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Chapter 1

The house was quiet except for the low hum of the air conditioner. I’d been lying awake in my own bed for the past hour, staring at the ceiling, when I heard it—Lila’s muffled cry from down the hall. My best friend’s daughter. Twenty-two years old, crashing in my guest room while she interviewed for jobs in the city. She’d been here three weeks, and every single night I’d fought the same war with myself.

I told myself I was just checking on her as I pushed open her door. Moonlight spilled across the bed. Lila was tangled in the sheets, her thin tank top twisted up around her ribs, tiny sleep shorts riding high on her smooth thighs. Her chest rose and fell too fast, a soft whimper slipping from her parted lips. Another nightmare.

“Shh, it’s okay,” I murmured, crossing the room before my brain could stop me. The mattress dipped under my weight as I slid in behind her. She was burning hot, trembling. I pulled her back against my chest, one arm curling around her waist, and felt the way her body instinctively relaxed into mine even while she was still half-trapped in the dream.

Her ass nestled perfectly against my already-hard cock. I knew I should leave. I didn’t.

I tried to wake her gently at first. “Lila,” I whispered against her hair, giving her shoulder a light shake. “Hey, sweetheart, it’s just a dream. You’re safe.”

She didn’t wake. Her breathing stayed ragged, her body twitching in my arms as the nightmare held her tighter. A soft, distressed sound escaped her throat—half sob, half whimper—and she twisted restlessly against me. Her ass pressed back, grinding slowly, unintentionally, right against the thick ridge of my cock straining through my boxer briefs.

The contact hit me like a spark. Heat flooded my groin. I froze, heart hammering, but Lila didn’t stop. Another unconscious roll of her hips, then another, rubbing her soft, barely-covered ass along my length as if her body knew exactly what it needed. Her breathing started to even out. The frantic little whimpers quieted. Her muscles loosened, melting back into me even deeper, like the pressure of my hard cock was pulling her out of the nightmare and into something safer. Warmer.

I should have pulled away. Instead I stayed perfectly still, letting her grind. Each slow circle of her hips dragged her sleep shorts tighter against her, the thin fabric the only thing between us. My cock throbbed painfully, leaking against the material, and I felt her growing warmer, slicker, the faint dampness starting to seep through.

“Fuck, Lila…” I breathed, barely audible. My arm tightened around her waist, holding her in place as she kept moving—slow, instinctive, calming herself on my body without even knowing it.

Her hips kept rolling in those slow, unconscious circles, pressing her ass against my throbbing cock like her body was searching for relief. I couldn’t hold back anymore. My hand slid down her stomach, fingertips slipping under the waistband of her tiny sleep shorts and the soaked edge of her panties.

She was drenched.

My fingers met slick, fever-hot flesh, her pussy lips already puffy and dripping. A low groan rumbled in my chest as I dragged two fingers along her slit, coating them in her arousal. Lila let out a soft, breathy sigh, her grinding never stopping—only growing a little more deliberate, like even in her sleep she was chasing the pressure.

I circled her swollen clit with my wet fingertips, slow and firm. Her thighs trembled. Another quiet whimper slipped from her lips, but this one sounded nothing like fear. I pushed one thick finger inside her tight heat, then a second, stretching her gently while her walls fluttered and clenched around me. So fucking tight. So young. So ready.

I pressed my mouth to her ear, voice low and rough.

“That’s it, Lila… your little pussy is soaking for me. Been dreaming about this tight young cunt for weeks.” I curled my fingers deeper, stroking that soft spot inside her while my thumb kept working her clit. “Feel how wet you are? Your body knows what it needs. It’s begging for my cock… begging to be bred.”

She moaned softly in her sleep, hips pushing back harder, fucking herself on my fingers. More slick heat coated my hand. I kept whispering, filthy and low, as I pumped my fingers in and out of her.

“Gonna fill this fertile little womb with every drop. Pump you so full of my cum you’ll be leaking for days. You’re going to take Daddy’s load tonight, sweetheart… gonna knock you up while you’re all soft and sleepy like this.”

I couldn’t wait another second.

I eased my fingers out of her dripping pussy with a wet sound that made my cock jerk hard. Lila let out a soft, protesting whimper in her sleep, her hips chasing the loss of my touch. I hooked my thumb in the waistband of her tiny shorts and panties and dragged them down just far enough to bare her ass and slick, swollen cunt.

My cock was aching, thick and leaking as I lined up behind her. The fat head nudged her entrance, slick with her juices. I pushed forward slowly, inch by inch, stretching her tight little pussy open around me. Fuck. She was impossibly hot and wet, her walls fluttering and gripping me like a velvet fist even while she stayed lost in that deep, drowsy haze.

A low, needy moan spilled from her lips—louder than before. Her hips rolled back harder now, taking me deeper on instinct, fucking herself onto my cock in slow, greedy circles. Her breathing quickened, soft little gasps mixing with the wet sounds of her pussy swallowing every thick inch of me.

I buried my face against the back of her neck and started to move, slow, deep strokes that dragged along her walls and bottomed out against her cervix.

“That’s my good girl,” I growled low against her ear. “Taking Daddy’s cock so deep while you’re still asleep. This tight young pussy was made for breeding. Feel how full you are? Gonna flood this fertile little womb until it overflows. You’re going to wake up leaking my cum and growing my baby inside you.”

Lila moaned again, louder, her hips snapping back faster to meet every thrust. Her body was completely awake to me even if her mind wasn’t—clenching, dripping, milking my cock like it was starving for every drop I was going to give her.

I tightened my grip on her hip and let go of the last thread of restraint.

My thrusts grew harder, deeper—long, powerful strokes that slammed my cock to the hilt inside her soaked pussy with every snap of my hips. The wet, filthy sound of skin meeting skin filled the dark room, mixed with the slick noises of her dripping cunt taking every inch. Lila stayed lost in sleep, her body completely limp except for the instinctive way her hips jerked back to meet me and the way her tight walls fluttered and clenched around my shaft like she was milking me.

Soft, helpless moans spilled from her parted lips with every thrust—sleepy little cries that made my balls draw up tighter. Her breathing was fast and shallow now, her young body trembling in my arms, but her eyes stayed closed, lashes fluttering against her cheeks. She was still deep under, completely unaware, yet her pussy was gushing around me, coating my cock and dripping down her thighs.

“Fuck, Lila… such a perfect little breeding slut even in your sleep,” I growled against her ear, voice rough and low. “This fertile young cunt is sucking me in so deep. Gonna pump you full of Daddy’s thick cum tonight. Flood that womb until it’s overflowing. You’re going to take every last drop and grow my baby in this tight belly.”

I drove into her harder, the headboard starting to tap lightly against the wall. One hand slid around to press firmly on her lower stomach, feeling the bulge of my cock moving inside her with every brutal thrust. “Right here. Gonna fill you so full right here. Knock you up while you’re sleeping like a good girl. This is what your body was made for—taking my seed.”

Her pussy spasmed hard around me at the words, another rush of wetness flooding out as her sleeping body responded with pure, mindless need.

The pressure in my balls became unbearable. Her sleeping body was too much—tight, dripping, clenching around my cock with every deep thrust like it was desperate for my load even while her mind stayed lost in dreams. I buried my face in her neck, breathing in her sweet scent, and fucked her harder, faster, slamming into her from behind with raw need.

“Take it, Lila,” I growled low and ragged against her ear. “Gonna breed this young pussy right now. Filling your fertile little womb with every thick drop of Daddy’s cum. You’re going to wake up soaked and knocked up like the perfect sleepy breeding girl you are.”

My cock swelled inside her. I drove in as deep as I could go, the head pressed tight against her cervix, and let go. The first powerful rope of cum exploded into her, flooding her womb in heavy, pulsing spurts. I groaned through clenched teeth, hips jerking as I pumped load after load deep inside her—thick, endless streams that filled her completely. Her pussy fluttered and milked me involuntarily, drawing every drop deeper while she stayed fast asleep, soft moans and little twitches the only signs her body knew it was being bred.

I kept thrusting through it, slow and grinding, making sure every last spurt went straight into her fertile core. When I finally stilled, I stayed buried to the hilt, my cock plugging her full so none of my cum could leak out. Her belly felt warm and slightly swollen under my palm where I pressed it, holding my seed inside her.

Lila’s breathing slowly evened out again, peaceful now, her body limp and satisfied in my arms.

I stayed buried deep inside her for a long minute, savoring the way her pussy continued to flutter softly around my spent cock, holding every drop of my cum right where it belonged. Finally, I eased back slowly, pulling out with a wet, obscene sound. A thick trickle of my seed immediately leaked from her swollen, well-fucked pussy, sliding down her thigh in the moonlight.

The sight made my cock twitch again. I reached down and scooped the warm cum up with two fingers, pushing it back inside her tight hole. I finger-fucked it deeper, slow and deliberate, making sure as much as possible stayed packed into her fertile young womb.

“There you go, sweetheart,” I whispered against her hair. “Keep Daddy’s load nice and deep. Let it take root.”

Lila sighed softly in her sleep, her body giving one last little clench around my fingers before I withdrew them. I pulled her tiny shorts and panties back up, covering her messy pussy, then slipped out of her bed as quietly as I’d entered. My heart was still pounding as I padded down the hall to my own room, leaving her there—sleeping peacefully, full of my cum, none the wiser.


Chapter 2

Morning light filtered through the kitchen windows as I came downstairs, the smell of coffee and something sweet pulling me in. Lila stood at the stove in one of my old t-shirts that barely reached mid-thigh, humming a soft, happy little tune while she flipped pancakes. Her hair was messy from sleep, legs smooth and bare, and there was a glow to her that made my cock stir all over again.

She glanced over her shoulder and smiled—bright, genuine, almost glowing.

“Morning! I don’t know why, but I slept like the dead last night. Best sleep I’ve had in forever. No nightmares, nothing. Just… really deep and warm.” She laughed softly, a touch shy. “Weird, right? I feel amazing today.”

Before I could answer, she turned off the burner, stepped over, and wrapped her arms around my waist in a tight hug. Her body pressed flush against mine—soft tits against my chest, the faint scent of her skin and last night’s sex still clinging faintly beneath the smell of breakfast. She held on a second longer than usual, nuzzling her face into my shirt like she couldn’t help it, sweet and a little clingy.

“I don’t know why I’m being all cuddly this morning,” she murmured against me, voice muffled and almost embarrassed. “Just feel like I need to be close to you. Thank you again for letting me stay here… I really don’t know what I’d do without you.”

I slid one arm around her back, palm resting low on her spine, right above that perfect ass I’d filled hours earlier. Inside my head the images flashed—her sleeping face, her pussy dripping with my cum, my fingers pushing every drop back inside her fertile little womb. She had no idea she was probably still leaking me right now.

I kept my voice steady. “Glad you slept well, sweetheart. You deserve it.”

Lila stayed pressed against me, her arms tight around my waist, that soft, clingy warmth making my blood run hot. I slid my hand slowly down her back, past the hem of my oversized t-shirt, until my palm cupped the bare curve of her ass. No panties underneath. Just smooth, warm skin.

She let out a tiny, surprised breath and squirmed against me, thighs pressing together. A little flinch—subtle, like she was sore—but she didn’t pull away. If anything, she melted closer, hips shifting in a small, unconscious roll that pushed her ass firmer into my hand.

“Mmm… sorry,” she whispered, cheeks flushing as she looked up at me through her lashes. “I don’t know why I’m being so touchy this morning. I just… feel safe with you. Really safe.”

My fingers flexed, kneading the soft flesh I’d gripped so hard the night before. I could feel the faint heat radiating from between her thighs, the sticky evidence of my cum still deep inside her, probably leaking slowly into my t-shirt right now. The thought made my cock thicken against her stomach.

“Stay as close as you want, sweetheart,” I murmured, voice low. I gave her ass one more possessive squeeze before reluctantly letting go so she could finish plating the pancakes. But the tension followed us to the table.

She kept finding excuses to brush against me—leaning over my shoulder to pour more coffee, her hip pressing into my side, sitting with her bare thigh touching mine. Every little movement made her wince just slightly, like her pussy was tender from being stretched and filled while she slept. She didn’t understand why. I did.

All I could think about was bending her over the counter and breeding her again, properly this time—wide awake and begging for Daddy’s load.

Lila hummed again as she carried the plates to the sink, that oversized t-shirt riding up just enough to flash the bottom curve of her ass with every step. I watched her for a moment, my cock already fully hard again from the way she’d been clinging to me. The knowledge that my cum was still inside her—deep in that fertile young womb—made it throb painfully.

I stood and moved behind her while she ran the water. She didn’t hear me coming. I stepped right up against her back, pressing the thick ridge of my erection firmly between her ass cheeks through the thin fabric. My hands settled on her hips, holding her in place as I ground slowly against her.

She gasped softly, freezing at the sink, but she didn’t pull away.

I leaned down, lips brushing her ear, voice low and rough.

“You feel so good this morning, sweetheart. All soft and warm… Makes me want to take care of you properly. Bend you over right here and fill you up the way your body’s clearly craving.”

Lila shivered hard. A tiny, needy sound escaped her throat. Her hips rocked back against my cock once—almost involuntarily—before she caught herself. The dish in her hands trembled.

“I… I don’t know what’s wrong with me today,” she whispered, voice breathy and uncertain. “I keep feeling… empty. And then when you touch me it’s like… it feels right.” Her thighs pressed together, and I knew she could feel how wet she was getting again, my dried cum probably mixing with fresh arousal between her legs.

I gave one more slow grind, letting her feel exactly how hard and thick I was for her, before stepping back just enough to let her breathe.


Chapter 3

Later that afternoon the house was quiet again. I’d been working in my office, trying to focus, but my mind kept drifting back to the way Lila had rocked against my cock at the sink, how breathy her voice got when I told her I wanted to fill her up. She’d gone to watch TV after lunch and must have dozed off.

I walked into the living room and there she was—curled on her side on the big sectional couch, fast asleep. The same oversized t-shirt had ridden all the way up her hips, exposing the lower curve of her bare ass and the soft, puffy lips of her pussy. A faint sheen of wetness glistened there, mixed with the remnants of my dried cum from last night. One leg was drawn up, the other stretched out, giving me a perfect view of her young, fertile cunt still slightly swollen from being used in her sleep.

Her breathing was slow and deep, lips parted, one hand tucked under her cheek. She looked peaceful. Innocent. And so fucking breedable it made my cock harden instantly.

I stood there for a long moment, just watching her. The morning tension hadn’t faded—it had only grown. My balls felt heavy again, aching to pump another load into her.

The sight of her lying there—t-shirt hiked up, bare pussy glistening and slightly puffy, still leaking the last traces of my cum from the night before—snapped the last of my control.

I didn’t bother being gentle this time.

I freed my cock from my shorts, thick and rock-hard, veins pulsing. Climbing onto the wide couch behind her, I pushed her top leg forward, spreading her open. The fat head of my cock nudged her slick entrance once, then I gripped her hip and thrust forward in one smooth, brutal stroke—burying myself balls-deep inside her sleeping cunt.

Fuck. She was still so tight, still soaked from my earlier load. Her walls fluttered around me instantly, gripping like hot velvet even as her body stayed completely limp and unconscious.

I didn’t ease in. I fucked her hard. Deep, punishing strokes that made her small body jolt on the couch with every impact. The wet, filthy slap of my hips against her ass filled the living room. Lila’s soft, unconscious moans spilled out with each thrust—breathless little sounds that grew louder as her sleeping pussy clenched and dripped around my cock.

“That’s it, baby,” I growled under my breath, pounding into her. “Take Daddy’s cock again while you sleep. This greedy little womb already has my cum in it… and I’m going to give you more. Gonna breed you right here on the couch until you’re overflowing.”

I reached around and pressed my palm firmly against her lower belly, feeling the bulge of my cock moving inside her with every savage thrust. Her tits bounced under the thin shirt. Her breathing quickened, lips parted in a constant, dreamy whimper, but her eyes stayed closed, lashes fluttering against her cheeks. Completely out. Completely mine.

I fucked her harder, chasing the need to flood her fertile depths all over again

I kept pounding into her hard from behind, the couch creaking under us with every brutal thrust. Her sleeping body took it so perfectly—pussy gushing around my cock, walls fluttering and squeezing like it was trying to pull me even deeper. Her soft, unconscious moans were getting louder, needier, each one vibrating through her chest.

Then she started to stir.

Lila’s lashes fluttered. A drowsy, broken whimper escaped her lips—“Mmm…?”—as her hips twitched back against me. Her eyes stayed mostly closed, heavy with sleep, but her breathing changed, turning into soft, gasping little pants. She was floating right on the edge of waking, lost in that hazy space between dream and reality.

“Oh fuck… feels so good…” she mumbled, voice thick and slurred, barely coherent. Her hand weakly reached back, fingers brushing my thigh like she was trying to hold on. Her pussy clenched hard around me at the same time, soaking my cock with another rush of wetness.

I didn’t slow down. I drove into her even deeper, gripping her hip hard enough to leave marks.

“That’s right, sweetheart. Wake up just enough to feel Daddy breeding you,” I growled against her ear. “You’ve been full of my cum all day… and I’m about to give this fertile little womb another thick load. Gonna knock you up while you’re still half-asleep like a good girl.”

Lila moaned louder, a needy, confused sound. Her body responded even if her mind was still foggy—legs spreading wider, back arching, pushing her ass back to meet every savage thrust. She was right there, drifting in that dreamy, pliant state, letting me use her completely.

Lila stayed right there in that perfect hazy space—half-awake but still floating, her eyes heavy-lidded and barely open, lashes fluttering with every deep thrust.

“Daddy…” she mumbled sleepily, the word slurred and sweet as her hips pushed back weakly to meet me. “So full… don’t stop…”

Her voice was soft, dreamlike, barely conscious, but her pussy was gripping me like a vice, soaking wet and fluttering wildly. I fucked her harder, slamming into her from behind with long, powerful strokes that made her whole body jolt.

“That’s my good girl,” I growled against her ear, voice rough with need. “Stay nice and sleepy for Daddy while I breed you. This tight little cunt is going to take every drop. Gonna flood your young womb again and knock you up for real this time.”

I pressed my hand hard against her lower belly, feeling the bulge of my cock rearranging her insides with every thrust. Lila let out a long, needy moan, her body trembling. “Mmm… yes… fill me…” The words faded into a soft sigh as her eyes slipped shut again.

I drove in deep and came with a guttural groan, cock pulsing hard as thick ropes of cum erupted straight into her fertile core. Spurt after heavy spurt flooded her, filling her already-used womb until I could feel her belly swell slightly under my palm. I kept grinding through it, pushing every last drop as deep as possible while she whimpered softly, her pussy milking me through her own dreamy little orgasm.

Then she melted completely. Her breathing slowed, deepened. Her body went limp and relaxed in my arms once more, drifting straight back into deep sleep with my cock still buried inside her and my cum overflowing around it.


Chapter 4

That evening the house had settled into a quiet glow from the lamps. I was in the living room reading when I heard soft footsteps. Lila padded in wearing nothing but that same oversized t-shirt, hair tousled from sleep, cheeks flushed. She moved a little gingerly, thighs pressing together now and then like she was sore and overly aware of the slickness between her legs.

She stopped a few feet away, biting her lip, looking shy and glowing at the same time. Her eyes were bright, almost luminous.

“I… I fell asleep on the couch again,” she said softly, voice a little husky. “I don’t know what’s going on with me today. I woke up feeling so… full. And warm. And really, really good.” She shifted her weight, a tiny wince crossing her face before she smiled. “It’s weird. I’ve never felt this relaxed and happy after a nap. My body just feels… taken care of.”

She crossed the room without waiting for an answer and climbed straight into my lap, straddling one of my thighs. Her bare pussy pressed hot and damp against my leg as she wrapped her arms around my neck and buried her face in my shoulder. Extra clingy. Sweet. Trembling just a little.

“I keep wanting to be close to you,” she whispered against my neck. “Like I need you touching me. I don’t understand why… but it feels right. Really right.” Her hips gave a small, unconscious roll against my thigh, leaving a faint wet spot on my pants. She didn’t seem to notice—or maybe she did and didn’t care.

I rested one hand on her bare ass under the shirt, the other stroking her back. My cock was already rock-hard again beneath her. She had no idea she was sitting in a puddle of the two loads of cum I’d pumped into her fertile little womb today.

Lila stayed curled in my lap, straddling my thigh, her bare, slick pussy pressed hot against me. She nuzzled into my neck first—soft, shy kisses that grew a little bolder, her lips brushing my skin as she let out tiny, needy sounds.

“I keep having these flashes,” she whispered between kisses, voice hazy and embarrassed. “Dirty dreams about you… about someone touching me while I was sleeping. It felt so real. So good. I woke up aching and wet and I don’t know why, but I need you to touch me right now. Please…”

That was all the invitation I needed.

I slid my hand under the hem of her t-shirt and cupped her soaked cunt from the front. She was dripping—my cum from both loads still leaking out of her, mixed with her fresh arousal. Two thick fingers pushed inside her easily, curling deep. Lila moaned against my neck, hips rolling forward to take them deeper.

“Fuck, sweetheart… you’re so full already,” I murmured, pumping my fingers slowly, letting the wet, obscene sounds fill the room. “Been leaking all day, haven’t you? That’s because I took care of you while you were sleeping. Both times. First in your bed after the nightmare… then again on the couch this afternoon while you napped so peacefully.”

Her breath hitched. She kissed my neck harder, almost biting, but her pussy clenched hard around my fingers at the words.

“You… you did?” she whimpered, voice shaky with shock and clear arousal. Her hips rocked faster, fucking herself on my hand. “I thought it was just a dream… but it felt too good to be fake.”

I curled my fingers against her g-spot, thumb circling her swollen clit while more of my cum pushed out around my knuckles.

“Every thick drop went right into this fertile little womb, Lila. I couldn’t stop myself from breeding you. And you took it so perfectly… even came in your sleep like a good girl.”

She moaned louder, clinging to me tighter, her body trembling with confused need as I kept fingering her slow and deep.

Lila rocked desperately on my fingers, her slick, cum-filled pussy making wet, filthy noises with every roll of her hips. Her arms stayed locked around my neck, face buried against my shoulder as she whimpered.

“Tell me…” she breathed, voice shaky and needy. “Please, tell me everything you did to me while I was sleeping. I need to hear it.”

I curled my fingers deeper, stroking her g-spot while my thumb kept rubbing slow circles over her swollen clit.

“Last night you had a nightmare,” I said low against her ear. “I came in to check on you. You were grinding that perfect little ass against my cock in your sleep, calming yourself down on me. I couldn’t stop. I fingered this tight cunt until you were dripping, then slid my cock inside you and fucked you deep while you stayed completely asleep. Pumped two huge loads into your womb and pushed every drop back in so it would stay.”

Lila moaned loudly, her pussy clamping down hard around my fingers. She was soaking my hand, thighs trembling.

“And this afternoon,” I continued, voice rougher, “you were napping on the couch with your ass and pussy on full display. I climbed behind you and fucked you raw while you slept. Hard. You were moaning in your sleep the whole time, milking my cock. I filled you again, breeding you so full you’re still leaking me right now.”

She cried out, riding my fingers faster, her breathing ragged. “Oh god… I thought it was a dream… but it was you… you were breeding me…”

Her words broke off into desperate little gasps. She was dripping down my wrist, so turned on she could barely speak.

Finally she lifted her head, eyes glassy with lust, cheeks burning red.

“I… I want it again,” she whispered shyly, almost pleading. “But this time I want to be awake. Please… breed me properly. Knock me up for real.”

I didn’t waste a single second.

I lifted Lila off my lap and laid her back on the wide sectional, spreading her legs wide so her knees fell open. The oversized t-shirt bunched up around her waist, leaving her soaked, cum-filled pussy completely exposed and glistening. She looked up at me with wide, hungry eyes, biting her lip as I shoved my shorts down and freed my aching cock.

I climbed between her thighs, lined up, and sank into her in one deep thrust.

“Fuck, Lila,” I groaned, bottoming out against her cervix. She was even wetter than before, hot and slippery with both of our earlier loads.

She cried out, back arching, hands flying up to grip my shoulders. “Yes—oh god, yes! I can feel how deep you are…”

I started fucking her hard in long, powerful strokes, the couch creaking beneath us. Face to face, eyes locked. No more hiding. No more sleep. Just raw, awake breeding.

“This is what you wanted, sweetheart?” I growled, pounding into her. “Wide awake while Daddy breeds this tight little pussy? You’ve been walking around all day with my cum already inside you… now I’m going to pump you so full it takes.”

Lila moaned loudly, legs wrapping tight around my waist, heels digging into my back to pull me deeper.

“Please,” she begged, voice breathy and desperate. “Breed me… knock me up. I want to feel you cum inside me again. Fill my womb, Daddy—make me pregnant.”

Her words snapped something in me. I fucked her harder, hips slamming against her ass, the wet slap of our bodies echoing. One hand pressed down on her lower belly so she could feel exactly where my cock was rearranging her insides.

“That’s right, baby. Gonna flood this fertile young womb until it’s overflowing. You’re going to take every thick spurt and grow my baby right here.” I thrust deep and ground against her clit. “Beg for it again. Tell me how bad you need Daddy’s load.”

Lila’s eyes rolled back, nails digging into my shoulders as she gasped, “Please… cum inside me! Breed me—fill me up and knock me up right now!”

“Please, Daddy—fill me! Breed me! I need your cum so deep—”

Her words cut off in a sharp cry as I slammed home and ground against her clit. Her pussy spasmed violently around my cock, milking me in rhythmic waves as she came hard, eyes rolling back, body shaking under me.

That was all it took.

I buried myself to the hilt, the head of my cock pressed tight against her cervix, and let go with a deep, guttural groan. The first thick rope of cum exploded into her womb, heavy and hot. Then another, and another—powerful, pulsing spurts that flooded her fertile depths. I kept thrusting through it, short, grinding strokes that pushed every drop as deep as possible while I growled against her ear.

“Take it all, baby. Every fucking spurt is going straight into your womb. Feel that? I’m breeding you right now. Flooding this young cunt until it overflows. You’re going to wake up tomorrow full of my baby.”

Lila’s nails raked down my back as another orgasm ripped through her, her pussy clenching and fluttering wildly around my pulsing cock, greedily sucking up every last drop. She was whimpering, gasping, legs locked so tight I couldn’t have pulled out even if I wanted to.

When the final heavy spurt finally faded, I stayed buried deep inside her, cock still twitching. Lila’s chest heaved against mine, her face flushed and glowing.

“Thank you…” she whispered breathlessly, pressing soft kisses to my jaw. “Thank you for breeding me… Please stay inside me. Don’t pull out yet. I want to keep every drop.”

I stayed buried deep inside her, my cock still twitching with the last aftershocks as her pussy fluttered softly around me, greedily holding every drop of my cum where it belonged. Lila’s legs stayed locked around my waist, her arms wrapped tight around my neck like she never wanted me to leave.

I lowered my head and kissed her.

It wasn’t gentle. I claimed her mouth, deep and possessive, tongue sliding against hers as she moaned into the kiss. She kissed me back just as hungrily, soft lips parting wider, her body melting beneath me. When I finally pulled back, her eyes were glassy and adoring.

“You’re mine now, Lila,” I murmured against her lips, then kissed her again—slower this time, savoring the taste of her. “This fertile little body belongs to me. I’m going to keep breeding you every single night until your belly is round with my baby.”

She whimpered into my mouth, her pussy clenching around my cock at the words. I shifted us carefully on the couch so I was on my back with her draped over me, still impaled on my length. My hand stroked slowly up and down her spine, then settled possessively over her lower belly, rubbing gentle circles where my seed was working its way deeper.

Lila nuzzled into my chest, sighing happily as she pressed soft kisses along my collarbone.

“I want that,” she whispered, voice sleepy and content. “I want to be full of you… always. Don’t ever pull out again.”

We stayed like that for a long time—my cock softening but still plugged inside her cum-filled pussy, her body warm and limp on top of mine, my hand protectively covering the spot where I’d bred her. The house was quiet except for our slowing breaths. She eventually drifted off again, peaceful and satisfied, still wrapped around me like she was made to be there.


Epilogue

Hours later, the living room was dark except for the faint glow of the moon through the windows. Lila stirred on top of me, still impaled on my cock. She made a soft, needy little sound in her sleep, her hips rolling in a slow, unconscious grind. My cock hardened again instantly inside her cum-soaked pussy.

She didn’t fully wake. Her lashes stayed closed, breathing soft and even, but her body knew exactly what it wanted. She rocked against me lazily, taking me deeper in dreamy little circles, her slick walls fluttering around my thickening length.

I slid my hands down to grip her ass, guiding her movements. “That’s it, baby,” I whispered against her hair. “Even in your sleep you’re still begging Daddy to breed you.”

Lila sighed happily, a sleepy moan slipping from her lips as she ground harder. I started thrusting up into her from below—slow, deep, lazy strokes that kept her full and stretched. The wet sounds of my previous loads being pushed around inside her filled the quiet room.

I kissed the top of her head, then her temple, holding her close while I fucked her gently. “Gonna give you another load, sweetheart. Keep this womb nice and full all night.”

Her pussy clenched tighter at my words even as she stayed lost in that drowsy haze. I rocked up into her steadily until the pressure built again. With a low groan, I pulled her down hard and came, pumping fresh, thick ropes of cum deep inside her. Lila whimpered softly through her own gentle orgasm, her body trembling and milking me before she melted completely limp on my chest once more.

I stayed buried inside her, arms wrapped possessively around her small frame, and let myself drift off with my best friend’s daughter full of my seed and sleeping peacefully on top of me.
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