren’t you?” She mutters something about being the dumb bitch who dies, and I can’t help chuckling. “No plans on killing you, sweetness, but I’m definitely fucking this pussy tonight. You a virgin?” Pressing my forehead into the back of hers, I pray to fuck she is. I don’t know why, I just need to see her blood on my dick. I’m a sick, sick man.

      “Never been touched.” She barely breathes out the words, and my dick damn near punches a hole through my jeans to get at her. “How did you manage that?” She turns in my arms as she asks that, and I grip her closer so her bare ass doesn’t hit the sizzling grill of her car.

      “Make you come?” She nods at my response, her bright green eyes wide with curiosity. “You’re mine. Your body knows it, respects my command.” Squeezing her cunt in my hand, her gasp turns into a moan. “Your radiator is shot. You need a new one.”

      “Wh-what?” Her glossy eyes can’t focus beyond the pleasure I’m supplying her.

      “You need a new radiator. Helps regulate your engine. Can’t move without one.”

      She lets out a strangled groan as she deflates in my arms. “What the hell am I going to do now?”

      I don’t believe the question is for me, but I answer anyway. “I’ve got a buddy in Darlington. I’ll have him come get the car, take it back to his shop, and see what he can do.” Fucking junk it for all I care.

      “Thank you.” She relaxes slightly before muttering, “Maybe he’ll drop me off at a hotel.”

      “I don’t fucking think so,” I bark out so roughly that she jumps in my arms, sliding away from me in her haste. “No man gets to come near you, especially dressed like that.” I realize my anger is reflected on my face. I can see it in the widening of her eyes and the way she’s backing away from me, but I can’t help it. I need her to understand that she’s mine, that no other man around will ever do.
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