
        
            
                
            
        

    
Asleep in My Best Friend’s Daughter


Chapter One

I killed the truck’s engine outside the cabin as the first heavy raindrops hit the windshield. My best friend Mark had asked me weeks ago if his twenty-three-year-old daughter Kennedy could use the lake cabin for a few quiet days after her breakup. I’d said yes immediately and planned to stay completely away during her visit—give the girl some privacy. 

But work wrapped up early, and the forecast warned of a bad summer storm rolling in. Driving all the way back to the city tonight would be risky. I figured I’d crash in the guest room, keep my distance, and leave as soon as the roads cleared.

I was not expecting what I found when I quietly pushed open the front door.

The power was already flickering from the storm. Thunder rumbled closer as I stepped inside, rain now pounding the roof. There, in the open loft that served as the master bedroom, was Kennedy—fast asleep on my bed. She must have been exhausted from the drive. 

She’d changed into one of my old gray t-shirts, the hem riding dangerously high on her thighs. It barely covered the bottom curve of her ass. No panties. Her long legs were relaxed and slightly parted, giving me a clear view of her soft, bare pussy lips, already glistening in the low light. Her full tits rose and fell gently beneath the thin fabric, nipples visibly hardened.

Fuck.

I knew she’d be here. I just hadn’t expected… this. She looked so peaceful. So exposed. So goddamn tempting. I was forty-two. Her father’s best friend. Practically an uncle to her growing up. Guilt twisted sharp in my chest even as my cock stiffened rapidly, thick and heavy against my jeans.

The rain intensified into a roar. I glanced toward the windows. These summer storms turned the dirt road into a river fast. I was already here. Turning around now would be dangerous. I was trapped with her until it passed.

I should have gone straight to the guest room. Instead, I climbed the stairs to the loft, moving quietly. I stopped at the side of the bed, heart hammering.

“Kennedy…” I breathed. I told myself I’d only look. Just for a moment.

My hand moved on its own, lightly brushing the bare skin of her thigh just above her knee. Her skin was warm and silky. She sighed softly in her sleep and shifted, her leg parting a little wider. 

The subtle reaction sent a jolt straight to my cock. 
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I swallowed hard and let my fingers trail slowly higher, stroking the soft inside of her thigh. Another quiet sound escaped her—almost a hum. Encouraged, I kept going, inching upward until my fingertips grazed the crease where her thigh met her pussy.

She was soaked. My fingers slid easily along her outer lips, teasing without penetrating. Kennedy’s hips gave the faintest roll toward my touch, even as her eyes remained closed. My breathing grew ragged. I traced her slit lightly, coating my fingers in her wetness, then circled her clit with the pad of my middle finger in slow, gentle strokes.

“Fuck, baby girl,” I whispered under my breath. She was dripping. I pressed one thick finger inside her just to the first knuckle, feeling her tight walls flutter around me. She whimpered softly, her pussy clenching. I pushed deeper, slowly working the full finger in and out while my thumb continued lazy circles on her clit.

Kennedy’s breathing quickened. Her hips rocked gently against my hand in her sleep, chasing the pleasure. I added a second finger, stretching her carefully, curling them to stroke that sensitive spot inside her. She was so wet the obscene sounds of my fingers pumping into her were just audible over the rain.

I couldn’t take it anymore. 

I dropped to my knees beside the bed, eyes locked on where my fingers disappeared into her pretty pink cunt. Leaning in, I replaced my thumb with my tongue, licking slow, broad strokes over her clit while I continued fingering her deeper.

Kennedy moaned louder, her body responding beautifully even before her eyes fluttered open. When they did, they were hazy with sleep and arousal. She looked down at me between her thighs—my fingers buried inside her, my tongue on her clit—and instead of panic, a deep flush spread across her cheeks.

“Uncle Jake…?” she whispered, voice husky. Her hand drifted down to rest lightly in my hair, not pushing me away. “I… I’ve touched myself thinking about you so many times.”

The words snapped the last thread of my control. I curled my fingers deeper and sucked gently on her clit as thunder crashed overhead.

“That’s my good girl,” I growled against her soaked flesh. “Tell me you want this.”

Her thighs trembled around my head. “Yes, please don’t stop.”


Chapter Two

I kept my fingers buried deep inside her, curling them slowly against that spongy spot that made her hips jerk, while my tongue worked her clit in steady, relentless circles. Kennedy’s fingers tightened in my hair, not pushing me away but holding me there as soft, breathy moans spilled from her lips.

“I’ve wanted this for so long,” she whispered, voice trembling. “Every time you hugged me… every time you called me kiddo… I’d go home and touch myself thinking about your hands instead.”

Her confession made my cock throb painfully against the side of the bed. I groaned into her pussy and doubled down—sucking her clit gently between my lips while I pumped my fingers faster. The wet, obscene sounds of her soaking my hand mixed with the roar of the rain on the roof. Thunder rolled through the cabin like it approved.

Kennedy’s thighs started to shake around my head. Her breathing turned into desperate little pants. “Uncle Jake… oh god, right there—”

I curled my fingers harder, stroking that perfect spot over and over while my tongue flicked rapidly across her swollen clit. She came with a sharp cry, her pussy clamping down rhythmically around my fingers, flooding my tongue with her sweet release. I didn’t stop, licking her through every pulse until her legs were trembling uncontrollably and her grip in my hair bordered on desperate.

As she came down, panting and whimpering, she looked at me with glassy, lust-drunk eyes and whispered the words that sealed her fate:

“Daddy… please…”

The word hit me like a lightning strike. Something primal unlocked in my chest.

I rose from my knees, crawling up her body. The t-shirt had bunched up around her ribs, exposing her tits. I shoved it higher and sucked one stiff nipple into my mouth as I notched the thick head of my cock against her dripping entrance. She was still fluttering from her orgasm.

“Look at me, baby,” I said, voice rough. I pushed forward slowly, stretching her open inch by thick inch. Kennedy gasped, her nails digging into my shoulders as her tight pussy struggled to take me. “That’s it… such a good girl for Daddy.”

She moaned at the word, her walls clenching hard around me. I kept going—slow, deliberate strokes—feeding her every inch until I was buried to the hilt, my heavy balls pressed against her ass. She felt impossibly tight, hot, and perfect.

“Fuck, Kennedy,” I groaned, holding still inside her so she could adjust. Our eyes stayed locked in the flashes of lightning. “You feel so goddamn good. Been driving me crazy for years.”

I started moving—long, deep thrusts that dragged against every sensitive spot inside her. Not frantic yet. Just slow and claiming. Each time I bottomed out she let out a soft, broken moan, her legs wrapping around my waist like she never wanted me to leave.

“Daddy…” she breathed again, the word coming easier now, her hips starting to meet my thrusts. “You’re so big… I can feel you everywhere.”
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I kissed her then—deep and hungry—while I kept fucking her with those measured, powerful strokes. Kennedy’s soft “Daddy” whispers were driving me insane. 

I grabbed her wrists and pinned them above her head with one hand, holding her in place as I started fucking her harder. The wet slap of skin on skin grew louder, competing with the thunderstorm outside.

“Tell me more, baby girl,” I growled, leaning down to bite at her neck. “Tell Daddy what you used to think about when you touched this pretty pussy.”

Kennedy moaned loudly, her back arching off the bed as I drove into her. “I… I used to watch you when you’d come over to help Dad with projects,” she panted between thrusts. “You’d get sweaty and your shirt would ride up… I’d go to my room and finger myself imagining you bending me over and just taking me.”

Her words made me growl. I released her wrists, grabbed her hips instead, and started pounding into her harder—deep, punishing strokes that made her tits bounce. The bed creaked beneath us. I could feel her getting even wetter, her pussy fluttering around my thick cock.

“Such a dirty little girl,” I rasped, angling my hips so I dragged against her G-spot with every thrust. “My best friend’s daughter creaming herself over me for years. And now you’re taking Daddy’s cock like you were made for it.”

“Yes—fuck—yes, Daddy!” she cried out. Her nails raked down my back. “I used to imagine you getting me pregnant… sneaking into my room and filling me up so no one else could have me.”

Her fantasy hit me like a drug. I snarled and drove into her even deeper, pinning one of her legs back toward her chest so I could fuck her harder. “That’s right, baby. Daddy’s going to ruin this tight little pussy. Gonna fill you up with so much cum it has to take. You want that? Want me to breed my best friend’s daughter?”

Kennedy’s eyes rolled back, her walls clamping down like a vice around me. “Yes, Daddy! Please—fill me up. I want it so bad!”

I lost the last of my control. I fucked her hard and fast, the headboard slamming against the wall in rhythm with the thunder. When she came again—shaking, screaming my name and calling me Daddy—her pussy milked me so perfectly I couldn’t hold back. I buried myself to the hilt and exploded, pumping rope after thick rope of hot cum deep inside her. I kept thrusting through it, fucking my seed even deeper, claiming her completely.

We stayed locked together, panting as the aftershocks rolled through us. My cock was still buried inside her, twitching, as I kissed her slow and deep. Cum was already starting to leak out around me.

“Fuck, Kennedy,” I murmured against her lips. “We’re just getting started.”


Chapter Three

I stayed buried inside her for a long moment, savoring the way her pussy continued to flutter and milk every last drop from me. When I finally pulled out, the sight nearly made me hard again instantly. Thick white cum oozed from her swollen, well-fucked pussy, slowly dripping down her slit and onto the sheets. Kennedy whimpered at the loss, her hips chasing me instinctively.

“Look at that,” I murmured, running my thumb through the mess and pushing some of it back inside her. “Daddy made such a pretty mess of you.”

She shivered, eyes glassy with lust. My cock, still semi-hard and glistening with our combined juices, twitched at the sight. The storm showed no signs of letting up, and neither did the hunger between us.

I flipped her over onto her stomach without warning, then pulled her hips up so she was on all fours. Kennedy gasped, instinctively arching her back and pushing her ass toward me. The position was obscene—her face pressed into the pillow, back dipped, ass high in the air with my cum still leaking from her.

“Fuck, baby girl,” I growled, gripping her hips hard enough to leave marks. “You look so perfect like this. Made for Daddy to ruin.”

I rubbed my cock along her messy slit, coating myself in the mix of her cream and my cum, then slapped the thick head against her clit a few times. She moaned and pushed back, desperate for me again.

“Please, Daddy… I need you back inside me.”

I didn’t make her wait long. I lined up and thrust in hard, burying myself in one powerful stroke. The new angle let me go even deeper. Kennedy cried out into the pillow, her fingers twisting in the sheets. I gave her only a few seconds to adjust before I started fucking her properly—long, brutal strokes that made her ass ripple with every impact.

I brought my hand down in a sharp spank on her right cheek. She clenched around me with a broken moan.

“Again,” she begged. “Harder, Daddy.”

I spanked her again, then again on the other side, watching the skin bloom pink as I pounded into her. I wrapped her long hair around my fist and pulled her head back, forcing her to arch deeper. The wet, filthy sounds of my cock slamming into her cum-filled pussy filled the cabin.

“You’ve been teasing me for years without even knowing it,” I growled, leaning over her back so my chest pressed against her. “Prancing around in those little shorts when you visited. Now you’re getting exactly what you wanted—Daddy’s big cock stretching this young pussy and filling it with cum.”

Kennedy was pushing back to meet every thrust, fucking herself on me like she was starving for it. “Yes—God, yes! I used to wear them on purpose… hoping you’d notice. I wanted you to bend me over just like this and breed me.”

Her words snapped something in me. I released her hair, gripped both hips with bruising force, and started railing her with deep, punishing strokes. The headboard slammed rhythmically against the wall. I reached around and rubbed her clit in tight circles while I fucked her senseless.

“Gonna fill you up again, baby girl,” I panted. “Gonna pump so much cum into this womb you’ll be dripping for days. Maybe I’ll knock you up… make my best friend a grandpa without him ever knowing who did it.”

The dirty fantasy sent her over the edge. Kennedy came hard with a scream, her pussy spasming violently around my cock. The rhythmic squeezing pulled my own orgasm from me. I buried myself as deep as possible and unloaded again, flooding her with even more thick ropes of cum. I kept grinding deep through both our orgasms, making sure every drop stayed inside her.

When I finally pulled out, a gush of cum poured from her wrecked hole. Kennedy collapsed onto the bed, panting and trembling. I lay down beside her and pulled her into my arms, kissing her sweat-damp forehead as thunder continued to rumble outside.

“You’re mine now, Kennedy,” I whispered against her hair. “No going back.”


Chapter Four

The storm showed no signs of stopping, and neither did we. After a few minutes of catching our breath, I felt Kennedy shift restlessly against me. She was still leaking my cum, thighs slick with it.

“I’m thirsty,” she whispered with a shy little smile, “and starving.”

I chuckled and kissed her forehead. “Stay here. I’ll get us something.”

I pulled on a pair of loose shorts and headed downstairs. The power had flickered back on at some point, casting a warm glow through the cabin. I was in the kitchen filling two glasses with water when I heard soft footsteps behind me.

Kennedy had followed me down wearing nothing but my oversized gray t-shirt. It barely covered her ass, and I could see fresh cum still trickling down the inside of her thigh. My cock twitched back to life immediately.

“Couldn’t wait?” I asked, voice already rough again.

She shook her head, biting her lip as she hopped up to sit on the edge of the kitchen island, legs dangling. The move made the t-shirt ride up completely, exposing her glistening, cum-filled pussy. She spread her thighs a little wider, giving me a perfect view.

“I missed you already, Daddy.”

I set the glasses down and stepped between her legs, kissing her hard and deep. My hands roamed under the shirt, squeezing her tits and pinching her nipples until she moaned into my mouth. I dropped to my knees right there on the kitchen floor, pushed her thighs wider, and buried my face in her messy cunt.

I licked and sucked greedily, tasting both of us mixed together. Kennedy gasped, one hand gripping my hair while the other braced on the counter. I devoured her — long licks, sucking on her clit, pushing my tongue inside her to scoop out more of my own cum. The filthy act made her whimper and grind against my face.

When she was shaking and close, I stood up, freed my rock-hard cock, and rubbed it along her slick folds.

“Beg for it,” I ordered.

“Please, Daddy,” she breathed, eyes locked on mine. “Fuck me again. Fill me up more. I want to feel you dripping out of me for days.”

I thrust into her in one smooth stroke, burying myself balls-deep. The new position on the island let me hit even deeper. I fucked her with steady, powerful strokes, gripping her ass to pull her onto me.
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I spanked her ass sharply. “Such a greedy little girl. Taking Daddy’s cock in the kitchen like a slut.”

Kennedy moaned louder, wrapping her legs around my waist. “Only for you. I’ve wanted you to ruin me for so long… wanted you to breed me since I was old enough to know what that meant.”

I lifted her off the island, spun her around, and bent her over it. Her tits pressed against the cool countertop as I slammed back into her from behind. I grabbed a fistful of her hair and yanked her head back, arching her spine deeply while I railed her with long, punishing thrusts.

I leaned over her, biting down hard on the junction of her neck and shoulder, sucking a mark into her skin. Kennedy cried out in pleasure. My free hand slid up to wrap around her throat, applying firm, controlled pressure as I pounded into her.

“That’s it, baby girl,” I growled against her ear, lunging deep with every thrust. “Take Daddy’s cock like the filthy little slut you are for me.”

The combination of my hand in her hair, the chokehold on her throat, and my teeth grazing her skin had her pushing back desperately, meeting every brutal stroke. I spanked her ass repeatedly, turning it pink as I fucked her harder.

“You want Daddy’s baby?” I panted, tightening my grip on her throat just enough to make her moan louder. “Want me to knock up my best friend’s daughter right here on the kitchen counter while I choke you?”

“Yes—fuck, Daddy!” she gasped, voice strained from the choke and the pounding. “Breed me. Fill me until it sticks!”

I released her throat, grabbed both hips, and fucked her with savage, lunging thrusts — deep, powerful, and relentless. The wet slap of skin and the obscene squelching of my cum being forced deeper filled the kitchen. I reached around and rubbed her clit furiously.

Kennedy came with a shattered scream, her entire body shaking as her pussy clamped down hard around me. The intense squeezing dragged my own orgasm out of me. I buried myself to the hilt and roared, pumping thick, hot jets of cum deep into her womb for the third time. I kept grinding and thrusting through it, making sure every drop stayed inside her.

When I finally pulled out, a heavy gush of cum poured from her wrecked hole onto the floor. Kennedy’s legs were trembling so badly she could barely stand.

I turned her around, lifted her onto the counter, and kissed her slow and deep while we both caught our breath.

“Drink your water, baby girl,” I murmured, still stroking her thighs. “You’re going to need your strength.”


Chapter Five

I gave Kennedy a few minutes to drink her water and catch her breath, but my hands never left her body. I kept stroking her thighs, occasionally pushing two fingers back into her cum-filled pussy just to feel how full she was. She shivered and whimpered softly every time.

“Come on, baby girl,” I said, lifting her off the counter and into my arms. “I’m not done with you yet.”

I carried her into the living room and laid her down on the thick rug in front of the big stone fireplace. The power had gone out again, so I quickly built a fire. Warm orange light soon danced across her skin as she lay there watching me, legs slightly spread, my cum still slowly leaking from her.

I stripped off my shorts and knelt between her thighs, kissing up her body slowly — calves, inner thighs, stomach, tits — until I reached her mouth. The kiss was deep and hungry. I rolled onto my back and pulled her on top of me.

“Ride Daddy, Kennedy,” I murmured against her lips. “Let me watch you take every inch.”

She straddled me eagerly, reaching between us to line up my thick cock with her dripping entrance. She sank down slowly, moaning loudly as I stretched her again. The firelight made everything look even filthier — her tits bouncing slightly, my cock disappearing into her cum-slick pussy.

“Fuck, you’re so deep like this,” she breathed, starting to roll her hips. I gripped her ass, guiding her movements as she rode me.

I sat up slightly, leaning against the couch behind me so I could suck on her tits while she moved. I bit down gently on one nipple, then the other, making her gasp and grind harder. My hands slid up her back and into her hair, tugging her head back so I could kiss and bite along her throat.

“That’s my good girl,” I praised, voice low. “Look at you — riding Daddy’s cock like you were born for it. So fucking full of my cum already and still greedy for more.”

Kennedy moaned, picking up speed. She braced her hands on my chest and started bouncing properly, taking me deep with every drop. The wet sounds of her pussy were obscene in the quiet moments between thunderclaps.

“I can’t get enough of you,” she confessed, eyes half-lidded with pleasure. “I used to touch myself every night thinking about you sneaking into my room and fucking me raw… breeding me… making me yours.”

Her words made me growl. I thrust up hard to meet her, one hand wrapping around her throat again while the other slapped her ass. “You’re mine now, baby. This pussy belongs to Daddy. I’m going to keep filling you until it takes. Until you’re carrying my baby and no one else can ever have you.”

The filthy promise pushed her over the edge. She came hard, crying out “Daddy!” as her pussy spasmed around me. I flipped us suddenly so she was on her back again, pinned beneath me. I hooked her legs over my shoulders and fucked her through her orgasm with deep, powerful strokes, chasing my own release.
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With a guttural groan I buried myself as deep as possible and came, flooding her with another heavy load. I kept thrusting lazily afterward, pushing the cum deeper while we both caught our breath in the firelight.

Kennedy looked up at me with soft, satisfied eyes and whispered, “I don’t want this storm to ever end.”

I rolled us onto our sides facing each other. The fire crackled warmly beside us, casting flickering light across her flushed skin. I pulled her closer, wrapping one arm around her back while my other hand gently stroked her hair.

“Me neither, baby girl,” I murmured against her lips. I kissed her slowly — deep, intimate kisses that tasted like need and something dangerously close to more. She melted into it, her tongue sliding lazily against mine as her fingers traced patterns on my chest.

We stayed like that for a long time, just kissing and whispering between breaths. My cock was still nestled inside her, twitching occasionally whenever she clenched around me.

“What are we going to do when the storm stops?” she asked quietly, nuzzling into my neck. “Dad can never know… but I don’t think I can pretend this didn’t happen.”

I kissed her forehead, then her eyelids, then her lips again. “We’ll figure it out. For now, you’re mine. This cabin, this storm… it’s ours.” My hand slid down to cup her ass, holding her tighter against me. “And I’m nowhere near done filling you up, Kennedy.”

She shivered and let out a soft, contented sigh. “Good. I love feeling you leak out of me… knowing Daddy claimed me over and over.”

We kept talking in low voices — her confessing more of her secret fantasies, me admitting how many times I’d had to walk away hard because of her. The conversation stayed intimate and filthy in equal measure, punctuated by slow, lazy kisses and gentle rocking of my hips that kept my cock stirring inside her.

Eventually her breathing grew slower and deeper. She tucked her face into my chest, one leg thrown over my hip so she stayed wrapped around me, my cock still nestled warmly inside her. Her arm curled around my side as she drifted off, safe and exhausted in my arms.

I stayed awake a little longer, listening to the rain and feeling her heartbeat against mine, my hand gently stroking her back.

This was dangerous. This was wrong.

And I already knew I wasn’t going to give her up.


Chapter Six

I must have eventually drifted off with Kennedy wrapped around me like that. The fire had burned low, leaving only glowing embers when I slowly woke to the most incredible sensation.

Warm, wet heat enveloped my cock. Soft lips stretched around my thickness, a gentle tongue swirling around the sensitive head before sliding down my shaft. I let out a deep, guttural moan, my hips twitching instinctively as consciousness returned.

“Fuck…” I groaned, voice rough and heavy with sleep.

Kennedy was between my legs on the rug, the early morning light filtering through the windows. She had my thick cock in her mouth, eyes closed in concentration as she bobbed slowly, taking me deeper each time. Her hand stroked the base in perfect rhythm while her tongue worked the underside. She looked so fucking pretty with her lips stretched wide around me, hair messy from sleep and sex.

I moaned again, louder this time, as she took me particularly deep. “Kennedy… baby girl…”

Her eyes opened and locked onto mine. She didn’t stop. Instead, she took me even deeper, relaxing her throat until I felt the head bump the back of it. She held there for a moment, eyes watering slightly, before pulling back with a wet gasp. A thick string of saliva connected her lips to my throbbing cock.

“Good morning, Daddy,” she whispered, voice husky. She licked a long, slow stripe from my balls all the way to the tip, then swirled her tongue around the head, tasting the precum leaking from me. “I woke up with you still inside me… and I got so hungry again.”

I let out a low, rumbling moan as she dove back down, sucking me with more enthusiasm. Long, slow, sloppy strokes — taking me as deep as she could, then pulling back to focus on the head with tight suction and rapid tongue flicks. One hand gently massaged my balls while the other pumped the base.

“Shit… just like that,” I groaned, my head falling back for a moment before I forced myself to watch her. “You’re so fucking good at that, baby.”

She moaned around me, the vibration sending sharp pleasure up my spine. I couldn’t hold back another deep moan as she started bobbing faster, hollowing her cheeks and making wet, obscene sounds. Drool ran down my shaft and over my balls. She pulled off for a second, gasping for air, and stroked me firmly with both hands while looking up at me with lust-drunk eyes.

“I’ve fantasized about this too,” she confessed breathlessly. “Waking you up with my mouth… tasting you… making you cum down my throat.” She licked the head teasingly. “Can I, Daddy? Please?”
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I tightened my grip in her hair, another moan escaping me as she gave a teasing squeeze. “Take what you want, baby. Suck Daddy’s cock like the good girl you are.”

Kennedy moaned happily and swallowed me again, working me with renewed purpose. She took me deep, gagging softly but pushing through it, her throat squeezing around me rhythmically. Her hand stroked what she couldn’t fit while her tongue did wicked things along the underside.

“Fuck—Kennedy,” I moaned loudly, hips bucking slightly. “Your mouth feels incredible… so warm and tight.”

She doubled her efforts, bobbing faster, sucking harder. The wet sounds and her soft whimpers around my cock were driving me wild. I could feel my balls tightening as pleasure coiled tighter and tighter.

I sat up slightly, watching her with heavy-lidded eyes as she worshipped me. “That’s it… just like that. Such a perfect little cocksucker for Daddy,” I groaned, my voice breaking into another deep moan as she took me all the way down and swallowed around me.

That was all it took. With a long, guttural moan I came hard, pulsing thick ropes of cum straight down her throat. Kennedy swallowed greedily, not wasting a drop, her eyes locked on mine the entire time as she milked me through every wave.

When I finally finished, she pulled off slowly, licking me clean with soft, affectionate strokes of her tongue. A few drops escaped the corner of her mouth and she chased them with her tongue, looking up at me with a satisfied, wicked little smile.

“Morning, Daddy,” she whispered.

I let out one last shaky moan and flipped her onto her back, settling between her thighs, my cock already hardening again against her soaked pussy.

“Morning indeed, baby girl.”


Chapter Seven

I gave Kennedy a few minutes to catch her breath before pulling her up from the rug. Her legs were still shaky, and the sight of my cum slowly running down her inner thighs made my cock twitch with renewed interest.

“Let’s get some food in you, baby girl,” I said, kissing her deeply. “You’re going to need the energy.”

We moved to the kitchen together. Kennedy wore nothing but my gray t-shirt, which barely covered her ass. Every time she reached for something, it rode up and gave me teasing glimpses of her pussy and the mess I’d left inside her. I stayed in just a pair of loose shorts, my cock already half-hard again.

I started pulling out eggs, bacon, and bread while she made coffee. The domestic normalcy felt surreal after everything we’d done. But the tension was still thick.

Kennedy came up behind me while I was cracking eggs into a bowl, pressing her body against my back and sliding her hands around to my chest.

“Daddy…” she whispered, kissing between my shoulder blades. “I can still feel you leaking out of me.”

I groaned and turned around, lifting her onto the counter in one smooth motion. I pushed her thighs wide open and dropped to my knees, hooking her legs over my shoulders.

I took my time eating her out. Long, slow licks from her entrance to her clit, savoring the filthy taste of our combined cum. I sucked gently on her swollen clit, then pushed my tongue inside her, fucking her with it while my nose rubbed against her sensitive bundle of nerves. Kennedy moaned loudly, one hand in my hair and the other gripping the edge of the counter.

I added two thick fingers, curling them to stroke her G-spot while I sucked and licked her clit in steady rhythm. Her moans grew louder and more desperate. I kept her right on the edge for what felt like forever — slowing down when she got too close, then speeding up again until her thighs were shaking around my head.

“Daddy, please…” she begged, hips grinding against my face. “I need to come.”

Only then did I give her what she wanted. I sucked hard on her clit and pumped my fingers faster. Kennedy came with a loud cry, her pussy gushing around my fingers as she trembled violently. I licked her through every wave, gentling my touch as she came down.

I stood up, pulled my shorts down, and thrust into her in one deep stroke while she was still pulsing. “Fuck, you feel so good,” I groaned, starting a slow, deep rhythm.

I fucked her steadily on the counter, long, powerful strokes that made her tits bounce under the t-shirt. I pushed the shirt up and sucked hard on her nipples, biting gently while I drove into her. My hands gripped her ass, pulling her onto me with every thrust.

I pulled out, spun her around, and bent her over the counter. I slammed back into her from behind, gripping her hips hard. My hand came down in sharp spanks as I railed her, the sound mixing with her moans and the wet slap of our bodies.

I reached forward and wrapped her hair around my fist, pulling her head back as I pounded into her. My other hand slid around to rub her clit in tight circles.

We built slowly this time — long, deep strokes that gradually grew faster and harder. Kennedy pushed back to meet every thrust, moaning “Daddy” with every breath. I kept her on the edge again, slowing down whenever she got close until she was whimpering and begging.

Finally, I gave in. I fucked her hard and fast, rubbing her clit relentlessly. She came with a shattered scream, her pussy clamping down on me like a vice. The intense squeezing pulled my own orgasm out of me. I buried myself deep and came with a loud groan, flooding her with another heavy load.

We stayed locked together for a long moment, panting. I finally pulled out and turned her around for a deep, tender kiss.

We eventually cooked and ate breakfast — feeding each other bites between more kisses — but the food was secondary. The real meal had already been each other.


Chapter Eight
After breakfast, I carried Kennedy upstairs to the big walk-in shower. The storm had finally eased into a light drizzle, but the power was still flickering. I turned the water on hot and stepped in with her, pressing her back against the tiles as soon as the spray hit us.
We kissed slowly under the water, hands roaming, bodies pressed together. I soaped her up thoroughly — my hands sliding over her breasts, down her stomach, between her legs. I washed her gently but possessively, pushing two fingers inside her cum-filled pussy while I kissed her neck.
“Daddy…” she moaned, rocking against my hand.
I dropped to my knees in the shower, water cascading over us, and ate her out again — slow, thorough licks mixed with the hot spray. I brought her to the edge twice before standing up and lifting one of her legs over my hip.
I pushed inside her slowly, groaning at the tight, wet heat. The shower made everything slicker and more intense. I fucked her against the tiles with deep, rolling thrusts, one hand braced beside her head and the other gripping her ass.
“Look at me, baby girl,” I murmured. Our eyes stayed locked as I took her. “You’re so beautiful like this. Taking Daddy so well.”
Kennedy’s moans echoed off the tiles. She wrapped her arms around my neck, kissing me desperately as I drove into her. I picked up speed, fucking her harder, the wet slap of our bodies loud even over the running water.
I turned her around, pressing her chest against the cool tile while I took her from behind. One hand wrapped around her throat, the other reached around to rub her clit. I bit down on her shoulder as I pounded into her, leaving another mark.
“Tell me you’re mine,” I growled in her ear.
“I’m yours, Daddy,” she gasped. “Only yours.”
I fucked her through another shaking orgasm before pulling out and turning her to face me again. I lifted her fully, pinning her against the wall as I thrust up into her. Her legs wrapped tight around my waist. The position let me go incredibly deep.
We came together like that — her crying out my name, me groaning “Good girl” as I filled her one more time under the hot spray.



  There is always room for one more book.

  Just search Lokepub on Google when you are ready.



Afterward, I washed her hair gently and held her close as the water rained down on us. The storm outside had finally stopped.
We stayed under the hot spray for a long time, just holding each other as the water rained down. I eventually turned it off, wrapped Kennedy in a big towel, and carried her back to the bed. We didn’t speak much at first. I laid her down gently and crawled over her, kissing her slowly, deeply, like I was trying to memorize every second.
I pushed back inside her with one smooth thrust. This time it was slow and intimate. No rushing. Just long, deep strokes while we kept kissing. Her legs wrapped around my waist, holding me close as I rocked into her.
“You’re mine now, Kennedy,” I whispered against her lips. “No matter what happens when we leave this cabin.”
She moaned softly, nails gently scratching down my back. “I’ve always been yours, Daddy. Even before you knew it.”
I kept the pace slow and sensual, grinding deep on every thrust so she could feel every inch of me. We stayed locked together like that for a long time — kissing, breathing each other in, whispering filthy and sweet things between moans. I told her how perfect she felt. How I was going to keep filling her every chance I got. How no one else would ever touch what was mine.
When she came, it was with my name and “Daddy” spilling from her lips in a broken moan. I followed right after, burying myself as deep as possible and giving her everything I had left.
We stayed connected afterward, my softening cock still inside her as I held her close. Sunlight was finally pouring through the windows.
“What happens when we drive home?” she asked quietly, tracing circles on my chest.
I kissed her forehead. “We play it smart. Secret weekends here. Late nights when your dad thinks you’re somewhere else. I’ll take care of you, baby girl. This doesn’t end. Not ever.”
She looked up at me with soft, certain eyes. “Good. Because I don’t want anyone else. I’ve waited years for you.”
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