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Claimed and Impregnated at Home

First Time Taboo Breeding

Leith Freeman

The fertile, petulant brat teases her mom’s new husband… Until he can’t take it anymore.

He seizes and fertilizes nineteen-year-old Lydia’s hot, untouched place between her legs.
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Prologue

The day that I married my second wife, Avery, was the happiest day of my life… Until I met her daughter.

Avery’s daughter, Lydia, was 18 years old and “very against” her beloved mother getting married, apparently, so she had refused to even meet me until after the wedding was over…

Long after the wedding was over.

In fact, when I met Lydia, she was already nineteen years old going on twenty, and I had lived with Avery for over a year since the wedding.

Lydia arrived home from college break, staying with us rather than her biological father for the very first time, and when I came to the front door to meet her I immediately knew that she was trouble.

Trouble for me. Before she even opened that petulant mouth to speak I knew that I was going to be in deep, deep shit.

Because looking at Lydia felt like a sin. She had deep red hair, lips that could only be described as “blowjob lips”, and eyes that could also be described as “blowjob eyes.”

They were a beautiful green color, like and unlike Avery’s at the same time, and they were mesmerizing, even though she was angrily glaring at me the first time we met, I knew that she was still big, big trouble.

While Avery had blonde hair and blue eyes, Lydia had red hair and green eyes.

While my wife had a mature, ripened body, fit but still aging well, Lydia was in the prime of her life.

She was wearing a jean skirt and a tight tank top that clung to her nubile, bouncy breasts. The weather was starting to get colder, but she had still chosen to dress like a college slut, ready for a hookup with a frat guy or one of her professors.

“Lydia,” I said to her peacefully, hiding the reactions of my heart beating in my chest and my cock hardening in my pants. “Nice to finally meet you.”

My wife Avery beamed from behind me and tried to give her daughter a hug, which Lydia abjectly refused.

“John,” Lydia said to me impudently, sticking out her hand. “Wish I could say it was nice to finally meet you, too.”

Her eyes burned as hot as the color of her deep red hair, and all I could think to myself was…

This means trouble.

Chapter 1

The first night that Lydia stayed with us, I fucked my wife.

“Get on your hands and knees,” I ordered her, and Avery just squealed and obeyed.

She loved to roleplay like this sometimes, but I honestly wished that it could be all the time that I was dominant and she was submissive.

I slapped her ass, hard, as I drove my thick cock into her pussy.

I thought about my wife’s gorgeous thick ass, and her pretty face, and how well she took care of herself, being careful to dress properly yet attractively in public.

My cock was thrusting so hard that I knew Avery was about to come, but just when I was about to bring her off over the edge with me, an unwanted thought popped into my head.

More of an image, really.

I imagined, with my wife facing away from me, that she had red hair… And a younger, thinner body, with a nicer, firmer ass and a tighter young pussy.

Like the one that Lydia probably had, at nineteen years old.

All of a sudden I was cumming in my wife’s pussy, so deeply, as I imagined that I was breeding her daughter. My new step.

And my wife was moaning and flicking her clit while I did so, reaching her orgasm on her own while I let my cock slowly withdraw from her body, wishing that her cunt was clinging to me like it couldn’t let go.

Like her angry daughter would do to me, to torture me if she ever got her younger hands on me.

“That was great,” Avery said to me simply, clinging to my shoulder as she turned out the light.

My cock was getting hard just thinking about Lydia and her pouty smirk and big teenage tits.

With the lights out, I had another idea, and I seized my wife again.

“Ready for round two?” I growled.

The second time was even rougher and noisier, and this time I didn’t even try to block out the unwanted images of Lydia from my perverted older mind.

Chapter 2

The next morning, Lydia had an announcement for us at breakfast.

She sat there poking at her cornflakes while her big tits bounced up and down unrestrained in a tight T-shirt.

No bra.

My cock was hard beneath the table, and I couldn't wait to go to the bathroom to stroke it right after I finished eating.

Or Avery could give me a blowjob, I joked to myself.

As if she would do that anymore now that we were married.

“I’ve decided I’m going to Dad’s house,” Lydia said. “I’m not going to stay in this house anymore, you guys are disgusting.”

Avery’s fork clattered on the table.

“Lydia! What are you saying? John and I have been preparing for weeks for you to stay with us, and now you’re just going to throw away all of our hard work? Jesus.” My wife looked like she was going to slap someone.

“What’s this all about?” I asked Lydia calmly. I knew there was no use in putting up a big fight. I would only end up looking like the bad guy even more. “Is there anything we can do to help you? Any problems?”

Lydia sniffed and folded her arms, which only just lifted and emphasized her big titties even more.

“You can stop fucking!” She yelled. “Stop fucking having sex and moaning about it, it was literally the grossest thing I have ever heard. I didn’t sleep because of hearing Mom yelling about John’s big fat cock last night. I bet it isn’t even that big.”

“You wouldn’t know,” I said to her mildly, but inside I was aroused beyond belief.

So little Lydia had listened to me fucking Avery last night…

I wondered if she was truly as outraged as she seemed.

Avery gasped and her face turned red. It was almost comical. It was red, like a tomato.

“Oh my god,” Avery said. “Look, Lydia, I am so sorry about that. Just know that it’s been a while, um, since you lived here and all and we forgot how to keep it down.”

Lydia stood up from the table, and her tits almost bounced out of her skimpy shirt, frilled with lace.

Her shorts were a pair of cotton athletic style ones, and they were so short they almost went up to the edges of her pussy that was outlined by their tightness, too.

“I’m saying stop. Fucking. At all.” Lydia said sternly. “I have super good hearing, I can hear literally everything, so stop complimenting my mom’s big breasts and ass, stop having sex until I go back to school. Otherwise i am fucking leaving… and going to Dad’s!”

She stormed off to her room.

Avery and I just stared at each other in silence for quite a few long, awkward moments.

“Sorry about that, hon,” Avery said. “She’s just going through a phase… I know that it’s easy to embarrass her, and I mean, we were quite loud last night weren’t we?”

She winked at me.

I slid my chair over to hers, my cock rock hard in my sleep sweatpants.

I put my hand on her leg, but Avery slapped it away.

“None of that!” She said, “We can celebrate once she leaves. Oh shit, is that a terrible thing to say about your own daughter?”

I groaned.

“Are you serious…” I said. “Please, just a quickie, we can do it in the shower?”

“What the hell’s gotten into you?” said Avery. “First last night, now this morning again… We can wait a week until she goes back to school. It’s really only like four days by now.”

I looked at my wife for a long moment.

I thought of Lydia and her thin long legs and her big tits teasing me around the house.

“Sure,” I said. I cleared my throat. “I can wait a week.”

Chapter 3

Back when Avery and I first got married, we agreed joyously that we needed to get a house with a pool.

It was something I’d always yearned for growing up in a middle-class household, and Avery was from a much colder climate, so both of us thought it would be a fun way to fulfill a dream of ours.

Now that Lydia was home, I had never regretted the decision to get a pool more in my life.

Lydia was using the pool every day, and she had a collection of the tightest, skimpiest bikinis that I’d ever seen on a woman.

Meanwhile, I was being torturously, cruelly deprived of sex.

Avery had not been kidding, apparently, about no funny business until Lydia was gone and out of the house, too afraid to lose her daughter yet too afraid to institute boundaries as well.

Which left me a horny, aroused mess. My cock was getting hard constantly, and I had random boners around the house that I kept having to hide and take care of surreptitiously in the bathroom.

I was dying.

And Lydia’s bikinis were pushing me closer and closer to the edge.

“Hey John, can you hang out with Lydia for a few hours while I run errands?” My wife called down the stairs after lunch.

“No,” I said, but Avery either didn’t hear me or was ignoring me.

I knew which one was more likely.

“Thanks honey!” She said sweetly, her blonde hair brushing my cheek as she kissed me and ran out the door in a pair of sweatpants and sweatshirt, her hair tied up.

She had to be dressing that way on purpose, knowing that I was dying to have sex. Trying to deter me.

I groaned and rolled my eyes up to the ceiling, hoping and praying that I could somehow avoid Lydia and her swimsuit for the rest of the day, because knowing Avery she probably wouldn’t be back until nighttime.

“John?” I heard Lydia calling me loudly from outside.

I groaned and took a deep breath in before letting it go reluctantly.

I walked outside and tried to scrape my jaw up off the floor from where it had fallen open.

Lydia was lounging at the side of the pool, alright, and in a swimsuit that I’d never seen her wear to date.

It was pink and white, the bikini top and bottoms, and it was so tight that I could see the outline of her nipples and the outline of a tight, teenage pussy.

Fuck.

I was so screwed.

“John!” Lydia screamed like a brat. “Can you do something fucking useful for once and put sunscreen on my back?”

I gulped.

“Sure, Lydia,” I said slowly, taking the bottle that she threw at me and missed. “Sure…”

Chapter 4

I was in hell.

Squirting white lotion out onto Lydia’s toned, tanned back while she held her beautiful red hair up out of reach, it felt like the most taboo, perverted moment of my life.

I could just imagine how she would look with my sperm all over her, coating her slutty, mean face in white spurts of cum…

Or her back, covered with cum instead of sunscreen…

Or my white seed leaking out of her fertile, bred pussy.

I had an erection that I needed to hide right now.

“I think you can stop now,” muttered Lydia.

“Oh,” I said, not noticing that I had already lathered her back and her sides. “Right. Sorry.”

Lydia turned to face me at the edge of the pool, staring at her pretty reflection.

“Sorry if I’ve been a little bitchy,” She said to me, very very quietly. I almost couldn’t hear her. “I know it’s not your fault that Mom’s a huge bitch and left my dad, and you’re… different from both of them. You seem like an okay guy.”

I couldn’t believe her turn of heart.

“Thank you,” I said to Lydia. “You know, you’re a good kid, I always thought so from what your mom told me.”

God, she was gorgeous.

She was like the picture of Avery when she was younger, long before I had met her after both of our respective divorces.

Except… except that Lydia was even prettier in person than younger Avery was in pictures.

I hated myself for that traitorous thought, but I couldn’t resist it anymore when Lydia finally came around to liking me.

To wanting me, her mother’s new husband.

We weren’t related… but that didn’t mean it wasn’t horribly, awfully wrong, when Lydia turned to me and threw her arms around me, kissing me full on the mouth.

I gave in to the pressure.

My cock had been building up a huge mountain of cum inside for days, getting teased and cockblocked by Lydia, the source of all of my current frustration.

And now she was kissing me, forcefully, pushing me down onto the grass and straddling me with her slutty, younger bikini-clad body.

It was trouble, alright.

But in that moment, I had to give in.

I kissed her back. Screw it.

Chapter 5

By the time that I came to my senses, Lydia’s full, pert mouth was around my cock, and my legs were hanging into the pool as I sat there in only my  boxers.

She was blowing me while she was in the pool and I sat there with my legs dangling in, and her mouth was just like fucking heaven.

She was remarkably skilled, and she didn’t even need to be, not with a face that hot and pretty and her lips so red and thick and puffy, like they were meant to be around a cock at all times.

Her mouth was sucking around me and I knew that I wasn't going to last long. It had been way too long since I’d had sex and she had acted like such a slutty cocktease to me…

When behind all of it, I knew that she was just as horny for me as I was for her.

“Cum in my mouth,” Lydia moaned and started jerking me off with her hand wet from the pool water.

My cock was so hard it was going to burst.

When Lydia deepthroated me once more, I started to spurt my white streams of seed into her slutty little younger throat.

Oh fuck…

It felt good, but what the hell had I just done?

Lydia treaded water, sucking all of the cum off her fingers, scooped up from where it had dribbled from her mouth.

That had been one of the best orgasms and hottest experiences of my life, but it was totally taboo and naughty.

Immediately I felt almost a little sick and nauseous.

What the hell?

Lydia was climbing out of the pool now. What was she doing? What had we done? Did I take advantage of my wife’s nineteen-year-old daughter?

Lydia flopped out of the pool next to me and I noticed almost with horror that she was starting to take off her swimsuit.

Before I could stop her, she had removed her bikini top and was sitting there, creamy and tanned and topless.

She shook her big, round breasts at me.

I was speechless.

“Lydia,” I said. “We have to stop this, we can’t go any further…”

“You need to fuck me, John,” said Lydia, and that bratty annoying voice was back. “You need to fuck me right now, right here, just like you fucked my mom that night… Actually no, you need to fuck me better than her. I can take it rougher, harder than she can… And you need to do it now, or else… I’ll tell my mom that we had sex.”

With that Lydia’s plan fell into place and I realized that I was only a pawn in her grand designs.

Chapter 6

“Yes, John, right there… Oh my god, yes! I knew that you would be like an animal in bed, older men are so much better at sex…” Lydia moaned.

I was fucking her outside on the lawn where any of our neighbors could have overheard… or overseen.

And I couldn’t stop.

Her pussy was the tightest one that I had ever felt in my whole life.

She knew tricks that Avery didn’t even know, and her pussy was squeezing me like a little vice, Lydia using her pussy muscles to milk and pleasure me like a young whore.

“You like that, you little slut?” I said roughly.

My cock was pounding into her so hard that I knew I was going to impregnate her.

She looked ridiculously fertile with her big tits bouncing around as I fucked her in missionary, and I pulled her closer to me, grabbing her ass as I fucked her and bent her legs back over her head.

“Yes, John…” Lydia said, glaring at me. She was so fucking hot. “You’re going to cum in my pussy like you came in my mouth, and we’re never going to tell mommy…”

God, it made me feel so conflicted and hot inside whenever she mentioned my wife.

It made me fuck her harder, honestly.

I pounded into my step-daughter’s cunt and knew that she’d force me to cum soon.

She was such a brat.

But brats got everything they wanted.

“As soon as I heard you fucking my mom I knew you were a huge stud,” Lydia taunted me. “I knew you couldn’t resist me… I knew you were a bad husband, just like I warned Mom from the start… But I had no idea that you could be such a good Daddy!”

“Fuck!” I yelled loudly. “Fucking take my cum right now, you little slutty bitch! Take it in your tiny cunt while I breed you!”

I seized her body harshly and started to pump her full.

My sperm was flowing into her young cunt, breeding her womb.

She had turned me on too far, and now I couldn’t stop.

I knew it wouldn’t be the last time that I bred her, either.

Avery and I weren’t going to have any kids…

But that didn’t mean that Lydia couldn’t.

“Thank you, Daddy,” Lydia said to me, blowing me a kiss as I finished and unloaded my huge, days-worth of sperm inside her. “You know, I was going to seduce you and then tell Mom so that you guys would divorce… But now, I’ve changed my mind.”

My blood ran cold for just a second, even as I shoved my hard cock further into the slutty redhead so i could make sure she got bred.

“What is it?” I asked her.

“Since you fucked me so good… Not like any other guy has… I won’t tell Mom. Under one condition,``she said. “Pinky swear?”

My cock twitched inside her. Somehow I found it so hot when she was a mean little slutty brat to me, her older Daddy.

“Pinky swear,” I said, so resigned to my fate.

“You have to fuck me all the time whenever I come home,” She smiled at me.

As I looked down at her jiggling, massive breasts, and the pretty, slutty face that my step-daughter had, I didn’t think that would be any issue at all.

“It’s a deal,” I said.

I knew that I was making a deal with the devil…

But damn if it wasn’t fucking sweet.
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